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IV  FB£FACE   TO   THE   PHESENT   EDITION. 

It  will  be  noticed  that  the  Father's  rambles  are  not 
limited  by  any  barrier  of  caste,  or  coat,  or  c6terie  ;  his  soul 
is  multilateral,  his  talk  multifarious,  yet  free,  it  is  hoped, 
from  garrulity,  and  decidedly  exempt  from  credulity.  He 
seems  to  liave  had  a  shrewd  eye  for  scanning  Humbug,  and 
it  is  well  for  him  (and  for  others)  that  he  has  vacated  his 
parish  in  due  course  of  nature.  He  would  have  stoutly  re- 
sisted in  Ireland  the  late  attempted  process  of  Italian  Cul- 
lenization.  For  though  he  patronized  the  effort  of  Lord 
Kingston  to  naturalize  in  Munster  the  silkworm  from  that 
peninsula  (see  his  version  of  good  Bishop  Vida's  Bombices^ 
page  523),  mere  caterpillars,  snails,  and  slimy  crawlers,  he 
would  have  put  his  foot  on. 

From  Florence  the  poet  Browning  has  sent  for  this  edi- 
tion some  lines  lately  found  in  the  Euganeian  hills,  traced 
on  a  marble  slab  that  covered  the  bones  of  Pietro  di  Abano, 
held  in  his  old  age  to  be  an  astrologer. 

"  Studiando  Id  niie  cifre  con  conipasso 
Bilovo  die  saro  presto  sotto  terra  ; 
Fordid  del  mio  sajH'r  si  fa  gran  chiasso, 
E  gli  ignorant i  nil  hanno  mosso  guerra." 

0£  which  epitaph  the  poet  has  supplied  this  vernacular,  ren- 
dering verbatim, 

*'  Studying  my  cyphora  with  the  compaBs, 
I  find  I  sliall  bit  soon  under  tlic  daisy  ; 
Because  of  my  lore  folks  make  sucli  a  rumpus, 
That  every  dull  dog  is  thereat  unawy.''* 


Browning's  attempt  suggests  a  word  or  two  on  Prout's 
own  theory  of  translation,  as  largely  exemplified  in  this  vo- 
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lume.  The  only  perfect  reprodactdon  of  a  couplet  in  a  dif- 
ferent idiom  occurred  in  i.,n.  1170,  when  the  Archbishop  of 
York  sent  a  ealmon  to  the  chronicler  of  Malmeebuiy,  with 
lequeflt  ibr  a  reoedpt  in  Tene,  which  waa  handed  to  bearer 
in  duplicate — 

"  Hittitiir  in  dtMO  mihi  piMdi  ab  uohiepiHO- 
-Po  non  ponotur  luii  potni.  Pot'!  nubf  detur." 


"  Pm  ini  a  fgitt,  (■  a  tttit,  bp  lit  art^C*^ 

■Ifsp,  i>  nat  pnt  (nt.    XgaV !  %t  >tai  not  bttrt." 

Sense,  rhythm,  point,  and  even  pun  are  here  miraculouHly 
reproduced.   Prout  did  hii  best  to  rival  him  of  Malmefibury, 

but  be  held  that  in  the  clear  failure  of  one  language  to  elicil 
from  its  repertory  an  exact  equivalent,  it  becomes  not  only 
pniporbut  imperative  (onthelawpriocipleof  Ce«/ui  (T/jre*  in 
rase  of  trusts)  to  fallback  on  anapproiiinate  word  or  idea 
of  kindred  import,  the  interchange  in  vocabulary  shon'ing 
at  tiiuea  even  a  balance  in  favour  of  the  subatitute,  as  hap- 
pens in  the  ordinary  course  of  barter  on  the  markets  of  the 
world.  He  quite  abhorred  the  clumsy  si-nility  of  adhering 
til  the  letter  while  allowing  the  spirit  to  evajwrate  ;  a  mere 
verbal  t-clio  distorted  by  natural  anfraotuosities,  gives  baek 
neither  the  tone  nor  quality  of  the  original  voice;  while 
the  ease  and  curious  felicity  of  the  primitive  utterance  is 
mam-d  by  awkwardness  and  ellbrt ;  spontaneity  of  song 
bring  the  quintessence. 

Modest  distrust  of  his  own  power  to  please  deterred  Prout 
from  olitruding  much  of  hia  personal  musings ;  he  preferred 
cliewing  the  cud  of  classic  fancies,  or  otherwise  approved 
and  Bubstantial  stufT;  delighting  to  invest  with  new  and 
raried  forms  what  had  long  gained  universal  recognition. 
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He  bad  strict  notions  as  to  what  really  constitute  the  Belles 
lettres.  Brilliancy  of  thought,  depth  of  remark,  pathos  of 
sentiment,  sprightliness  of  wit,  vigour  and  aptitude  of  style, 
with  some  scholarship,  were  requisites  for  his  notice,  or 
claim  to  be  held  in  his  esteem  a  literary  man.  It  is  useless 
to  add  how  much  of  recent  growth,  and  how  many  pre- 
tenders to  that  title,  he  would  have  eschewed. 

A  word  as  to  the  Etchings  of  D.  Maclise,  E.  A.  This  great 
artist  in  his  boyhood  knew  Prout,  and  has  fixed  his  true 
features  in  enduring  copper.  The  only  reliable  outline  of 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  as  he  appeared  in  plain  clothes,  and  with- 
out ideal  halo,  may  be  seen  at  page  54,  where  he  "  kisses 
the  Blarney  Stone"  on  his  visit  to  Prout  in  the  summer  of 
1825.  Tom  Moore,  equally  en  deshabille,  can  be  recognized 
by  all  who  knew  him,  perpetrating  one  of  his  "  rogueries" 
at  page  150.  The  painter's  own  slim  and  then  youthful 
figure  is  doing  homage  to  L.E.L.  on  a  moonlit  bank  at 
page  229,  while  the  "garret"  of  Beranger,  page  299,  the 
"  night  before  Larry's  execution,"  page  277,  and  "  Manda- 
rins robing  Venus  yn  silk,"  page  533,  are  specimens  of 
French,  Irish,  and  Chinese  humanity. 

But  it  is  his  great  cartoon  of  writers  in  Eraser,  anno 

,  1835  {front,),  that  will  most  interest  coming  generations. 

;    The  banquet  he  has  depicted  was  no  fiction,  but  a  frequent 

/     fact  in  Regent  Street,  212.     Dr.  IVIaginn  in  the  chair,  ad- 

/      dressing   the  staff  contributors,  has  on   his  right,  Barry 

/       Cornwall    (Procter),    Kobert    Southey,    Percival   Bankes, 

j        Thackeray,   Churchill,   Serjeant   Murphy,   Macnish,  Ains- 

worth,  Coleridge,  Hogg,  Gait,  Dunlop,  and  Jerdan.     Fraser 

is  croupier,  having  on  his  right  Crofton  Croker,  Lockhart, 
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Theodore  Hook,  Sir  David  Brewster,  Dr.  Moir  (Delta), 
Tom  CarijleT^imt  D'Orsay  (talking  to  Allan  Cunning- 
ham), SirEgerton  Bry^efl  ;  Eev.  G.  R  Gleig,  chaplain  of 
Chelsea  hospital ;  Ber.  F.  Mahony,  Bev.  Edward  Lnring  (of 
the  unknown  tongues),  a  frequent  writer  in  Fraser,  and 
frequenter  of  his  sanctum,  where  "  oft  of  a  stilly  night "  he 
quaffed  glenlivat  with  the  learned  Editor. 

Of  these  twenty-seven,  only  eight  are  now  living :  Mr. 
Procter,  lunacy  conmnssioner ;  Serjeant  Murphy,  insolvency 
ditto ;  the  Author  of  Vanity  Fair ;  the  vigorous  word- 
wielder,  who  then  was  supplying  Fraser  with  Sartor  Be-- 
sartus ;  Ainsworth ;  Gleig,  the  worthy  and  efficient  chaplain- 
general  of  Her  Majesty's  Forces  ;  Sir  David,  and 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 


It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  our  Author  should  be  no 
longer  in  the  land  of  the  living,  to  furnish  a  general  Pre- 
amble, explanatory  of  the  scope  and  tendency  of  his  multi- 
farious writings.  By  us,  on  whom,  with  the  contents  of  his 
eofter,  hath  devolved  the  guardianship  of  his  glory,  such 
deficiency  is  keenly  felt ;  having  learnt  from  Epictetus  that 
every  sublunary  thing  has  two  handles,  (-rav  ^^ay(j.cx.  duag 
iyu  XaSa;),  and  from  experience  that  mankind  are  prone 
to  take  hold  of  the  \vTong  one.  King  Ptolemy,  to  whom  we 
(»\vt»  Iht'  iirs't  tninshitiou  of  the  Bible  into  a  then  vulgar 
toiii^ue  (anil  conse([uently  a  long  array  of  *'  centenary  eele- 
brations"),  proclaitiied,  in  the  pithy  inscription  placed  by 
his  order  over  the  entrance  of  the  Alexandrian  Library, 
tjiat  books  were  a  sort  of  physic.  ")The  analogy  is  just,  and 
pursuInifTf,"wi^vould  rcMiiark  that,  like  other  i)atent  niedi- 
<"iiu*s,  they  should  invariably  be  accompanied  with ''  directions 
tor  use.''  Such  ■Tjo>.£7&/x£ka  would  we  in  the  present  case  be 
delighted  ourselves  to  suj)ply,  but  that  we  have  profitably 
studied  the  fable  of  La  Fontaine  entitled  '^  L'dne  qui  porta  if 
/^.y  Urliqucs''      (liv.  v.  fab.  14.) 

hi  giving  utterance  to  regret,  we  do  not  insinuate  that 
the  present  ])rodu(!tion  of  the  lamented  writer  is  un- 
finished or  abortive;:  on  the  contrary,  our  interest  prompts  us 
to  pronounci*  it  comj)lete,  as  far  as  it  goes.  Prout,  as  an  au- 
lh<»r,  will  be  found  what  he  was  in  the  flesh — '^  foftts  feres 
tifqtie  rnfiiiuitisy  Still  a  suitable  introduction,  furnished  by  a 
kindred  genius,  would  in  our  iilcabe  ornamental.  The  Pan- 
theon of  republican  Kome,  perfect  in  its  simplicity,  yet 
derived  a  supplementary  grace  from  the  portico  superadded 
hy  Agrippa. 

Much  meditating  on  the  materials  that  fill  "the  chest," 
ftuil  daily  more  imj)re9sed  with  the  merit  of  our  author,  we 
thought  it  a  pity  that  his  wisdom  should  be  suifered  to 
evaporate  in  magazine  stjuibs.     AVhat  impression  could,  in 
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sooth,  be  made  on  the  public  mind  by  such  desultory  ex- 
plosions ?  Never  on  the  dense  mass  of  readers  can  isolated 
random  shots  produce  the  effect  of  a  regular /ew  de  peloton. 
For  this  reason  we  have  arranged  in  one  volume  his  files 
of  mental  musketry,  to  secure  a  simultaneous  discharge. 
The  hint,  perhaps,  of  right  belongs  to  the  ingenious  Fieschi 
(1835). 

We  have  left  prefixed  to  each  paper  such  introductory 
comments  as  at  the  time  we  indulged  in,  with  reference  to 
contemporary  occurrences — and,  on  looking  back,  we  find 
we  have  been  on  some  occasions  historical,  on  others  pro- 
phetical, on  some  perhaps  rhapsodical.  This  latter  charge 
we  hereby  "  confess  and  avoid,"  pleading  the  advice  and 
example  of  Pliny  the  Younger :  " Ipad  varietatCy^  are  his 
words,  ^^  tentamu8  efficere  ut  alia  aliis,  quad  am  fort  asse  om' 
nibus  placeant.^*  This  would  appear  to  constitute  the  whole 
theory  of  miscellaneous  writing 

We  have  hitherto  had  considerable  difficulty  in  establish- 
ing, to  the  satisfaction  of  refractory  critics,  the  fact  of  our 
author's  death .  People  absurdly  persist  in  holding  him  in  the 
light  of  a  living  \\Titer :  hence  a  sad  waste  of  wholesome  advice, 
which,  if  judiciously  expended  on  some  reclaimable  sinner, 
would,  no  doubt,  fructify  in  due  season.  In  his  case  'tis  a 
dead  loss — Prout  is  a  literary  mummy !  Folks  should  look  to 
this :  Lazarus  will  not  come  forth  to  listen  to  their  stric- 
tures ;  neither,  should  they  happen  to  be  in  a  complimentary 
mood,  will  Samuel  arise  at  the  witchery  of  commenda- 
tion. 

Objects  of  art  and  virtii  lose  considerably  by  not  being 
viewed  in  their  proper  light ;  and  the  common  noonday  efi'ul- 
gence  is  not  the  fittest  for  the  right  contemplation  of  certain 
eapi  d^  opera.  Canova,  we  know,  preferred  the  midnight 
taper.  Let,  therefore,  "  i//  f maris  reliquiiSj*  (Plued,  lib.  i. 
fab.  22,)  the  dim  |)enumbra  of  a  sepulchral  lamp  shed  its 
solemn  influence  over  the  page  of  Prout,  and  alone  preside 
at  its  perusal. 

Posthumous  authorship  possesses  infinite  advantages ;  and 
nothing  so  truly  serves  a  book  as  the  writer's  removal 
from  the  sphere  or  hemisphere  of  his  readers.  The  "  Me- 
moirs of  Captain  Rock"  were  rendered  doubly  interesting 
by    being  dated  firom   Sidney   Cove.    Byron  wrote  from 
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Venice  witfa  increased  effect.  Nor  can  we  at  all  b;^ inpatluBe 
with  the  edled  Orid'i  plaintive  utterance,  "  Sine  tne,  liber, 
i&w  in  tirbem."  Hia  abaenoe  from  town,  he  muat  have 
known,  waa  a  ri^t  good  thing  for  hia  puhliaher  under 
"  the  piUan."    But  though  diatance  be  usend,  death  is  un- 

[ueationably  better.    Far  off,  an  author  is  respected )  dead, 

le  is  beloved.      Extinctn*,  amabltur. 

We  were  struck  witb  a  practical  application  of  this  doc- 
trine to  commercial  eat^rprise,  when  we  last  visited  Faria. 
The  2d  of  November,  being  "  All  Souls' -dav,"  had  drawn 
a  concourse  of  melancholy  people  to  Pere  la  Chaite, 
ourselves  with  the  rest ;  when  our  eye  was  arrested,  in  a 
walk  of  that  romantic  necropolis,  by  the  faint  glimmering 
cf  A  delicious  little  lamp,  a  glow-worm  of  bronze,  keeping 
silent  and  sentimental  ngil  under  a  modest  urn  of  black 
marble,  inscribed  thus : — 

Ci-oiT  ForKNiBB  (Pierre  Victor), 
InTrnlour  bnirrti'  (It's  luniivs  diten  nana  fin. 

Umlaut  uuc  ccnliiiic  d'liiiile  h.  Theure. 
IL  FCT  BOX  riue,  was  riLS,  dok  £»oux. 
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Continue  noii  comtiwrcc,  Btic  ntix  Oiin>,  No.  19. 

EUe  hit  ill's  mToii  dniia  le»  il^partemuns. 

S.B.  nc  pu  couCoodre  BTeo  la  bouliquo  en  face  H.V.f 


Wo  had  been  thinking  of  piircliaBiog  an  article  of  the 
kind ;  so,  on  our  return,  we  mode  it  a  point  to  imsa  the  rtir 
aux  Ourt,  and  give  our  custom  to  the  mouniful  Artemisin. 
Oil  entering  the  shop,  a  nibii-iind  tradcanian  awoatcd  u»  ; 
but  we  intimated  our  wish  to  transnct  buBinesa  with  "  the 
widow — la  veuve  inconsolahlc."  "A'A,  pardieu  !  c'mI  iiioi  ! 
je  euis,  moi,  Pierre  Foumier,  inventeur,  4e. :  la  vetivi- 
»'e§t  qu'un  tymbole,  un  mylhe."  We  admired  hia  ingenuity, 
and  bought  hia  lamp ;  by  the  mild  my  of  whicli  patent 
eoDtrivauce  wo  have  profitably  pursued  our  editorial  latiourH. 

OLIVEB  XOBKE. 
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^*  At  Covent  Garden  a  sacred  drama,  on  the  story  oj 
Jephtha,  conveying  solemn  impressions,  is  pboiiibited  as  a 
PEOFANATION  of  the  period  of  fasting  and  mortification  ! 
.■  There  is  no  doubt  where  the  odium  should  fix — on  the  Lord 
Chamberlain  or  on  the  BiSHOP  OP  London.  Let  some  inteU 
ligent  Member  of  Parliament  bring  the  question  before  the 
House  of  Commons." 

Times,  Feb.  20  and  21,  1834. 
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FATUEB  PBOUT's  APOLOGY  FOE  LENT:  HIS  DEATH, 

OBSEQUIES,  AND  AN  ELEGY. 

"  Copendant,  Buivant  la  clironique, 
Le  Carfimc,  depuis  im  mois, 
Sur  tout  runiyers  Catholiquo 

Etendait  sea  severcs  lois." — GiiESSJiT. 

"Lent  sermons  abound — fresh  preachers  are  sent 
At  this  season  of  fast  and  sorrow ; 
And  tlie  loan  is  corapletc^for  tho  preaclicr  is — Lent, 
Wliilc  his  scnnon  lie's  apt  to  borrow.'^ 

MSS.  of  the  laic  Tom  Ingoldtbr/, 

Til  ERE  has  becu  tliis  season  in  town  a  sad  outcry  against 
]x,'nt.  For  the  first  week  the  metropolis  was  in  a  complete 
uproar  at  tho  suppression  of  the  oratorio ;  aud  no  act  of 
authoritv  since  the  fatal  ordonnances  of  Cliarles  X.  bid 
fairer  to  revolutionise  a  capital  than  the  message  sent  from 
Bishop  ]31omfield  to  Manager  Bunn.  That  storm  has 
happily  blown  over.  The  Cockneys,  having  fretted  their 
idle  hour,  and  vented  their  impotent  ire  through  their 
'' Fafety-valve,"  the  press,  have  resumed  their  customary 
calm.  The  dramatic  "murder  of  Jephtha'*  is  forgotten. 
In  truth,  after  all,  there  was  something  due  to  local  re- 
miniscences ;  and  when  the  present  tenants  of  the  "  Gar- 
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den  "  recollect  that  in  by-gone  days  tlieso  "  deep  solitudes 
and  awful  cells  "  were  the  abode  of  fasting  and  austerity, 
they  will  not  grudge  the  once-hallowed  premises  to  com- 
memorate in  sober  stillness  the  Wednesdays  and  Fridays  of 
Lent.  But  let  that  rest.  An  infringement  on  the  freedom 
of  theatricals,  though  in  itself  a  grievance,  will  not,  in  all 
likelihood,  be  the  immediate  cause  of  a  convulsion  in  these 
realms ;  and  it  will  probably  require  some  more  palpable 
deprivation  to  arouse  the  sleeping  energies  of  John  !Bull, 
and  to  awake  his  dormant  anger. 

It  was  characteristic  of  the  degeneracy  of  the  llomans, 
that  while  they  crouched  in  prostrate  servility  to  each  im- 
perial monster  that  swayed  their  destinies  in  siiccession, 
they  never  would  allow  their  amusements  to  be  invaded, 
nor  tolerate  a  cessation  of  the  sports  of  the  amphitheatre ; 
Bo  that  even  the  despot,  while  he  rivetted  their  chains, 
would  pause  and  shudder  at  the  well-known  ferocious  cry 
of  "  Panem  et  Circenaes  P*  Now,  food  and  the  drama  stand 
relatively  to  each  other  in  very  different  degrees  of  im- 
portance in  England;  and  while  provisions  are  plentiful, 
other  matters  have  but  a  minor  iimuence  on  the  popular 
sensibilities.  The  time  may  come,  when,  by  the  bungling 
measures  of  a  Whig  administration,  brought  to  their  full 
maturity  of  mischief  by  the  studied  neglect  of  the  agricul- 
tural and  shipping  interests,  the  general  disorganisation  of 
the  state-machinery  at  home,  and  the  natural  results  of 
their  intermeddling  abroad,  a  dearth  of  the  primary  arti- 
cles of  domestic  consumption  may  bring  to  the  English- 
man's fireside  the  broad  conviction  of  a  misrule  and  mis- 
management too  long  and  too  sluggishly  endured^  It  may 
then  be  too  late  to  apply  remedial  measures  with  efficacy  ; 
and  the  only  resource  left,  may  be,  like  Caleb  Balderstono 
at  Wolfs  Crag,  to  proclaim  "  a  general  fast."  When  that 
emergency  shall  arise,  the  quaint  and  original,  nay,  some- 
times luminous  and  philosophic,  views  of  Father  Prout  on 
the  fast  of  Lent,  may  afford  much  matter  for  speculation  to 
the  British  public ;  or,  as  Childe  Harold  says, 

'*  Much  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  pondered  fittingly.*' 

Before  we  bring  forward  Father  Frout's  lucubrations  on 
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tliis  grave  subject,  it  may  bo  allowable,  by  way  of  pre- 
liminary observation,  to  remark,  that,  as  far  as  Lent  is 
concerned,  as  well  indeed  as  in  all  other  matters,  "  they 
manage  these  things  differently  abroad."  In  foreign 
countries  a  carnival  is  the  appropriate  prelude  to  abstemi- 
ousness ;  and  folks  get  such  a  surfeit  of  amusement  during 
the  saturnalian  days  which  precede  its  observance,  that 
they  find  a  grateful  repose  in  the  sedate  quietude  that 
ensues.  The  custom  is  a  point  of  national  taste,  which  1 
leave  to  its  own  merits ;  but  whoever  has  resided  on  the 
Continent  must  have  observed  that  all  this  bacchanalian 
riot  suddenly  terminates  on  Shrove  Tuesday  ;  the  fun  and 
frolic  expire  with  the  "  boeuf-gras  ;"  and  the  shouts  of  the 
revellers,  so  boisterous  and  incessant  during  the  preceding 
week,  on  Ash  Wednesday  are  heard  no  more.  A  singular 
ceremony  in  all  the  churches — that  of  sprinkling  over  the 
congregation  on  that  Wednesday  the  pulverised  embers  of 
the  boughs  of  an  evergreen  (meant,  I  suppose,  as  an  em- 
blem and  record  of  man*s  mortality) — appears  to  have  the 
instantaneous  effect  of  turning  their  thoughts  into  a  dif- 
ferent channel :  the  busy  hum  subsides  at  once ;  and  learned 
commentators  have  found,  in  the  fourth  book  of  VirgiPs 
Q^orgics,  a  prophetic  allusion  to  this  magic  operation : 

"  Ili  motus  animorum  atque  heoo  certaniina  tanta 
Pulveris  exigui  joctu  compressa  quiescunt." 

The  non- consumption  of  butchers'  meat,  and  the  substi- 
tution of  fish  diet,  is  also  a  prominent  feature  in  the  con- 
tinental form  of  observing  Lent ;  and  on  this  topic  Father 
Prout  has  been  remarkably  discursive,  as  will  be  seen  on 
perusal  of  the  following  pages.  To  explain  how  I  became 
the  depository  of  the  reverend  man's  notions,  and  why  he 
did  not  publish  them  in  his  lifetime  (for,  alas !  he  is  no 
more — peace  be  to  his  ashes !)  is  a  duty  which  I  owe  the 
reader,  and  from  which  I  am  far  from  shrinking.  I  admit 
that  some  apology  is  required  for  conveying  the  lucid  and 
clarified  ideas  of  a  great  and  good  divine  through  the  opaque 
and  profane  medium  that  is  now  employed  to  bring  them 
under  the  public  eye ;  I  account  for  it  accordingly. 

I  am  a  younger  son.  I  belong  to  an  ancient,  but  poor 
and  dilapidated  house,  of  which  the  patrimonial  estate  was 
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barely  enough  for  my  elder ;  hence,  as  my  share  resembled 
what  is  scientifically  called  an  evanescent  quantity,  I  was 
directed  to  apply  to  that  noble  refuge  of  unprovided  genius 
— the  bar !  To  the  bar,  with  a  heavy  heart  and  aching 
head,  I  devoted  year  after  year,  and  was  about  to  become  a 
tolerable  proficient  in  the  black  letter,  when  an  epistle  from 
Ireland  reached  me  in  Furnival's  Inn*  and  altered  my 
prospects  materially.  This  despatch  was  from  an  old  Ca- 
thohc  aunt  whom  I  had  in  that  country,  and  whose  house 
I  had  been  sent  to,  when  a  child,  on  tne  speculation  that 
this  visit  to  my  venerable  relative,  who,  to  her  other  good 
qualities,  added  that  of  being  a  resolute  spinster,  might 
determine  her,  as  she  was  both  rich  and  capricious,  to  make 
me  her  inheritor.  The  letter  urged  my  immediate  presence 
in  the  dying  chamber  of  the  Lady  Cresswell ;  and,  as  no 
time  was  to  be  lost,  I  contrived  to  reach  in  two  days  the 
lonely  and  desolate  mansion  on  Watergrasshill,  in  the  vici- 
nity of  Cork.  As  I  entered  the  apartment,  by  the  scanty 
light  of  the  lamp  that  glimmered  dimly,  I  recognised,  with 
some  difficulty,  the  emaciated  form  of  my  gaunt  and  withered 
kinswoman,  over  whose  features,  originally  tUn  and  wan, 
the  pallid  hue  of  approaching  death  cast  additional  ghastli- 
ness.  By  the  bedsioe  stood  the  rueful  and  unearthly  form  of 
Father  Prout ;  and,  while  the  sort  of  chiaroscuro  in  which  his 
figure  appeared,  half  shrouded,  half  revealed,  served  to  impress 
me  with  a  proper  awe  for  his  solemn  functions,  the  scene 
itself,  and  the  probable  consequences  to  me  of  this  last 
interview  with  my  aunt,  affected  me  exceedingly.  I  invo- 
luntarily knelt ;  and  while  I  felt  my  hands  grasped  by  the 
long,  cold,  and  bony  fingers  of  the  dying,  my  whole  frame 
thrilled ;  and  her  words,  the  last  she  spoke  in  this  world, 
fell  on  my  ears  with  all  the  clTect  of  a  potent  witchery, 
never  to  be  forgotten  !  "  Frank,"  said  the  Lady  Cresswell, 
"  my  lands  and  perishable  riches  I  have  bequeathed  to  you, 
though  you  hold  not  the  creed  of  which  this  is  a  minister, 
and  1  die  a  worthless  but  steadfast  votary :  only  promise 
me  and  this  holy  man  that,  in  memory  of  one  to  whom 
your  welfare  is  dear,  you  will  keep  the  fast  of  Lent  while 
you  live ;  and,  as  1  cannot  control  your  inward  belief,  be  at 
least  in  this  respect  a  Roman  Catholic :  I  ask  no  more." 
How  could  I  have  refused  so  simple  an  injunction  ?  and 
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what  junior  member  of  the  bar  would  not  hold  a  good  rental 
by  80  easy  a  tenure  ?  In  brief,  I  was  pledged  in  that  solemn 
hour  to  Pather  Prout,  and  to  my  kind  and  simple-hearted 
aunt,  whose  grave  is  in  Eathcooney,  and  whose  soul  is  in 
heaven. 

During  my  short  stay  at  "Watergrasshill,  (a  wild  and  ro- 
mantic district,  of  which  every  brake  and  fell,  every  bog 
and  quagmire,  is  well  known  to  Crofton  Croker — for  it  is 
the  very  Arcadia  of  his  fictions),  I  formed  an  intimacy  with 
';  this  Fjither  Andrew  Prout,  the  pastor  of  the  upland,  and  a 
'man  celebratecRn  the  south  of  Ireland.  He  was  one  of  that 
race  of  priests  now  unfortunately  extinct,  or  very  nearly 
so,  like  the  old  breed  of  wolf-dogs,  in  the  island :  I  allude 
to  those  of  his  order  who  were  educated  abroad,  before  the 
Prench  revolution,  and  had  imbibed,  from  associating  with 
the  polished  and  high-bom  clergy  of  the  old  Gallican  church, 
a  loftier  range  of  thought,  and  a  supenor  delicacy  of  senti- 
ment. Henoe,  in  his  evidence  before  the  House  of  Lords, 
"  the  glorious  Dan  "  has  not  concealed  the  grudge  he  feels 
.towards  those  clergymen,  educated  on  the  continent,  who, 
having  witnessed  the  doings  of  the  sansculottes  in  Prance, 
have  no  fancy  to  a  rehearsal  of  the  same  in  Ireland.  Of 
this  class  was  Prout,  P.P.  of  "Watergrasshill;  but  his  real 
',  value  was  very  faintly  appreciated  by  his  rude  flock :  he 
j was  not  understood  by  his  contemporaries;  his  thoughts 
were  not  their  thoughts,  neither  could  he  commune  with 
kindred  souls  on  thaty  wild  mountain.  Of  his  genealogy 
nothing  was  ever  knrflm  with  certainty;  but  in  this  he 
resembled  Melchizedek :  like  Eugene  Aram,  he  had  excited 
the  most  intense  interest  in  the  highest  quarters,  still  did 
ho  studiously  court  retirement.  He  was  thought  by  some 
to  be  deep  in  alchemy,  like  Priar  Bacon ;  but  the  gangers 
never  even  suspected  him  of  distilling  "  potheen."  He  was 
known  to  have  brought  from  Prance  a  spirit  of  the  most 
chivalrous  gallantry ;  still,  like  PJnclon  retired  from  the 
court  of  Louis  XI  v.,  he  shunned  the  attractions  of  the  sex, 
for  the  sake  of  his  pastoral  charge :  but  in  the  rigour  of 
his  abstinence,  and  the  frugality  of  his  diet,  he  resembled 
no  one,  and  none  kept  Lent  so  strictly. 

Of  his  gallantry  one  anecdote  wiU  be  sufficient.     The 
fashionable  Mrs,    Pepper,  with  two  female   companions, 
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.   travelling  through  the  county  of  Cork,  stopped  for  Divine 
f    service  at  the  chapel  of  Watergrasshill  (which  is  on  the  high 
i    road  on  the  Dublin  line),  and  entered  its  rude  gate  while 
Prout  was  addressing  his  congregation.     His  quick  eye  soon 
'    detected  his  fair  visitants  standing  behind  the  motley  crowd, 
by  whom  they  were  totally  unnoticed,  so  intent  were  all  on 
the  discourse ;  when,  interrupting  the  thread  of  his  homily, 
.    to  procure  suitable    accommodation    for    the    strangers, 
1    "  Boys !"  cried  the  old  man,    "  why  don't  ye  give  three 
:    chairs  for  the  ladies  ?"     "  Three  cheers  for  the  ladies !"  re- 
^    echoed  at  once  the  parish-clerk.     It  was  what  might  be 
termed  a  clerical,  but  certainly  a  very  natural,  error ;  and 
so  acceptable  a  proposal  was  suitably  responded  to  by  the 
frieze-coated  multitude,  whose  triple  shout  shook  the  very 
cobwebs  on  the  roof  of  the  chapel ! — after  which  slight  in- 
cident, service  was  quietly  resumed. 

He  was  extremely  fona  of  angling ;  a  recreation  which, 
while  it  ministered  to  his  necessary  relaxation  from  the  toils 
of  the  mission,  enabled  him  to  observe  cheaply  the  fish  diet 
imperative  on  fast  days.  For  this,  he  had  established  his 
residence  at  the  mountain-source  of  a  considerable  brook, 
which,  after  winding  through  the  parish,  joins  the  Black- 
water  at  Fermoy ;  and  on  its  banks  would  he  be  found, 
armed  with  his  rod,  and  wrapt  in  his  strange  cassock,  fit  to 
personate  the  river-god  or  presiding  genius  of  the  stream. 

His  modest  parlour  would  not  ill  become  the  hut  of  one 
of  the  fishermen  of  Galilee.  A  huge  net  in  festoons  cur- 
tained his  casement ;  a  salmon-spear,  sundry  rods,  and  fish- 
ing-tackle, hung  round  the  walls  and  over  his  bookcase, 
which  latter  object  was  to  him  the  perennial'  spring  of 
refined  enjoyment.  Still  he  would  sigh  for  the  vast  libraries 
of  France,  and  her  well-appointed  scientific  halls,  where  he 
had  spent  his  youth,  in  converse  with  the  first  literary 
characters  and  most  learned  divines ;  and  once  ho  directed 
my  attention  to  what  appeared  to  be  a  row  of  folio  volumes 
.  at  the  bottom  of  his  collection,  but  which  I  found  on  trial 
'  /  to  be  so  many  large  stone-flags,  with  parchment  bocks,  bear- 
ing  the  appropriate  title  of  Cobitelii  a  Lapide  Opera  qua 
extant  omnia ;  by  which  semblance  of  that  old  Jesuit's 
commentaries  he  consoled  himself  for  the  absence  of  the 
original. 
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His  classic  acquirements  were  considerable,  as  will  appear 
by  his  essay  on  Lent;  and  while  they  made  him  a  most  in- 
structive companion,  his  unobtrusive  merit  left  the  most 
favourable  impression.  The  general  character  of  a  church- 
man is  singularly  improved  by  the  tributary  accomplish- 
ments of  the  scholar,  and  literature  is  like  a  pure  gram  of 
Araby's  incense  in  the  golden  censer  of  religion.  His  taste 
for  the  fine  arts  was  more  genuine  than  might  be  conjectured 
from  the  scanty  specimens  that  adorned  his  apartment, 
though  perfectly  in  keeping  with  his  favourite  sport ;  for 
tliere  hung  over  the  mantlepiece  a  print  of  EaphaePs  cartoon 
the  *•  Miraculous  Draught ;"  here,  "  Tobith  rescued  by  an 
Angel  from  the  Fish  ;"  and  there,  "  St.  Anthony  preaching 
to  the  Fishes." 

With  this  learned  Theban  I  held  long  and  serious  con- 
verse on  the  nature  of  the  antiquated  observance  I  had 
pledged  myself  to  keep  up ;  and  oft  have  we  discussed  the 
matter  at  his  finigal  table,  aiding  our  conferences  with  a 
plate  of  water-cresses  and  a  red  herring.  I  have  taken 
copious  notes  of  Father  Front's  leading  topics  ;  and  while  I 
can  vouch  them  as  his  genuine  arguments,  I  will  not  be 
answerable  for  the  style ;  which  may  possibly  be  my  own, 
and  probably,  like  the  subject,  exceedingly  jejune. 

I  publish  them  in  pure  self-defence.  I  have  been  so  often 
called  on  to  explain  my  peculiarities  relative  to  Lent,  that  I 
must  resort  to  the  press  for  a  riddance  of  my  persecutors.  The 
spring,  which  exhilarates  all  nature,  is  to  me  but  the  herald 
of  tribulation ;  for  it  is  accompanied  in  the  Lent  season  with 
a  recurrence  of  a  host  of  annoyances  consequent  on  the 
tenure  by  which  I  hold  my  aunt's  property.  1  have  ^at  last 
resolved  to  state  my  case  openlv ;  and  I  trust  that|  taking 
up  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles,  I  may  bv  exposing  end 
them.^  No  blessing  comes  unalloyed  here  below :  there  is 
ever  a  cankerworm  in  the  rose  ;  a  dactyl  is  sure  to  be  mixed 
up  with  a  spondee  in  the  poetry  of  life ;  and,  as  Homer 
sings,  there  stand  two  urns,  or  crocks,  beside  the  throne 
of  Jove,  from  which  he  doles  out  alternate  good  and  bad 
gifts  to  men,  but  mostly  both  together. 
^  I  grant,  that  to  repine  at  one's  share  of  the  common  allot- 
ment would  indicate  bad  taste,  and  afford  evidence  of  ill- 
humour  :  but  Btill  a  passing  insight  into  my  case  will  prove 
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it  one  of  peculiar  hardship.  As  regularly  as  dinner  is 
announced,  so  Burelj  do  I  know  that  my  hour  is  come  to  be 
stared  at  as  a  disciple  of  Pythagoras,  or  scrutinised  as  a 
follower  of  the  Venetian  Comaro.  I  am  "a  lion"  at  "feed- 
ing-time." To  tempt  me  from  my  allegiance  bv  the  proffer 
of  a  turkey's  wing,  to  eulogise  the  sirloin,  or  dwell  on  the 
haut  ffoUt  of  the  haunch,  are  among  my  friends'  (?)  practical 
sources  of  merriment.  To  reason  with  them  at  sucn  unpro- 
pitious  moments,  and  against  such  fearful  odds,  would  be  a 
hopeless  experiment ;  and  I  have  learned  from  Horace  and 
from  Father  Prout,  that  there  are  certain  mollia  tempora^ 
fandiy  which  should  always  be  attended  to  :  in  such  cases  I 
chew  the  cud  of  my  resentment,  and  eke  out  my  repast  on 
salt-fish  in  silence.  None  will  be  disposed  to  question  my 
claim  to  the  merit  of  fortitude.  In  vain  have  I  been  sum- 
moned by  the  prettiest  lisp  to  partake  of  the  most  tempting 
delicacies.  I  have  declined  each  lady-hostess's  hospitable 
offer,  as  if,  to  speak  in  classic  parlance,  Canidia  tractavU 
dopes;  or,  to  use  the  vernacular  phraseology  of  Moore,  as  if 

'*»--^    "  Tlio  trail  of  the  serpent  was  over  them  all."    — " 

Hence,  at  the  club  I  am  looked  on  as  a  sort  of  vara  avis ; 
or,  to  speak  more  appropriately,  as  an  odd  fish.  Some  have 
spread  a  report  that  I  have  a  large  share  in  the  Hungerlbrd 
Market ;  others,  that  I  am  a  Saint  Simonian.  A  fellow  of 
the  Zoological  Society  has  ascertained,  forsooth,  from  certain 
maxillary  appearances,  that  I  am  decidedly  of  the  class  of 
/p^^uo^ayo/,  with  a  mixture  of  the  herbivorous.  When  the 
truth  is  known,  as  it  will  be  on  the  publication  of  this 
paper,  it  will  bo  seen  that  I  am  no  phenomenon  whatever. 

My  witty  cousin,  Harriet  R.,  will  no  longer  consider  me 
a  fit  subject  for  the  exercise  of  her  ingenuity,  nor  present 
me  a  copy  of  Gray's  poems,  with  the  page  turned  down  at 
"An  Elegy  on  a  Cat  drowned  in  a  tub  of  Gold  Fishes."  She 
will  perhaps,  when  asked  to  sing,  select  some  other  aria 
besides  that  eternal  barcarolle, 

**  O  pescator  dell*  onda, 
Vicni  pescar  in  quii 
Colla  bella  tua  borca !" 

and  if  I  happen  to  approach  the  loo-table,  shewiU  not  think 
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it  again  necessary  to  caution  the  old  dowagers  to  take  care 
of  their /a A. 

ReoenoM  d  nos  poissons,  "When  last  I  supped  with  Father 
Prout,  on  the  eve  of  my  departure  from  Watergrasshill  (and 
I  can  only  compare  my  reminiscences  of  that  classic  hanquet 
to  Xcnophon's  account  of  the  symposion  of  Plato),  "  Young 
man,"  said  he,  "  you  had  a  good  aunt  in  the  Lady  Cresswell ; 
and  if  you  thought  as  we  do,  that  the  orisons  of  kindred  and 
friends  can  benefit  the  dead,  you  should  pray  for  her  as  long 
as  you  live.  But  you  belong  to  a  different  creed — different, 
I  mean,  as  to  this  particular  point ;  for,  as  a  whole,  your 
cliiux'h  of  England  bears  a  close  resemblance  to  ours  of 
Rome.  The  £iughter  will  ever  inherit  the  leading  features 
of  the  mother ;  and  though  in  your  eyes  the  fresh  and  un- 
withered  faacinations  of  the  new  faith  may  fling  into  the 
shade  the  more  matronly  graces  of  the  old,  somewhat  on  the 
])rinciple  of  Horace,  O  mat  re  pnlchrd  filia  pulchrior  !  still 
iiaa  our  ancient  worship  many  and  potent  charms.  I  could 
jroudly  dwell  on  the  Instoric  recollections  that  emblazon 
lor  escutcheon,  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  her  gorgeous 

liturg}' " 

Pardon  me,  reverend  friend,  I  interposed,  lest  he  should 
diverge,  as  was  his  habit,  into  some  long-winded  argument, 
foreign  to  the  topic  on  which  I  sought  to  be  informed, — I 
(In  not  underv^alue  the  matronly  graces  of  your  venerable 
church  ;  but  (pointing  to  the  remnant  of  wliat  had  been  a 
red  herring)  let  us  talk  of  her  fish-diet  and  fast  days. 

"  Ay,  you  are  right  there,  child,"  resumed  Prout ;  "  I  per- 
ceive where  my  panegyric  must  end — 

*  Besiiiit  in  piscem  mulicr  fonnosa  superno !' 

Voii  will  got  a  famous  badgering  in  town  when  you  aro 
liiund  out  to  have  forsworn  the  flesh-pots;  and  Lent  will  bo 
a  sad  si'ast)n  for  you  among  the  Egyptians.  ]3ut  you  need 
ni)t  1)0  unprovided  with  plausible  reasons  for  your  abstinonoo, 
bt'sidos  th(^  sterling  considerations  of  the  rental.  Notwitli- 
Htanding  that  it  has  been  said  or  sung  by  your  Lord  Byron, 
that 

*  IVfftn  is  a  caniivorous  production. 
And  cannot  livo  (as  woodcocks  do)  on  suction  ;* 


! 


10  fatiieu  peout's  heliques. 

still  that  noblo  poet  (I  speak  from  the  record  of  bis  life  and 
habits  furnished  us  by  Moore)  habitually  eschewed  animal 
food,  detested  gross  feeders,  and  in  his  own  case  lived  most 
frugally,  I  might  even  say  ascetically  ;  and  this  abstemious- 
ness he  practised  from  a  refinement  of  choice,  for  he  had 
registered  no  vow  to  heaven,  or  to  a  maiden  aunt.  The 
observance  vnW  no  doubt  prove  a  tiial  of  fortitude  ;  but  for 
your  part  at  the  festive  board,  were  you  so  criminal  as  to 
transgress,  would  not  the  spectre  of  the  Lady  Cresswell, 
like  the  ghost  of  Banquo,  rise  to  rebuke  you  ? 

"And  besides,  these  days  of  fasting  are  of  the  most  remote 
antiquity ;  thev  are  referred  to  as  being  in  vogue  at  the  first 
general  council  that  legislated  for  Christendom  at  Nice,  in 
Bithynia,  a.d.  325 :  and  the  subsequent  assembly  of  bishops 
at  Laodicea  ratified  the  institution  a.d.  364.  Its  discipline 
is  fully  developed  in  the  classic  pages  of  the  accomplished 
Tertullian,  in  the  second  century  (Tract,  dejejuniii),  I  say 
no  more.  These  arc  what  Edmund  Burke  would  call  *  grave 
and  reverend  authorities,'  and,  in  the  silence  of  Holy  Writ, 
may  go  as  historic  evidence  of  primitive  Christianity ;  but 
ifyou  press  me,  1  can  no  more  suow  cause  under  the  proper 
hand  and  seal  of  an  apostle  for  keeping  the  fast  on  these 
days,  than  I  can  for  keeping  the  Sabbath  on  Sunday. 

"  I  do  not  choose  to  notice  that  sort  of  criticism,  in  its 
dotage,  that  would  trace  the  custom  to  the  well-known 
avocation  of  the  early  discij)le8:  though  that  they  were 
fishermen  is  most  true,  and  that  even  after  they  had  been 
raised  to  the  apostolic  dignity,  they  relapsed  occasionally 
into  the  innocent  pursuit  of  their  primeval  calling,  still 
haunted  the  shores  of  the  accustomed  lake,  and  loved 
to  disturb  with  their  nets  the  crystal  surface  of  Genue- 
sareth. 

"  Lent  is  an  institution  which  shoidd  have  been  long  since 
rescued  from  the  cobwebs  of  theology,  and  restored  to  th(i 
domain  of  the  political  economist,  for  there  is  no  prospect 
of  arguing  the  matter  in  a  fair  spirit  among  conflicting 
divines ;  and,  of  all  things,  polemics  are  the  most  stale  and 
unprofitable.  Loaves  and  fishes  have,  in  all  ages  of  the 
church,  had  charms  for  us  of  the  cloth ;  yet  how  few  would 
confine  their  frugal  bill  of  fare  to  mere  loaves  and  fishes ! 
So  far  Lent  may  be  considered  a  stumbling-block.    But 
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here  I  dismiss  theology:  nor  shall  I  further  trespass  on 
your  patience  by  angliug  for  arguments  in  the  muddy  stream 
of  church  history,  as  it  rolls  its  troubled  waters  over  the 
middle  ages. 

"  Your  black-letter  acquirements,  I  doubt  not,  are  con- 
siderable; but  have  you  adverted  to  a  clause  in  Queen 
Elizabeth's  enactment  for  the  improvement  of  the  shipping 
interests  in  the  year  156^  You  will,  I  believe,  find  it  to 
run  thus :  '  ^ 

"  Anno  5o  Eliz.  cap,  v.  sect.  11 :— *  And  for  encrease  of 
provision  of  fisho  by  the  more  usual  eating  thereof,  bee  it 
further  enacted,  that  from  the  feast  of  St.  Mighell  th'arch- 
angell,  ano.  Dni.  fiftene  hundreth  threescore  foure,  every 
"Wedncsdaye  in  every  weeke  through  the  whole  yere  shal 
be  hereafter  observed  and  kepto  as  the  Saturdays  in  every 
weeke  be  or  ought  to  be ;  and  that  no  person  shal  eat  any 
fieshe  no  more  tfian  on  the  common  Saturdays. 

Sect,  12. — *  And  bee  it  further  enacted  by  th'auctoritee 
aforesaid,  for  the  commoditie  and  benifit  of  this  realme,  as 
well  to  growe  the  navie  as  in  sparing  and  encrease  of  fleshe 
victual,  that  from  and  after  the  feast  of  Pentecost  next 
coming,  yt  shall  not  be  lawful  for  any  i)'8on  to  eat  any  fleshe 
upon  any  days  now  usually  observed  as  fish- days;  and  that 
any  p'son  otlending  herein  shal  forfeite  three  powndes  lor 
every  tymc.' 

"  1  do  not  attach  so  much  importance  to  the  act  of  her 
royal  successor,  James  I.,  who  in  1G19  issued  a  proclama- 
tion, reminding  his  English  subjects  of  the  obligation  of 
keeping  l^eut ;  because  his  Majesty's  object  is  clearly  ascer- 
tained to  have  been  to  encourage  the  trafiic  of  his  country- 
men the  Scotch,  who  had  just  then  embarked  largely  in  tiie 
herring  trade,  and  for  whom  the  thrifty  Stuart  was  anxious 
to  secure  a  monopoly  in  the  British  markets. 

**  But  when,  in  1G27, 1  find  the  chivalrous  Charles  I.,  your 
martyred  king,  sending  forth  from  the  banqueting-rooin  of 
Whitehall  his  royal  decree  to  the  same  effect,  1  am  at  a  loss 
to  trace  his  motives.  It  is  known  that  Archbishop  Laud's 
advice  went  to  the  efiect  of  reinstating  many  customs  of 
Catholicity ;  but,  from  a  more  diligent  consideration  of  the 
subject,  I  am  more  inclined  to  think  that  the  king  wished 
rather,  by  this  display  of  austere  practices,  to  soothe  and 
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conciliate  tbe  Furitanical  portion  of  his  subjects,  whose 
religious  notions  were  supposed  (I  know  not  how  justly)  to 
have  a  tendency  to  self-aenial  and  the  mortification  of  the 
flesh.  Certain  it  is,  that  the  Calvinists  and  Boundheads 
were  greater  favourites  at  Billingsgate  than  the  high-church 
party ;  from  which  we  may  conclude  that  they  consumed 
more  fish.  A  fact  corroborated  by  the  contemporary  testi- 
mony of  Samuel  Butler,  who  says  that,  when  the  great 
struggle  commenced, 

'  Each  fisherwoman  locked  her  fish  up, 
And  trudged  abroad  to  cry,  No  Bishop  !* 

"  I  will  only  remark,  in  furtherance  of  my  own  views,  that 
the  king's  beef-eaters,  and  the  gormandising  Cavaliers  of 
that  period,  could  never  stand  in  fair  fight  against  the  aus- 
tere and  fasting  Cromwellians. 

"It  is  a  vulgar  error  of  your  countrymen  to  connect 
valour  with  roast  beef,  or  courage  with  plum-pudding. 
There  exists  no  such  association  ;  and  I  wonder  this  national 
mistake  has  not  been  duly  noticed  bv  Jeremy  Bentham  in 
his  *  Book  of  Fallacies.'  As  soon  might  it  be  presumed  that 
the  pot-bellied  Falstaff,  faring  on  venison  and  sack,  could 
overcome  in  prowess  Owen  Glendower,  who,  I  suppose,  fed 
on  leeks ;  or  that  the  lean  and  emaciated  Cassius  was  not  a 
better  soldier  than  a  well-known  sleek  and  greasy  rogue 
who  fled  from  the  battle  of  Philippi,  and,  as  he  himself 
unblushingly  tells  the  world,  left  his  buckler  behind  him : 
*  Relict d  non  bene  parmuUl,^ 

"  I  cannot  contain  my  bile  when  I  witness  the  mode  in 
which  the  lower  orders  in  your  country  abuse  the  French, 
for  whom  they  have  found  nothing  in  their  Anglo-Saxon 
vocabulary  so  expressive  of  contempt  as  the  term  'frog- 
cater.'  A  Frenchman  is  not  supposed  to  be  of  the  same 
flesh  and  blood  as  themselves ;  out,  like  the  water-snake 
described  in  the  G^eorgics— 

'  PifloibuB  stram, 
Improbut  ingluriem  ranisque  loquacibus  implet.' 

Hence  it  is  carefully  instilled  into  the  infant  mind  (when 
the  young  idea  is  taught  how  to  shoot),  that  you  won  the 
victories  of  Poitiers  and  Agincourt  mainly  by  the  superio- 
rity of  your  diet.    In  hewing  down  the  ranks  of  the  foeman, 
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much  of  the  English  army's  success  is  of  course  attributed 
to  the  dexterous  management  of  their  cross-bills,  but  con- 
siderablj  more  to  their  bill  of  fieu^.  If  I  could  reason  with 
such  simpletons,  I  would  refer  them  to  the  records  of  the 
commissariat  department  of  that  day,  and  open  to  their 
Tulear  gaze  the  folio  vii.  of  Bymer's  FfBdera^  where,  in  the 
twelfth  year  of  Edward  III.,  a.d.  1888,  at  page  1021,  they  \ 
would  find,  that  previous  to  the  victoiy  of  Cressy  there  were  ^ 
shipped  at  Portsmouth,  for  the  use  of  these  gaUiEuit  troops, 
fiftytons  of  Yarmouth  herrings.  Such  were  the  supphes 
"(iwther  unusuaT  now  in  the  contracts  at  Somerset  House) 
which  enabled  Edward  and  his  valiant  son  to  drive  the  hosts 
of  France  before  them,  and  roll  on  the  tide  of  war  till  the 
towers  of  Paris  yielded  to  the  mighty  torrent.  Aflker  a 
hasty  repast  on  such  simple  diet,  mi^ht  the  Block  Princo 
appropnately  address  his  girded  knignts  in  Shakespearian 
ptirosei 

'  Thus  far  into  tlio  bowels  of  the  land  k     '    '      '  ■  ^  * 

HsTO  "WO  marched  on  without  impediment.'      i^  '  s   . ' 

"  The  enemy  sorely  grudged  them  their  supplies.  For  it 
appears  by  the  chronicles  of  Euguerrnnd  de  MonBtrellet, 
tfie  contiiiuator  of  Froissart,  that  in  1429,  while  the  English 
were  besieging  Orleans,  the  Duke  of  Bedford  sent  from  his 
head-quarters,  Paris,  on  the  Ash  Wednesday  of  that  year, 
five  hundred  carts  laden  with  herrings,  for  the  use  of  the 
camp  during  I^ent,  when  a  party  of  irVench  noblemen,  viz. 
Xaintraillc,  Lahire,  De  la  Tour  de  Chavigiiy,  and  the  Cho- 
valiiT  de  Laiayettc  (ancestor  of  the  revolutionary  veteran), 
made  a  desperate  cflbrt  to  intercept  the  convoy.  But  the 
English  detachment,  under  whose  safeguard  \vas  this  pre- 
cious <lej)0i<it,  fought  »ro  arts  et  focis  in  its  defence,  and  tlio 
anaailanls  were  routed  with  the  Ioks  of  six  score  knights  and 
much  plebeian  slaughter,  l^ead  Bapin's  account  of  the 
allrav,  which  was  thence  called  ^lajovrnie  dcs  hareriys,^^ 

"  What  schoolboy  is  ignorant  of  the  fact,  that  at  the  eve 
i>f  the  battle  of  Hastings,  which  gave  to  your  Norman  an- 
I'CBtors  the  conquest  of  the  island,  the  conduct  of  the  Anglo- 
Britons  was  strongly  contrasted  with  that  of  the  invaders 
from  Eranoe;  for  while  in  Harold's  camp  the  besotted  na- 
tives spent  the  night  in  revelling  and  gluttony,  the  Korman 
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chivalry  gave  their  time  to  fasting  and  devotion. —  (Gold" 
smith,  A.D.  1066.) 

'^  It  has  not  escaped  the  penetrating  mind  of  the  sagacious 
Buffon,  in  his  views  of  man  and  man*s  propensities  (which, 
after  all,  are  the  proper  study  of  mankind),  that  a  predilec- 
tion for  light  food  and  spare  diet  has  always  been  the 
characteristic  of  the  Celtic  and  Eastern  races;  while  the 
Teutonic,  the  Sclavoniau,  and  Tartar  branches  of  the  human 
family  betray  an  aboriginal  craving  for  heavy  meat,  and  are 
gross  feeders.  In  many  countries  of  Europe  there  has  been 
a  slight  amalgamation  of  blood,  and  the  international  pedi- 
gree in  parts  of  the  Continent  has  become  perplexed  and 
doubtful :  but  the  most  obtuse  observer  can  see  that  the 
phlegmatic  habits  of  the  Prussians  and  Dutch  argue  a  dif- 
ferent genealogical  origin  from  that  which  produced  the 
lively  disposition  of  the  tribes  of  southern  Europe.  The 
best  specimens  extant  of  the  genuine  Celt  are  the  Greeks, 
the  Arabians,  and  the  Irish,  all  of  whom  are  temperate  in 
their  food.  Among  European  denominations,  in  proportion 
as  the  Celtic  infusion  predominates,  so  in  a  corresponding 
ratio  is  the  national  character  for  abstemiousness.  Nor 
would  I  thus  dwell  on  an  otherwise  iminteresting  specula- 
tion, were  I  not  about  to  draw  a  corollary,  and  shew  how 
these  secret  influences  became  apparent  at  what  is  called 
the  great  epoch  of  the  Eeformation.  The  latent  tendency 
to  escape  from  fasting  observances  became  then  revealea, 
and  what  had  lain  dormant  for  ages  was  at  once  developed. 
The  Tartar  and  Sclavonic  breed  of  men  flung  off*  the  yoke 
of  llome ;  while  the  Celtic  races  remained  faithful  to  the 
successor  of  the  *  Fisherman,'  and  kept  Lent. 

"  The  Hollanders,  the  Swedes,  the  Saxons,  the  Prussians, 
and  in  Germany  those  circles  in  which  the  Gothic  blood 
ran  heaviest  and  most  stagnant,  hailed  Luther  as  a  deliverer 
from  salt  fish.  The  fatted  calf  was  killed,  bumpers  of 
ale  went  round,  and  Popery  went  to  the  dogs.  Half  Europe 
followed  the  impetus  given  to  free  opinions,  and  the  con- 
genial impulse  of  the  gastric  juice;  joining  in  reform, 
not  because  they  loved  Rome  less,  but  because  they  lovetl 
substantial  fare  more.  Meantime  neighbours  differecf.  The 
Dutchi  dull  and  opaque  as  their  own  Zuidersee,  growled  de- 
fiance at  the  Vatican  when  their  food  was  to  be  controlled ; 
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tlic  Belgians,  being  a  shade  nearer  to  the  Celtic  family, 
submitted  to  the  fast.  While  Hamburg  clung  to  its  beefy 
and  Westphalia  preserved  her  hams,  Munich  and  Bavaria 
adhered  to  the  Pope  and  to  sour-crout  with  desperate 
fidelity.  Ajs  to  the  Cossacks,  and  all  that  set  of  northern 
marauders,  they  never  kept  Lent  at  any  time ;  and  it  would 
be  arrant  folly  to  expect  that  the  horsemen  of  the  river 
Don,  and  the  Esquimaux  of  the  polar  latitudes,  would  think 
of  restricting  their  ravenous  propensities  in  a  Christian 
fashion ;  the  very  system  of  cookery  adopted  by  these 
terrible  hordes  would,  I  fear,  have  given  Dr.  Kitchiner  a  fit 
of  cholera.  The  apparatus  is  graphically  described  by 
Samuel  Butler :  I  wul  indulge  you  with  part  of  the  quo- 
tation : 

*  For  like  their  countrymen  the  Huns, 

They  stew  their  meat  under  f 

•  •  •  •  " 

All  day  on  horses'  backs  they  straddle,      ;^ 
Then  every  man  eats  up  his  saddle  !*  j 

A  strange  process,  no  doubt :  but  not  without  some  sort  of 
precedent  m  classic  records ;  for  the  Latin  poet  introduces 
young  lulus  at  a  picnic,  in  the  -^neid,  exclaiming — 

*  Ileus !  etiam  mensas  consumlmus.* 

"  In  England,  as  the  inhabitants  are  of  a  mixed  descent, 
and  as  there  has  ever  been  a  disrelish  for  any  alteration  in  the 
habits  and  fireside  traditions  of  the  country,  the  fish -days 
were  remembered  long  after  every  Popish  observance  had 
become  obsolete ;  and  it  was  not  until  1G68  that  butchers' 
meat  finally  established  its  ascendency  in  Lent,  at  the 
arrival  of  the  Dutchman.  We  have  seen  the  exertions  oi' 
the  Tudor  dynasty  under  Elizabeth,  ^nd  of  the  house  ot* 
Stuart  under  James  I.  and  Charles  I.,  to  keep  up  those 
fasts,  which  had  flourished  in  the  days  of  the  Plantagenets, 
which  the  Heptarchy  had  revered,  which  Alfred  and  Canute 
had  scrupulously  observed,  and  which  had  come  down  posi- 
tively recommended  by  the  Venerable  Eede.  William  111. 
gave  a  death-blow  to  Lent.  Until  then  it  had  lingered 
among  the  threadbare  curates  of  the  country,  extrema  jjcr 

t  Iludibras,  Canto  ii.  1.  275. 
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illos  exeedens  terris  vestigia  fecit,  having  been  long  before 
exiled  from  the  gastronomic  hall  of  both  Universities.  But 
its  extinction  was  complete.  Its  ghost  might  still  remain, 
flitting  through  the  land,  without  corporeal  or  ostensible 
form ;  and  it  vanished  totally  with  the  fated  star  of  the 
Pretender.  It  was  William  who  conferred  the  honour  of 
knighthood  on  the  loin  of  beef;  and  such  was  the  progress 
of  disaffection  under  Queen  Anne,  that  the  folks,  to  mani- 
fest their  disregard  for  the  Pope,  agreed  that  a  certain  ex- 
tremity of  the  goose  should  be  denominated  his  nose ! 

"The  indomitable  spirit  of  the  Celtic  Irish  preserved 
Lent  in  this  country  unimpaired ;  an  event  of  sucn  import- 
ance to  England,  that  I  shall  dwell  on  it  by  and  by  more 
fully.  The  Spaniards  and  Portuguese,  although  Gothic  and 
Saracen  blood  has  commingled  in  the  pure  current  of  their 
Phoenician  pedigree,  clung  to  Lent  with  characteristic 
tenacity.  The  Gallic  race,  even  in  the  days  of  Casar,  were 
remarkably  temperate,  and  are  so  to  the  present  day.  The 
French  very  justly  abhor  the  gross,  carcase-eating  propen- 
sities of  John  Bull.  But  as  to  the  keeping  of  Lent,  in  an 
ecclesiastical  point  of  view,  I  cannot  take  on  myself  to 
vouch,  since  the  ruffianly  revolution,  for  their  orthodoxy  in 
that  or  any  other  religious  matters.  They  are  sadly  deficient 
tliercin,  though  still  delicate  and  refined  in  their  cookery, 
like  one  of  their  own  artistes,  whoso  epitaph  is  in  Pdre  la 
Chaise — 

'  Ci  git  qui  d6s  TAge  le  plus  tcndro 

luYcnta  la  hattce  Bobert ; 
Mais  jamais  il  ne  put  apprcndro 
Is  i  son  credo  ni  son  pater. ^ 

"  It  was  not  so  of  old,  when  the  pious  monarchs  of  France 
dined  publicly  in  Passion  week  on  fasting  fare,  in  order  to 
recommend  by  their  example  the  use  of  fish — when  the 
heir-apparent  to  the  crown  deliglited  to  be  called  a  dolphin 
— and  when  one  of  your  own  kings,  being  on  a  visit  to 
France,  got  so  fond  of  their  lamprey  patties,  that  he  died  of 
indigestion  on  his  return. 

"  Antiquity  has  left  us  no  document  to  prove  that  the 
early  Spartans  kept  certain  days  of  abstinence  ;  but  their 
black  broth,  of  wliich   the  ingredients   have   puzzled  the 
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learned,  must  have  been  a  fitting  substitute  for  the  soupe 
maigre  of  our  Lent,  since  it  required  a  hard  run  on  tne 
bai]^s  of  the  Eurotas  to  make  it  somewhat  palatable.  At 
all  events,  their  great  lawgiver  was  an  eminent  ascetic,  and 
n])plied  himself  much  to  restrict  the  diet  of  his  hardy  coun- 
trymen ;  and  if  it  is  certain  that  there  existed  a  mystic 
bond  of  union  among  the  300  Lacedemonians  who  stood  in 
the  gap  of  ThermopylsD,  it  assuredly  was  not  a  beef-steak 
club  or  which  Leomdas  was  president. 

"The  Athenians  were  too  cultivated  a  people  not  to 
appreciate  the  value  of  periodical  days  of  self-denial  and 
abstemiousness.  Accordingly,  on  the  eve  of  certain  fes- 
tivals, they  fed  exclusively  on  figs  and  the  honey  of  Mount 
Hymettus.  Plutarch  expressly  tells  us  that  a  solemn  fast 
preceded  the  celebration  of  the  Thermophoria  ;  thence 
termed  vn^ua.  In  looking  over  the  works  of  the  great 
geographer  Strabo  (lib.  xiv.),  I  find  sufficient  evidence  of 
tlie  respect  paid  to  fish  by  the  inhabitants  of  a  distinguished 
Greek  city,  in  which  that  erudite  author  says  the  arrival  of 
the  fishing-smacks  in  the  harbour  was  announced  joyfully 
by  sounding  the  "  tocsin ;"  and  that  the  musicians  in  the 
public  piazza  were  left  abruptly  by  the  crowd,  whenever  the 
bell  tolled  for  the  sale  of  the  herrings :  xt^a^tahu  i^tduxw/^ivoit 
TiUi  f^iv  ax^oa(^ai  ^avrag*  ug  be  o  xuBuv  o  xara  rriv  o-\)/o^wX/av 
s-\)/o^92(r£  xaraXt^ovTis  aicikhty  £cr/  to  o-\)/ov.  A  custom  to  which 
Plutarch  also  refers  in  his  Symposium  of  Plato,  lib.  iv.  cap. 
4.  TO\)i  'jTi^t  i^duoTTuXtav  avadidowas  xat  tom  x(tihmoi  o^€ug 
axouovrag. 

"  That  practices  similar  to  our  Lent  existed  among  the 
Romans,  may  be  gathered  from  various  sources.  In  Ovid's 
Fasti  (notwithstanding  the  title)  I  find  nothing ;  but  from 
the  reliques  of  old  sacerdotal  memorials  collected  by 
Stephano  Morcelli,  it  appears  that  Numa  fitted  himself  by 
fiiating  for  an  interview  with  the  mysterious  inmate  of 
Egeria*8  grotto.  Livj'  tells  us  that  the  decemvirs,  on 
the  occurrence  of  certain  prodigies,  were  instructed  by  a 
vote  of  the  senate  to  consult  the  Sibylline  books;  and 
the  result  was  the  establishment  of  a  fast  in  honour  of 
Ceres,  to  be  observed  perpetually  every  five  years.  It  is 
hard  to  tell  whether  Horace    is    in   joke   or  in  earnest 

*  Sco  Translaliou  in  3}ohn*8  Strabo,  Vol.  iii.  p.  37. 
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when  he  introdacea  a  vow  rektive  to  these  days  of 
penance^ 

'FrigidA  si  puerum  quartanft  reliquorit  iUo 
Man^  die  quo  tu  indicit  jejtinia  nudus 
In  T^beri  stabit  !*     Serm,  lib.  ii.  sat.  8.  y.  290. 

But  we  are  left  in  the  dark  as  to  whether  thej  observed  their 
fasts  by  restricting  themselves  to  lentils  and  vegetable  diet, 
or  whether  fish  was  allowed.     On  this  interesting  point 

^  we  find  nothing  in  the  laws  of  the  twelve  -tables.  However, 
a  marked  preduection  for  herbs,  and  such  frugal  fiu?e,  was 
distinctive  of  the  old  Eomans,  as  the  very  names  of  the 
principal  families  sufficiently  indicate.  The  Eabii,  for  in- 
stance, were  so  called  from  faba,  a  bean,  on  which  simple 
aliment  that  indefktigable  race  of  heroes  subsisted  for  many 
generations.    The  noble  line  of  the  Lentuli  derive  their 

^  patronymic  firom  a  favourite  kind  of  lentil,  to  which  they 
were  partial,  and  from  which  Lent  itself  is  so  called.  The 
aristocratic  Pisoes  were  similarly  circumstanced ;  for  their 
family  appellation  will  be  found  to  signify  a  kind  of  vetches. 
Scipio  was  titled  from  cepe,  an  onion  ;^  and  we  may^  trace 
the  surname  and  hereditary  honours  of  the  great  Boman 
orator  to  the  same  horticultural  source,  for  cieer  in  Latin 
means  a  sort  of  pea ;  and  so  on  through  the  whole  nomen- 
clature. 

"  Hence  the  Soman  satirist,  ever  alive  to  the  follies  of  his 
age,  can  find  nothing  more  ludicrous  than  the  notion  of  the 
^lyptians,  who  entertained  a  religious  repugnance  to  vege- 
table fare : 

*Forrhm  et  oepe  nefiis  violare  et  frangcre  monti, 
O  sanctas  gentcs !'  Jmr.  Sat.  16. 

And  as  to  fish,  the  fondness  of  the  people  of  his  day  for  such 
food  can  be  demonstrated  from  his  fourth  satire,  where  he 
dwells  triumphantly  on  the  capture  of  a  splendid  tunny  in 
the  waters  ot  the  Adriatic,  ana  describes  the  assembling  of 
a  cabinet  council  in  the  "Downing  Street'*  of  Home  to 
determine  how  it  should  be  properly  cooked.  It  must  be 
admitted  that,  since  the  Whigs  came  to  office,  although  they 

*  Here  Front  is  in  error.  Scipio  means  a  **  walking-stick,"  and  com- 
memorates the  filial  piehr  of  one  of  the  gent  Cornelia^  who  went  about 
oonstaiitly  supporting  his  tottering  aged  father.— O.  Y. 
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have  had  many  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish  to  deliberate  upon,  they 
have  shown  nothing  half  so  dignified  or  rational  in  their 
decisions  as  the  imperial  privy  council  of  Domitian. 

''  The  magnificence  displayed  by  the  masters  of  the  world 
in  getting  up  fish-ponds  is  a  fact  which  every  schoolboy  has 
learnt,  as  well  as  that  occasionally  the  muranoB  were  treated  to 
the  luxury  of  a  slave  or  two,  flung  in  alive  for  their  nutri- 
ment. The  celebrity  which  the  maritime  viUas  of  Baise  ob- 
tained for  that  fashionable  watering-place,  is  a  further  argu- 
ment in  point ;  and  we  know  that  when  the  reprobate  Yerres 
was  driven  into  exile  by  the  brilliant  declamation  of  Cicero, 
he  consoled  himself  at  Marseilles  over  a  local  dish  ofJnffuilles 
d  la  Marseillaise, 

"  Simplicity  and  good  taste  in  diet  gradually  declining  in 
the  Boman  empire,  the  gi^ntic  frame  of  the  colossus  itself 
soon  hastened  to  decay.  It  burst  of  its  own  plethory.  The 
example  of  the  degenerate  court  had  pervaded  the  provinces ; 
and  soon  the  whole  bodv  politic  reeled,  as  after  a  surfeit  of 
debauchery.  Vitellius  liad  gormandised  with  vulgar  glut- 
tony ;  the  Emperor  Maximinus  was  a  living  sepulchre,  where 
whole  hecatombs  of  butchers'  meat  were  daily  entombed  ;* 
and  no  modem  keeper  of  a  table  d*h6te  could  stand  a  suc- 
cession of  such  guests  as  Ileliogabalus.  Gibbon,  whose 
penetrating  eye  nothing  has  escaped  in  the  causes  of  the 
Decline  and  Fall,  notices  this  vile  propensity  to  overfeeding ; 
and  shows  that,  to  reconstruct  the  mighty  system  of 
dominion  established  by  the  rugged  republicans  (the  Pabii, 
the  Lentuli,  and  the  Pisoes),  nothing  but  a  bond  fide  return 
to  simple  fare  and  homely  pottage  could  be  effectual.  The 
hint  was  duly  acted  on.  Tne  Popes,  frugal  and  abstemious, 
ascended  the  vacant  throne  of  the  Ca?sars,  and  ordered  Lent 
to  be  observed  throughout  the  eastern  arid  western  world. 

"  The  theory  of  fasting,  and  its  practical  application,  did 
wonders  in  that  emergency.  It  renovated  the  rotten  con- 
stitution of  Europe — it  tamed  the  hungry  hordes  of  despe- 
rate savages  that  rushed  down  with  a  war-whoop  on  the 
prostrate  ruins  of  the  empire — it  taught  them  self-control, 
and  gave  them  a  masterdom  over  their  barbarous  propensi- 
ties ; — it  did  more,  it  originated  civilisation  and  commerce. 

*  It  is  said  that  in  a  single  day  ho  could  devour  forty  pounds  of  meat 
ftnd  drink  an  amphora  of  wine. 

c2 
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"  A  few  stmggling  fishermeii  built  huts  on  tbe  flats  of  the 
Adriatic,  for  tbe  convenience  of  resorting  thither  in  Lent, 
to  procure  their  annual  supply  of  fish.  The  demand  for  that 
article  became  so  brisk  and  so  extensive  through  the  vast 
dominions  of  the  Lombards  in  northern  Italy,  that  from  a 
temporary  establishment  it  became  a  permanent  colony  in 
the  lagunes.  Working  like  the  coral  insect  under  the  seas, 
with  the  same  unconsciousness  of  the  mighty  result  of  their 
labours,  these  industrious  men  for  a  century  kept  on  en- 
larging their  nest  upon  the  waters,  till  their  enterprize  be- 
came ftilly  developed,  and 

*  Yenico  sat  in  state,  throned  on  a  hundred  isles.* 

"  The  fasting  necessities  of  France  and  Spain  were  minis- 

/    tered  to  by  the  rising  republic  of  Genoa,  whose  origin  I 

/^    I    deliglit  to  trace  from  a  small  fishing  town  to  a  mighty  em- 

I      '.    porium  of  commerce,  fit  cradle  to  rock  (in  the  infant  Co- 

I  lunibus)  the  destinies  of  a  new  world.     Few  of  us  have 

turned  our  attention  to  the  fact,  that  our  favourite  fish,  the 

\        John  Dory,   derives  its  name  from  the  Genoese  admiral, 

Dorii^  whose  seamanship  beat  thrived  on  meagre  diet.     Of 

,^       Anne  Chovy,  who  has  given  her  name  to  another  fish  found 

in  the  Sardinian  waters,  no  record  remains ;  but  she  was 

doubtless  a  heroine.     Indeed,  to  revert  to  the  humble  her- 

.    ring  before  you,  its  etymology  slicws  it  to  be  well  adapted 

for  warlike  stomachs,  heer  (its  German  root)  signifying  an 

army.     In  England,  is  not  a  soldier  synonymous  with  a 

lobster?  .  '^     • 

**In  the  progress  of  maritime  industry  along  the  shores  of 
soiiUiern,  and  subsequently  of  northern  Europe,  we  find  a 
love  for  freedom  to  grow  up  with  a  fondness  for  fish.  Entrr- 
I       prise  and  liberty  flourished  among  the  islands  of  the  Archi- 
h      pelago.    And  when  Naples  was  to  be  rescued  from  thrahlom,' 
'^      it  was  the  hardy  race  of  watermen  who  j)Iied  in  lier  bt?au-  ; 
teous  bay, that  rose  at  Freedom^s  call  to  effect  lier  deliveranrc,  j 
when  she  basked  for  one  short  hour  in  its  full  sunshine  under  J 
the  gallant  Masaniello.  [ 

"  As  to  the  commercial  grandeur,  of  whicli  a  constant  ' 
demand  for  fish  was  the  creating  principle,  to  illustrate  its 
importance,  I  need  only  refer  to  a  remarkable  expression  of 
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that  deep  politician,  and  exceedingly  clever  economist, 
Charles  v.,  when,  on  a  progress  through  a  part  of  his  do- 
minions, on  which  the  sun  at  that  period  never  went  down, 
he  happened  to  pass  through  Amsterdam,  in  company  with 
the  Queen  of  Hungary :  on  that  occasion,  being  compli- 
mented in  the  usual  form  by  the  burgomasters  of  his  faith- 
I  ful  city,  he  asked  to  see  the  mausoleum  of  John  Bachalen, 
Y  -  the  famous  herring-barreler ;  but  when  told  that  his  grave, 
simple  and  unadorned,  lay  in  his  native  island  in  the  Zuyder- 
see,  *  What !'  cried  the  illustrious  visitor,  *  is  it  thus  that  my 
people  of  the  Netherlands  shew  their  gratitude  to  so  great 
a  man  ?  Know  yo  not  that  the  foundations  of  Amsterdam 
are  laid  on  herring-bones  ?'  Their  majesties  went  on  a  pil- 
grimage to  his  tomb,  as  is  related  by  Sir  Hugh  Willougnby 
in  his  '  Historie  of  Fishes.' 

"  It  would  be  of  immense  advantage  to  these  countries 
were  we  to  return  unanimously  to  the  ancient  practice,  and 
restore  to  the  full  extent  of  their  wise  policy  the  laws  of 
Elizabeth.  The  revival  of  Lent  is  the  sole  remedy  for  the 
national  complaints  on  the  decline  of  the  shipping  interest, 
the  sole  way  to  meet  the  outcry  about  corn-laws.  Instead 
of  Mr.  Attwood's  project  for  a  change  of  currency,  Mr. 
Wilmot  Horton's  panacea  of  emigration,  and  Miss  Marti - 
noau*s  preventive  check,  re-enact  Lent.  But  mark,  I  do 
not  go  so  far  as  to  say  that  by  this  means  all  and  every- 
thing desirable  can  be  accomplished,  nor  do  I  undertake  by 
it  to  pay  off  the  national  debt — though  the  Lords  of  the 
Treasury  might  learn  that,  when  the  disciples  were  at  a  loss 
to  meet  the  demand   of  tax-collectors  in  their  day,  they 

;         caught  a  fish,  and  found  in  its  gills  sufficient  to  satisfy  the 

y        revenue.     {St,  Matthew y  chap,  xvii.) 

"  Of  all  the  varied  resources  of  this  great  empire,  tlie 
most  important,  in  a  national  point  of  view,  has  long  been 
the  portion  of  capital  afloat  in  the  merchantmen,  and 
the  strength  invested  in  the  navy  of  Great  Britain.  True, 
the  British  thunder  has  too  long  slept  under  a  sailor-king, 
and  under  so  many  galling  national  insults ;  and  it  were 
full  time  to  say  that  it  shall  no  longer  sleep  on  in  the 
grave  where  Sir  James  Graham  has  laid  it.  But  my  con- 
cem  is  principally  for  the  alarming  depression  of  our  mer- 
chants' property  in  vessels,  repeatedly  proved  in  evidence 
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before  your  House  of  GommonB.  Foulett  Thomson  is  right 
to  call  attention  to  the  cries  of  the  shipowners,  and  to  that 
dismal  howling  from  the  harbours,  described  by  the  prophet 
as  the  forerunner  of  the  fall  of  Babylon. 

"  The  best  remedial  measure  would  be  a  resumption  of 
fish-diet  during  a  portion  of  the  year.  Talk  not  of  a  resump- 
tion of  cash  payments,  of  opening  the  trade  to  China,  or  of 
finding  a  north-west  passage  to  national  prosperity.  Talk 
not  of  *  calling  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep,'  when  you  neg- 
lect to  elicit  food  and  employment  for  thousands  from  its 
exuberant  bosom.  Visionary  projectors  are  never  without 
some  complex  system  of  beneficial  inaprovement ;  but  I 
would  say  of  them,  in  the  words  of  an  Irish  gentleman  who 
has  lately  travelled  in  search  of  religion, 

'  They  may  talk  of  tlio  noctar  that  sparkled  for  Helen— 
Theirs  is  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality.* 

Melodiet. 

Demand  would  create  supply.  Flotillas  would  issue  from 
every  sea-port  in  the  spring,  and  ransack  the  treasures  of 
the  ocean  for  the  periodical  market :  and  the  wooden  walls 
of  Old  England,  instead  of  crumbling  into  so  much  rotten 
timber,  would  be  converted  into  so  many  huge  wooden 
spoons  to  feed  the  population. 

"  It  has  been  sweetly  sung,  as  well  as  wisely  said,  by  a 
genuine  English  writer,  that 

'  Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene 

The  dark,  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear.' 

To  these  undiscovered  riches  Lent  would  point  the  national 
eye,  and  direct  the  national  energies.  Very  absurd  would 
then  appear  the  forebodings  of  the  croakers,  who  with  some 
plausibility  now  predict  the  approach  of  national  bankruptcy 
and  famine.  Time  enough  to  think  of  that  remote  contin- 
gency when  the  sea  shall  be  exhausted  of  its  live  bullion, 
and  the  abyss  shall  cry  *  Hold,  enough !'  Time  enough  to 
fear  a  general  stoppage,  when  the  run  on  the  Dogger  %ank 
shall  hAve  producea  a  failure — when  the  shoals  of  the  teem- 
ing north  shall  have  refused  to  meet  their  engagements  in 
the  sunny  waters  of  the  south,  and  the  drafts  of  the  net 
shall  have  been  dishonoured. 
**  I  admire  Edmund  Burke ;  who  in  his  speech  on  Ameri- 
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can  conciliation,  has  an  argumentum  piscatorium  quite  to  my      a 
fancy.    J!olfe  !  lege  !^ 

"  *  As  to  the  wealth  which  these  colonies  have  derived.- 
from  the  sea  by  their  fisheries,  you  had  all  that  matter  fully  J 
opened  at  your  bar.  You  surely  thought  these  acquisitions/ 
of  value;  for  they  even  seemed  to  excite  your  envy.  And\ 
yet  the  spirit  with  which  that  enterprising  employment  has  ! 
.  Deen  exercised  ought  rather,  in  my  opinion,  to  have  raised » 
your  esteem  and  admiration.  And  pray,  sir,  what  in  the  \ 
world  is  equal  to  it  P  Look  at  the  manner  in  which  the 
people  of  New  England  have  carried  on  their  fishery. 
While  we  follow  them  among  the  tumbling  mountains  of 
ice,  penetrating  into  the  deepest  recesses  of  Hudson's  { 
Day;  while  we  are  looking  for  them  beneath  the  arctic 
circle,  we  hear  that  they  have  pierced  into  the  opposite  \ 
region  of  polar  cold, — ^that  they  are  at  the  antipodes,  and  ' 
engaged  under  the  frozen  serpent  of  the  south.  Falkland  ', 
Island,  which  seemed  too  remote  and  romantic  an  object  for 
the  grasp  of  national  ambition,  is  but  a  stage  and  resting 
place  in  the  progress  of  their  victorious  industry.  Nor  is  ' 
tbe  equinoctial  heat  more  discouraging  to  them  than  the 
nccumulated  winter  of  both  the  poles.  We  know,  that 
Avliile  some  of  them  draw  the  line  and  strike  the  harpoon 
on  the  coast  of  Africa,  others  run  the  longitude,  and  pursue 
1  heir  gigantic  game  along  the  shores  of  Brazil :  no  sea  that 
is  not  vexed  by  their  fisheries,  no  climate  that  is  not  witness 
to  their  toils  T 

"  Such  glorious  imaginings  and  beatific  dreams  would  (I 
speak  advisedly)  be  realised  in  these  countries  by  Lent's 
magic  spell ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  our  patriot  King, 
tlie  patron  of  so  many  very  questionable  reforms,  will  see 
the  propriety  of  restoring  the  laws  of  Elizabeth  in  this  mat- 
ter. Stanislaus,  the  late  pious  king  of  Lorraine,  so  endeared 
himself  to  his  subjects  in  general,  and  market-gardeners  in 
particular,  by  his  sumptuary  regulations  respecting  vege- 
table diet  in  Lent,  that  in  the  hortus  siccus  of  Nancy  his 
ptatue  has  been  placed,  with  an  appropriate  inscription : — 

*  Vitalcs  inter  succob  hcrbasquo  salubrcs, 
Qu2Lm  benb  stat  populi  yita  salueque  sui !' 

'^  A  similar  compliment  would  await  his  present  Majesty 


/■s 


/    h(  t     ,\:.    / 


/    ' 
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William  IV.  from  the  shipowners  and  the  *  worshipful 
Fishmongers'  Company,'  if  he  should  adopt  the  suggestion 
thrown  out  here.  He  would  figure  colossally  in  Trafalgar 
Square,  pointing  with  his  trident  to  Hungerford  Market. 
The  three-pronged  instrument  in  his  hand  would  be  a  most 
appropriate  emblem  (much  more  so  than  on  the  pinnacle  of 
Buckingham  Palace),  since  it  would  signify  equally  well  the 
fork  with  which  he  fed  his  people,  and  the  sceptre  with 
which  he  ruled  the  world. 

•*" I'Le  trident  de  Neptune  est  le  aceptre  da  xnondeTj ^^ 

"  Then  would  be  solved  the  grand  problem  of  the  Corn-law 
question.  Hitherto  my  Lord  Eitzwiiliam  has  taken  nothing 
by  his  motions.  But  were  Lent  proclaimed  at  Charing 
Cfross  and  Temple  Bar,  and  through  the  market  towns  of 
England,  a  speedy  fall  in  the  price  of  grazing  stock,  though 
it  might  a£Sict  Lord  Althorp,  would  eventually  harmonise 
the  jarring  interests  of  agriculture  and  manufacturing  in- 
dustry. The  superabundant  population  of  the  farming  dis- 
tricts would  crowd  to  the  coast,  and  find  employment  in  the 
fisheries;  while  Devonshire  House  would  repudiate  for  a 
time  the  huge  sirloin,  and  receiving  as  a  substitute  the  pon- 
derous turbot,  Spitalfields  would  exhibit  on  her  frugal  board 
salt  ling  fiankea  with  potatoes.  A  salutary  taste  for  fish 
would  be  created  in  the  inmost  recesses  of  the  island,  an 
epoch  most  beneficial  to  the  country  would  take  date  from 
that  enactment. 

<  Omne  quom  Proteus  pecus  egit  altos 
Yisere  montes.* 

Nor  need  the  landlords  take  alarm.  People  would  not 
plough  the  ground  less  because  they  might  plough  the  deep 
more ;  and  while  smiling  Ceres  would  still  wuk  throu*;;!! 
our  isle  with  her  horn  of  plenty,  Thetis  would  follow  in  her 
train  with  a  rival  cornucopia. 

"  Mark  the  effects  of  this  observance  in  Lreland,  where 
it  continues  in  its  primitive  austerity,  undiminished,  un- 
shorn of  its  beams.  The  Irish  may  be  wrong,  but  the  con- 
sequences to  Protestant  England  are  immense.  To  Lent 
Sou  owe  the  connexion  of  the  two  islands ;  it  is  the  golden 
nk  that  binds  the  two  kingdoms  together.    Abolish  fasting, 
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and  from  that  evil  hour  no  beef  or  pork  would  be  suffered 
by  the  wild  natives  to  go  over  to  your  English  markets ;  and 
the  export  of  provisions  would  be  discontinued  by  a  people 
that  had  unlearned  the  lessons  of  starvation.  Adieu  to 
shipments  of  live  stock  and  consignments  of  bacon !  Were 
there  not  some  potent  mysterious  spell  over  this  country, 
think  vou  we  should  allow  the  fat  of  the  land  to  be  ever- 
lastingly abstracted  ?  Let  us  learn  that  there  is  no  virtue 
in  Lent,  and  repeal  is  triumphant  to-morrow.  We  are  in 
truth  a  most  abstemious  race.  Hence  our  ^at  superiority 
over  our  Protestant  fellow-countrymen  in  the  jury-Dox.  It 
having  been  found  that  they  could  never  hold  out  against 
hunger  as  we  can,  when  locked  up,  and  that  the  verdict  was 
gjenerally  carried  by  popish  obstinacy,  former  administra- 
tions discountenanced  our  admission  to  serve  on  juries  at 
all.  By  an  oversight  of  Sergeant  Lefroy,  all  this  has  escaped 
the  framers  of  the  new  jury  bill  for  Ireland. 

/"To  return  to  the  Irish  exports.     The  principal  item  is 
.   that  of  pi^s.     The  hog  is  as  essential  an  inmate  of  the  Irish 
■    cabin  as  the  Arab  steed  of  the  shepherd's  tent  on  the  plains 
of  Mesopotamia.     Both  are  looked  on  as  part  of  the  house- 
-  hold;  and  the  affectionate  manner  in  which  these  dumb 
.  friends  of  the  family  are  treated,  here  as  well  as  there,  is  a 
,  trait  of  national  resemblance,  denoting  a  common  origin. 
Wo  are  quite  oriental  in  most  of  our  peculiarities.     Tlio 
[  learned  Vallancey  will  have  it,  that  our  consanguinity  isi 
with  the  Jews.     I  might  elucidate  the  colonel's  discovery, 
.  by  shewing  how  the  pig  in  Ireland  plays  the  part  of  the 
scape-goat  of  the  Israelites :  he  is  a  sacred  thing,  gets  the 
run  of  the  kitchen,  is  rarely  molested,  never  killed,  but  alivo 
and  buoyant  leaves  the  cabin  when  taken  off  by  the  land- 
lord's driver  for  arrears  of  rent,  and  is  then  shipped  clc:in 
out  of  the  country,  to  be  heard  of  no  more.     Indeed,  the 
pigs  of  Ireland  bear  this  notable  resemblance  to  their  cou- 
nins  of  Judea,  that  nothing  can  keep  them  from  the  sea, — 
a  tendency  which  strikes  all  travellers  in  the  interior  of  the 
island  whenever  they  meet  our  droves  of  swine  precipitating 
themselves  towards  the  outports  for  shipment. 

"To  ordinary  observers  this  forbearance  of  the  most  ill-fed 
people  on  the  face  of  the  globe  towards  their  pigs  would 
appear  inexplicable;  .and  if  you  have  read  the  legend  of 
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Saint  Anthony  and  his  pig,  you  will  understand  the  value  of 

their  resistance  to  temptation.    . '         "^^^ 

f  "  They  have  a  great  resource  in  the  potato.  This  capital 
.  esculent  grows  nowhere  in  such  perfection,  not  even  in 
America,  where  it  is  indigenous.  Eut  it  has  often  struck 
me  that  a  great  national  delinquency  has  occurred  in  the 
sad  neglect  of  people  in  this  country  towards  the  memory  of ; 
the  great  and  good  man  who  conferred  on  us  so  valuahle  a 
boon,  on  his  return  from  the  expedition  to  Virginia.  To 
Sir  Walter  Baleigh  no  monument  has  yet  been  erected,  and 
nothing  has  been  done  to  repair  the  injustice  of  his  contem- 
poraries. His  head  has  rolled  from  the  scaffold  on  Tower 
Hill ;  and  though  he  has  fed  with  his  discovery  more  fami- 
lies, and  given  a  greater  impulse  to  population,  than  any 
other  benefactor  of  mankind,  no  testimonial  exists  to  com- 
memorate his  benefaction.  Nelson  has  a  pillar  in  Dublin  :— 
in  the  city  of  Limerick  a  whole  column  has  been  devoted  to 
Spring  Eice ! !  and  the  mighty  genius  of  Baleigh  is  forgotten. 
I  have  seen  some  animals  feed  under  the  majestic  oak  on 
the  acorns  that  fell  from  its  spreading  branches  {glande 
sues  lati),  without  once  looking  up  to  the  parent  tree  that 
showered  down  blessings  on  their  ungrateful  heads." 

Here  endeth  the  "  Apology,"  and  so  abruptly  terminate 
my  notes  of  Front's  Lenten  vindicia.  But,  alas !  still  more 
abrupt  was  the  death  of  this  respectable  divine,  which  oc- 
curred last  month,  on  Shrove  Tuesday.  There  was  a  peculiar 
iitness  in  the  manner  of  Anacreon's  exit  from  this  life ;  but 
not  so  in  the  melancholv  termination  of  Front's  abstemious 
career,  an  account  of  wnich  is  conveyed  to  me  in  a  long  and 
pathetic  letter  from  my  agent  in  Ireland.  It  was  well 
known  that  he  disliked  revebr  on  all  occasions ;  but  if  there 
was  a  si)ecies  of  gormandisine  which  he  more  especially 
abhorred,  it  was  that  practised  in  the  parish  on  pancake- 
night,  which  he  frequently  endeavoured  to  discountenance 
and  put  down,  but  unsuccessfully.  Ofb  did  he  tell  his  rude 
auditors  (for  he  was  a  profound  Hellenist)  that  such  orgies 
had  originated  with  the  heathen  Greeks,  and  had  been  even 
among  them  the  source  of  many  evils,  as  the  very  name 
shewed,  Tay  xaxoy  1  So  it  would  appear,  by  Front's  etymo- 
logy of  the  pancake,  that  in  the  JBngliBh  language  there 
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are  many  terms  which  aoflwer  the  description  of  Horace, 
and 

'  QnBco  fonte  cadunt  parce  dctorta.' 

Contrary  to  his  own  better  taste  and  sounder  judgment, 
he  was,  however,  on  last  Shrove  Tuesday,  at  a  wedding-feast 
of  some  of  my  tenantry,  induced,  from  complacency  to  the 
newly-married  couple,  to  eat  of  the  profane  aliment ;  and 
never  was  the  Attic  derivation  of  the  pancake  more  wofully 
accomplished  than  in  the  sad  result^for  his  condescension 
cost  huh  his  life.  The  indigestible  nature  of  the  compost 
itself  might  not  have  been  so  destructive  in  an  ordinary 
case ;  but  it  was  quite  a  stranger  and  ill  at  ease  in  Father 
Prout's  stomach :  it  eventually  proved  fatal  in  its  effects, 
and  hurried  him  away  from  this  vale  of  tears,  leaving  the 
wnsha  widow,  and  making  orphans  of  all  his  paHshioners. 
iQ^TigenFwrites  that  his  funeral  (or  herring,  as  the  Irish 
call  it)  was  thronged  by  dense  multitudes  from  the  whole 
county,  and  was  as  well  attended  as  if  it  were  a  monster 
meeting.  The  whole  body  of  his  brother  clergy,  with  the 
bishop  as  usual  in  full  pontificals,  were  mourners  on  the 
occasion;  and  a  Latin  elegy  was  composed  by  the  most 
learned  of  the  order.  Father  Magrath,  one,  like  Prout,  of 
the  old  school,  who  had  studied  at  Florence,  and  is  still  a 
correspondent  of  many  learned  Societies  abroad.  That  elc^^ 
I  have  subjoined,  as  a  record  of  Front's  genuine  worth,  and 
as  a  specimen  of  a  kind  of  poetry  called  Leonine  verse,  little 
cultivated  at  the  present  day,  but  greatly  in  vogue  at  the 
revival  of  letters  under  Leo  X. 

IN  &(0RT£^  VENKBABILIS  ANDBE^  PKOUT,  CAUMEN. 

Quid  juvat  in  pnlchro  Sanctos  dorniiro  tejmlchro  ! 

OptimuB  usque  bonot  noniic  maTiobit  honos  ? 
Plobs  iowMi  fossa  Fostoris  condidit  osaa^ 

Splcndida  Bed  miri  mens  petit  astra  virL 
Porta  pat<ni8  fsto  /  ccclum  rt'soretur  honesio. 

Neve  sit  &  Petro  jussus  abirc  retro. 
Tota  malam  sorUm  sibi  flot  vicinia  mortem, 

Ut  pro  patre  aolent  uiidiquo  nira  dolent ; 
^ed  fures  gatident ;  scouros  nactcniis  audcnt 

Disturboro  greges^  nee  mage  tua  ieges. 
Audio  nnguUut,  rixas,  misorosquo  tumultus, 

£t  pictas  lugetf  sobrietasquo/ii^V. 


; 
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Kamque  furore  brevi  liquidAquo  ardentis  aqua  ti 

Antiquufl  Nicholas  perdidit  agricolat. 
Jam  patre  de/unefo,  meliorcs  flumine  cuncio 

LsDtantur  pUcet  obtinuisso  vices, 
Exultans  almo,  Isetare  sub  a»quore  aalmo  ! 

Carpe,  o  carpe  dies^  nam  tibi  parta  quiet ! 
Gaudent  anguilla,  quia  tandem  est  mortuus  tV^, 

Presbyter  Andreat^  qui  capiebat  ea$, 
Petro  pitcator  placuit  plus  artis  amatory 

Cui,  propter  mores,  pandit  utrosque /ore*. 
Cur  lacnrjm4 /unuf  justi  comitabitur  unus  ? 

Flendum  est  non  tali^  sed  bene  morte  mali : 
Muncra  nunc  Fiora  spargo.    Sic  flebiio  rore 

Florescat  grametu    Pace  quiescat.     Amen. 

Sweet  upland !  where,  like  hermit  old,  in  peace  sojourn'd 

This  priest  devout ; 
Mark  whore  beneath  thy  verdant  sod  lie  deep  inurn'd 

The  bones  of  Prout ! 
Nor  deck  with  monumental  shrine  or  tapering  column 

His  place  of  rest, 
Whose  soul,  above  earth's  homage,  meek  yet  solemn, 

Sits  mid  the  blest. 
Much  waa  ho  prized,  mucli  loved ;  his  stem  rebuke 

O'erawod  slieep- stealers ; 
And  rogues  fear'd  more  the  good  man's  single  look 

Than  forty  Peelers. 
He's  gone ;  and  discord  soon  I  ween  will  visit 

The  land  with  quan*els ; 
And  the  foul  demon  vex  with  stills  illicit 

The  village  morals. 
No  fatal  chance  could  happen  more  to  cross 

The  public  wishes ; 
And  all  the  neighbourhood  deplore  his  loss, 

N-^  Except  the  fishes ;  #'^-*-. 
For  he  kept  Lent  most  strict,  and  pickled  herring 

Preferred  to  gammon. 
Grim  Death  has  broke  hu  angling-rod ;  liis  herring 

Delights  the  salmon. 
No  more  can  he  hook  up  carp,  eel,  or  trout, 

For  fasting  pittance, — 
Arts  which  Saint  Peter  loved,  whose  gate  to  Prout 

Gave  prompt  admittance. 
Moom  not,  but  verdantlv  let  shamrocks  keep 

His  sainted  dust ; 
The  bad  man's  death  it  well  becomes  to  weep, — 

Not  80  the  just. 
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A  PLEA  FOB  PILGEIMAGES  ;    SIR  WALTER  SCOTT's  VISIT 

TO  THE  BLABNEY  STOl^E. 

"  Beware,  beware 

Of  the  black  friar, 
Who  sitteth  by  Norman  stone : 

For  he  mutters  his  prayer 

In  the  midnight  air, 
And  his  mass  of  the  days  that  arc  gone." 

Byeon. 

Since  the  publication  of  this  worthy  man's  "Apology  for 
Lent,**  which,  with  some. account  of  his  lamented  death  and 
well-attended  fimtoJy  appeared  in  our  last  Number,  we  have 
written  to  his  executors-— (on^  of  whom  is  Father  Mat.  Hor- 
rogan,  P.P.  of  the  neighbouring  village  of  Blarney ;  and  the 
other,  our  elegiac  i>oet,  Father  Magrath) — in  the  hope  of 
beiug  able  to  negotiate  for  the  valuable  posthumous  essays 
and  fugitive  pieces  which  we  doubted  not  had  been  left 
behind  in  great  abundance  by  the  deceased.  These  two  dis- 
interested divines — fit  associates  and  bosom-companions  of 
Prout  during  his  lifetime,  and  whom,  from  their  joint  letters, 
\vi»  should  think  eminently  qualified  to  pick  up  the  fallen 
mantle  of  the  departed  prophet — have,  in  the  most  hand- 
s*")me  manner,  promised  us  all  the  literary  and  pliiloaopliic 
tn^atises  bequeathed  to  tlicm  by  the  late  incumbent  of 
Water^'rasflliill ;  expression^,  in  the  very  complimentary  note 
which  thev  have  transmitted  us,  and  which  our  modesty 
prevents  ua  from  inserting,  their  thanks  and  that  of  the? 
whole  parish,  for  our  sympatliy  and  condolence  on  this  melan- 
choly bereavement,  and  intimatin«r  at  the  same  time  tiicir 
re^Ttit  at  not  beinj;  able  to  send  us  also,  for  our  private 
pi^rusal,  tlie  collection  of  the  good  father's  parochial  ser- 
nions ;  the  whole  of  which  (a  most  valuable  IMS.)  had  been 
taken  oil*  for  his  own  use  by  the  bishop,  whom  he  had 
made  his  rc^^idunrv  I'^'ratec.     ^flieso  "  sermons"  must  be 


30  FATHEB  PBOUT'S  BELIQUES. 

doubtless  eood  things  in  tlieir  way — a  theological  fifya 
6a\tfjM — weU  adapted  to  swell  the  episcopal  library;  but 
as  we  confessedly  are,  and  suspect  our  readers  likewise  to  be, 
a  very  improper  multitude  amongst  whom  to  scatter  such 
pearls,  we  shall  console  ourselves  for  that  sacrifice  by  plung- 
ing head  and  ears  into  the  abundant  sources  of  intellectual 
re&eshment  to  which  we  shall  soon  have  access,  and  firom 
which  1^'rank  Creswell,  lucky  dog !  has  drawn  such  a  draught 
of  inspiration. 

^  Saoros  auBus  redadere  fbntes !" 

for  assuredly  we  may  defy  any  one  that  has  perused  Front's 
vindication  of  fish-diet  (and  wko^  we  ask,  has  not  read  it  con 
amore,  conning  it  over  with  secret  glee,  and  forthwith  calling 
out  for  a  red-herring  ?),  not  to  prefer  its  simple  unsophisti- 
cated eloquence  to  the  oration  of  Tully  pro  Domo  sud,  or 
Barclay's  "  Apology  for  Quakers."  After  all,  it  may  have 
been  but  a  sprat  to  catch  a  whale,  and  the  whole  affair  may 
turn  out  to  oe  a  Popish  contrivance ;  but  if  so,  we  have 
taken  the  bait  ourselves :  we  have  been,  like  Festus,  *'  almost 
persuaded,"  and  Front  has  wrought  in  us  a  sort  of  culinary 
conversion.  Why  should  we  be  ashamed  to  avow  that  we 
have  been  edified  by  the  good  man's  blunt  and  straight- 
forward logic,  and  drawn  from  his  theories  on  fish  a  higher 
and  more  moral  impression  than  from  the  dreamy  visions  of 
an  "  English  Opium-eater,"  or  any  other  "  Confessions  "  of 
sensualism  and  gastronomy.  If  this  ^*  black  friar  "  has  got 
smuggled  in  among  our  contributors,  like  King  Saul  among 
the  regular  votaries  of  the  sanctuary,  it  must  be  admitted 
that,  like  the  royal  intruder,  he  has  caught  the  tone  and 
chimed  in  with  the  general  harmony  of  our  political  opinions 
— no  Whigling  among  true  Tories,  no  goose  among  swans. 
Argutos  inter  strepere  anser  olores. 

How  we  long  to  get  possession  of  "  the  Front  Fapers!"  that 
chest  of  learned  lumber  which  haunts  our  nightly  visions ! 
Already,  in  imagination,  it  is  within  our  grasp ;  our  greedy 
hand  Liastily  its  lid 

"  Unlocks, 
And  all  Arcadia  breathes  from  yonder  box  !** 

In  this  prolific  ago,  when  the  most  unlettered  dolt  can 
find  a  mare's  nest  in  the  domain  of  philosophy,  why  should 
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not  we  also  cry,  Eu^tixafisv !  How  much  of  novelty  in  hia 
news  !  how  much  embryo  discovery  must  not  Prout  unfold ! 
It  were  indeed  a  pity  to  consign  the  writings  of  so  eminent 
a  scholar  to  oblivion :  nor  ought  it  be  said,  in  scriptural 
phrase,  of  him,  what  is,  alas !  applicable  to  so  many  other 
learned  divines  when  they  are  dead,  that  "  their  works  have 
followed  them."  Such  was  the  case  of  that  laborious  Prench 
clergyman,  the  Abbe  Trublet,  of  whom  Voltaire  profanely 
sings: 

'*  L'Abb^  Trublot  ^orit,  le  L^th^  but  ses  rives 
Be^oit  aveo  plaiflir  ees  feuilles  fugitives  l" 

Which  epigram  hath  a  recondite  meaning,  not  obvious  to  the 
reader  on  a  first  perusal ;  and  being  intc^reted  into  plain 
Eogliab,  for  the  use  of  the  London  University,  it  may  run 
thus: 

^  Lardner  compiles— kind  Lethe  on  her  banks 
Beceives  the  aoctor^s  useful  page  with  thanks.*' 

Such  may  be  the  fate  of  Lardner  and  of  Trublet,  such  the 
ultimate  destiny  that  awaits  their  literary  labours;  but 
neither  men,  nor  gods,  nor  our  columns  (those  graceful  pil- 
lars that  support  the  Muses'  temple),  shall  suiier  this  old 
priest  to  remain  in  the  unmerited  obscurity  from  which  Frank 
Cresswell  first  essayed  to  draw  him.  To  that  young  barrister 
we  have  written,  with  a  request  that  he  would  furnish  us  with 
further  details  concerning  Prout,  and,  if  possible,  a  few 
additional  specimens  of  his  colloquial  wisdom;  reminding 
him  that  modem  taste  has  a  decided  tendency  towards  il- 
lustrious private  gossip,  and  recommending  to  him,  as  a 
sublime  model  of  the  aramatico-biom'aphic  stylo,  my  Lady 
Hlossington's  "  Conversations  of  Lora  Byron."  How  far  ho 
has  succeeded  in  following  the  ignis  fatuus  of  her  ladyship's 
lantern,  and  how  many  bogs  he  has  got  immergod  in  because 
of  the  dangerous  hint,  which  we  gave  him  in  an  evil  hour, 
the  judicious  reader  will  soon  find  out.  Here  is  the  coui- 
inunication.  OLIVEE  YOHKE. 

May  ],  1834. 
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FurnivaVs  Inn,  April  14. 

AcKNOWLE DOING  the  receipt  of  your  gracious  mandate, 
0  Queen  of  Periodicals !  and  kissing  the  top  of  your  ivory 
sceptre,  may  I  be  allowed  to  express  unbiamed  my  utter 
devotion  to  your  orders,  in  the  language  of  JSolus,  quondam 
ruler  of  the  winds  : 

t  *  TuuB,  O  Eeoina,  quid  opte«  ^^ 

V    Explorare  labor,  xnihi  jussa  capessere  fas  est !"      ) 

without  concealing,  at  the  same  time,  my  wonderment,  and 
that  of  many  other  sober  individuals,  at  your  patronising  the 
advocacy  of  doctrines  and  usages  belonging  exclusively  to 
another  and  far  less  reputable  Queen  (quean  ?)  whom  I  shall 
have  sufficiently  designated  when  I  mention  that  she  sits  upon 
seven  hills ! — in  statmg  which  singidar  phenomenon  con- 
cerning her,  I  need  not  add  that  her  fundamental  maxims 
must  be  totally  different  from  yours.  IMany  orthodox  people 
cannot  understand  how  you  could  have  reconciled  it  to  your 
conscience  to  publish,  in  its  crude  state,  that  Apology  for 
Lent,  without  adding  note  or  comment  in  refutation  of  such 
dangerous  doctrines ;  and  are  still  more  amazed  that  a  Popish 
parish  priest,  from  the  wild  Irish  hills,  could  have  got  among 
your  contributors — 

"  Claimed  kindred  there,  and  have  that  claim  allowed.** 

It  will,  however,  no  doubt,  give  you  pleasure  to  learn,  that 
you  have  established  a  lasting  popularity  among  that  learned 
set  of  men  the  fishmongers,  who  are  never  scftly  of  their 
support  when  deserved ;  for,  by  a  unanimousvoFe  of  the 
"  worshipful  company  "  last  meeting-day,  the  marble  bust  of 
Father  Prout,  cro\vncd  with  sea-weeds  like  a  Triton,  is  to 
be  placed  in  a  conspicuous  part  of  their  new  hall  at  London 
Bridge.  But  as  it  is  the  hardest  thing  imaginable  to  please 
all  parties,  your  triumph  is  rendered  incomplete  by  the 
;;runiblincj  of  another  not  less  respectable  portion  of  the 
community.  By  your  proposal  for  the  n(m-consumption  of 
butchers'  meat,  you  have  given  mortal  oileiice  to  the  dealers 
in  horned  cattle,  and  stirred  up  a  nest  of  hornets  in  Suiith- 
licld.  In  your  perambulations  of  the  metropolis,  go  not  into 
the  bucolic  purlieus  of  that  danp^crous  district ;  beware  of 
the  enemy's  camp ;  tempt  not  the  ire  of  men  armed  with 
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cold  steel,  elae  the  long-dormant  fires  of  that  land  celebrated 
in  every  age  as  a  tien-a  del  /nego  may  be  yet  rekindled,  and 
made  **  red  with  uncominou  wrath,"  for  your  especial  roast - 
inj».  Lord  Althorp  is  no  warm  friencl  of  yours ;  and  by 
your  making  what  he  calls  "  a  most  unprovoked  attack  on 
the  gnizicrs,"  you  have  not  propitiated  the  winner  of  the 
prize  ox. 

•*  Fcenum  liabct  in  comu, — hunc  tu,  Bomanc,  cavelo !" 

In  vain  would  you  seek  to  cajole  the  worthy  chancellor  of 
liis  ^lajesty's  unfortunate  exchequer,  by  the  desirable  pros- 
IKvt  of  a  net  nnenue  from  the  ocean  :  you  will  make  no  iin- 
l)re38ion.  His  mind  is  not  accessible  to  any  reasoning  on 
that  subject ;  and,  like  the  shield  of  Telamon,  it  is  wrapt  in 
the  impenetrable  folds  of  seven  tough  bull-hides. 

But  eliminating  at  once  these  insignificant  topics,  and 
84'tting  aside  all  minor  things,  let  me  address  myself  to  the 
^I'aiiil  subject  of  my  ad()j)ti()U.     Ycrily,  since  the  days  of 
that  ornament  of  the  priesthood  and  pride  of  Venice,  Father 
Taiil.  no  divine  has  shed  such  lustre  on  the  C'liurch  of  Koine 
as  Father  Prouti  His  brain  was  a  storehouse  of  inexhaust  ibK>    < 
knowhMlge,  and  his  memory  a  bazaar,  in  which  tlic  intel- 
lectual riches  of  past  ages  were  classified  and  arranii^ed   in 
marvelous  and  brilliant  assortments  Wlien,  bv  thti  libe- 
rality  of  his  executor,  you  shall  have  been  put  in  possession 
1  of  Ills  writings  and  ])osthumous  papers,  you  will  iind  1   do 
I  iu>t    e\ai,'iT;erate ;    for  though   his    mere    conversation   was 
\ always  instructive,  still,   the  j)en  in  his  hand,  more  potent 
!lhan  th»»  wand  of  Prospero,  embellished  every  8ul>j(»ct  with 
iiiw  aerial  charm  ;  and  whatever  (h'j)artinent  of  literature  it 
ilonchcd  on,  it  was  sure  to  illuminate  and  adorn,  from  tlu^ 
Mi^hlest    an<l   most  ephemeral  matters  of  the   day,  to  tin* 
di  i'|M'>t  and  most  abstruse  problems  of  met  apliNsical  in([uiry  ; 
vijuHMis  and  philosophical,  at  the  same  tinic  tiiat  it  is  ininut<» 
and  j)layfnl  ;   having  no   parallel  unless  we  liken   it  to  tlu^ 
.  j»rohoscis  of  an  elephant,  that  can  with  etpml  ease  shifL  an 
•  uhdisk  and  crack  a  nut. 

Nor  did  he  confnie  himself  to  prose,      lie  was  a  chosen 

favourite  of  the  nine  sisters,  and  llirted  o])enlv  with   them 

all,  his  vow  of  celibacy  preventing  his  iorming  a  permanent 

olfiance  with  one  alone.     Hence  pastoral  poetry,  idegy,  sou- 

^ '    D 
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I  nets,  and  still  grander  effusions  in  the  best  style  of  Bob 
Montgomery,  flowed  from  his  muse  in  abundance ;  but,  I 
must  confess,  his  peculiar  forte  lay  in  the  Pindaric.  Be- 
sides, he  indulged  copiously  in  Greek  and  Latin  versifica- 
tion, as  well  as  in  IVench,  Italian,  and  High  Dutch;  of 

:  which  accomplishments  I  happen  to  possess  some  fine  spe- 
cimens from  his  pen ;  and  before  I  terminate  this  paper,  I 

^  mean  to  introduce  them  to  the  benevolent  notice  of  the 
candid  reader.  By  these  vou  will  find,  that  the  Doric  reed 
of  Theocritus  was  to  him  but  an  ordinary  sylvan  pipe — ^that 
the  lyre  of  Anacreon  was  as  familiar  to  him  as  the  Grerman 
flute — and  that  he  played  as  well  on  the  classic  chords  of 

>.    the  bard  of  Mantua  as  on  the  Cremona  fiddle ;  at  all  events, 

1  he  will  prove  far  superior  as  a  poet  to  the  covey  of  unfledged 
rhymers  who  nestle  in  annuals  and  magazines.     Sad  abor- 

'.  tions !  on  which  even  you,  O  Queen,  sometimes  take  com- 
passion, infusing  into  them  a  life 

"  Whicli  did  not  you  prolong, 
The  world  had  wanted  many  an  idle  Bong.** 

To  return  to  his  conversational  powers :  he  did  not  waste 
them  on  the  generality  of  folks,  for  he  despised  the  vulgar 
herd  of  Corkonians  with  whom  it  was  his  lot  to  mingle ; 
but  when  he  was  sure  of  a  friendly  circle,  ho  broke  out  in 
resplendent  style,  oft^n  humorous,  at  times  critical,  occa- 
sionally profound,  and  always  interesting,  ^[^exhaustible  in 
his  means  of  illustration,  his  fancy  was  an  unwasted  mine, 
into  which  you  had  but  to  sink  a  shaft,  and  you  were  sure 
of  eliciting  the  finest  ore,  which  came  forth  stamped  with 
i  the  impress  of  genius,  and  fit  to  circulate  among  the  most 
I  cultivated  auditory :  for  though  the  mint  of  his  brain  now 
I  and  then  would  issue  a  strange  and  fantastic  coinage,  stcr- 
:  ling  sense  was  sure  to  give  it  value,  and  ready  wit  to  pro- 
mote its  currency.     The  rubbish  and  dust  of  the  schools 
with  which  his  notions  were  sometimes  incrusted  did  not 
:  alter  their  intrinsic  worth ;  people  only  wondered  how  the 
|[  diaphanous  mind  of  Front  could  be  obscured  by  such  com- 
;;  mon  stuff:   its  brightness  was  still  undiminisned  by  the 
\i   admixture ;  and  like  straws  in  amber,  without  deteriorating 
i    the  substance,  these  matters  only  made  manifest  its  trans«> 
\^  parency.    Whenever  he  undertook  to  illustrate  any  subject 
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worthy  of  him,  he  was  always  feliciitous.     I  shall  give  you 
an  instance. 

f    There  stands  on  the  borders  of  his  parish,  near  the  village 
of  Blarney,  an  old  castle  of  the  M'Carthy  family,  rising 
abruptly  from  a  bold  cliff,  at  the  foot  of  which  rolls  a  not 
inconsiderable  stream — the  fond  and  frequent  witness   of 
Prout's  angling  propensities.     The  well-wooded  demesne, 
comprising  an  extensive  lake,  a  romantic  cavern,  and  an 
artincial  wilderness  of  rocks,  belongs  to  the  family  of  Jef- 
fereys,  which  boasts  in  the  Dowager  Countess  Glengall  a 
most  distinguished  scion;    her  ladyship's  mother  having 
been  immortalised  under  the  title  of  "  Lady  Jeffers,"  with 
the  other  natural  curiosities  produced  by  this  celebrated 
spot,  in  that  never-sufficiently-to-be-encored  song,  the  Groves 
I  of  Blarney,    But  neither  the  stream,  nor  the  lake,  nor  the 
I  castle,  nor  the  village  (a  sad  ruin !  which,  but  for  the  recent 
lestablishment  of  a  spinning-factory  by  some  patriotic  Cork- 
Ionian,  would  be  swept  away  altogether,  or  possessed  by  the 
lowls  as  a  grant  from  Sultan  Mahmoud) ; — none  of  these 
Ipicturesque  objects  has  earned   such  notoriety  for   "the 
fdroves"  as  a  certain  stone,  of  a  basaltic  kind,  rather  unusual 
I  in  the  disfnct,  pIac^cPon"t1l0^T5teaMl5"bT  1EB&  main  tower, 
*nnd  endowed  with  the  property  of  communicating  to  the 
:  happy  tongue  that  comes  in  contact  with  its  polished  surface 
.the  pifb  of  gentle  insinuating  speech,  with  soft  talk  in  all  its 
/ramifications,  whether  employed  in  vows  and  promises  light 
i  as  air,  sna  crrsaojvra,  such  as  lead  captive  the  female  heart ; 
!  or  olabonito  mystification  of  a  grosser  grain,  such  as  may 
i  do  for  the  House  of  Commons  ;  all  summed  up  and  charac- 
[  tensed  by  the  mysterious  term  Blarney.* 
V^ Prout's  theory  on  this  subject  Inignt'  have  remained  dor- 

*  To  Crofton  Croker  belongs  the  merit  of  elucidating  this  obscuro 

tradition.     It  appears  that  in  1602,  when  the  Spaniards  were  exciting 

our  chieftains  to  harass    the  English  authorities,  Cormac  M*Dermot 

Carthv  held,  among  other  dependencies,  the  castlo^of  Blarney,  and  had 

concluded  an  armistice  with  the  lord-president,  biVcoridilion  of  surren- 

'      dcring  this  fort  to  an  English  garrison.     Day  after  day  did  liis  lordaliip 

I      look  for  tlie  fulfilment  of  the  compact ;  wliilo  the  Irish  Pozzo  di  Borgo, 

as  loath  to  part  witli  his  strongliold  as  Russia  to  relinquish  the  Dar- 

dancUcfi,  kept  protocolising  witli  soft  promises  and   delusive  delays, 

until  at  last  Carew  became  the  laughing-stock  of  Elizabeth's  miiiistcra, 

ind  **  Blarney  iaik^*  proYerbial« 

S^  ^ ,    '  P  2 
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mant  for  ages,  and  perhaps  been  ultimately  lost  to  the 
world  at  large,  were  it  not  for  an  event  whicli  occurred  in 
the  summer  of  1825,  while  I  (a  younker  then)  happened  to 
be  on  that  visit  to  my  aunt  at  Watergrasshill  which  even- 
tually secured  me  her  inheritance.     The  occurrence  I  am 
1    about  to  commemorate  was,  in  truth,  one  of  the  first  mag- 
1    nitude,  and  well  calculated,  from  its  importance,  to  form  an 
\'X  epoch  in  the  Annals  of  the  Parish.     It  was  the  arrival  of 
.    ^  8iB  Waxteb  Scott  at  Blarney,  towards  tho  end  of  the 
>      month  of  J  uly^       " 

Tears  have  now  rolled  away,  and  the  "  Ariosto  of  the 
North"  is  dead,  and  our  ancient  constitution  has  since 
-  ^'  f  fSdlen  under  the  hoofs  of  the  Whigs ;  quenched  is  many  a 
\  /  beacon-light  in  church  and  state — l^ut  himself  is  no  more ; 
and  plentiful  indications  tell  us  we  are  come  upon  evil  days : 
but  still  may  I  be  allowed  to  feel  a  pleasurable,  though 
somewhat  saddened  emotion,  while  I  revert  to  that  intellec- 
tual meeting,  and  bid  memory  go  back  in  "  dream  sublime" 
to  the  glorious  exhibition  of  Prout*s  mental  powers.  It 
was,  in  sooth,  a  great  day  for  old  Ireland ;  a  greater  still 
for  Blarney ;  but,  greatest  of  all,  it  dawned,  Prout,  on  thee ! 
Then  it  was  that  thy  light  was  taken  from  under  its  sacer- 
dotal bushel,  and  placed  conspicuously  before  a  man  fit  to 
appreciate  the  effulgence  of  so  brilliant  a  luminary — a  light 
which  I,  who  pen  these  words  in  sorrow,  alas !  shall  never 
gaze  on  more !  a  light 

''That  ne'er  shall  shine  again 
On.  Blarney's  stream !" 

That  day  it  illumined  the  "  cave,"  the  "  shady  walks,"  %nd 
the  "  sweet  rock-close,"  and  sent  its  gladdening  beam  into 
the  gloomiest  vaults  of  the  ancient  fort ;  for  all  the  recon- 
dite recesses  of  the  castle  were  explored  in  succession  by 
the  distinguished  poet  and  the  learned  priest,  and  Prout 
held  a  candle  to  Scott. 

"We  read  with  interest,  in  the  historian  Polybius,  tlio 
account  of  Hannibal's  interview  with  Scipio  on  the  plains 
of  ZHma ;  and  often  have  we,  in  our  scliool-boy  dnvd  of  > 
unsophisticated  feeling,  sympathised  with  Ovid,  when  he 
told  us  that  he  only  got  a  glimpse  of  Virgil ;  but  Scott 
iMaked  for  a  whole  summer's  day  in  the  blaze  of  Prout's 
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wit,  and  witnessed  the  coruscations  of  his  learning.  L  The 
great  Marias  is  said  never  to  have  appeared  to  such  advan- 
tage as  when  seated  on  the  ruins  of  Carthage :  with  equal 
dignity  Prout  sat  on  the  Blarney  stone,  amid  ruins  of  kin- 
dred glory.  Zeno  taught  in  the  "  porch ;"  Plato  loved  to 
muse  alone  on  the  bold  jutting  promontory  of  Cape  Sunium ; 
Socrates,  bent  on  finding  Truth,  "  in  si/lvis  Academi  quarcre 
ventmy**  sought  her  among  the  bowers  of  Academus ;  Prout 
courted  the  same  coy  nymph,  and  wooed  her  in  the  "  groves 
of  Hlamey."  ^ 

I  said  that  it  was  in  the  summer  of  1825  that  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  in  the  progress  of  his  tour  through  Ireland,  reached 
Cork,  and  forthwith  intimated  his  wish  to  proceed  at  ouce 
on  a  visit  to  Blarney  Castle.  Yor  him  the  noble  river,  the 
magnificent  estuary,  and  unrivalled  harbour  of  a  city  that 
proudly  bears  on  her  civic  escutcheon  the  well-applied 
motto,  *'  Statio  bene  fida  curinis^^  had  but  little  attraction 
wlien  placed  in  competition  with  a  spot  sacred  to  the  IMuses, 
and  wedded  to  Immortal  verso.  Such  was  the  interest  which 
its  connexion  with  the  popular  literature  and  traditionary 
stories  of  the  country  liad  excited  in  that  master-mind — 
PU(!h  th(»  predominance  of  its  local  reminiscences — such  the 
transcendimt  influence  of  song !  Eor  this  did  the  then 
*' (}re:it  Unknown"  wend  his  way  through  the  purlieus  of 
*Mioi(len  Spur,'*  traversing  the  great  manufacturing  faux- 
hourg  of  *•  Hla(rk  l^ool,"  and  emerging  by  the  "  Ik^d  Forge  ;" 
so  intent  on  the  classic  object  of  Ins  pursuit,  as  to  disregard 
the  unpromising  aspect  of  the  vestibule  by  which  alone  it  is 
approachable.  Many  are  the  splendid  mansions  and  hoiJ|:)i- 
tahle  halls  that  stud  the  suburbs  of  the  ''beautiful  city," 
eadi  boasting  its  grassy  lawn  and  placid  lake,  each  decked 
with  park  and  woodland,  and  each  well  furnislied  with  that 
paramount  appendage,  a  hatterie  de  cuisine ;  but  all  these 
castles  were  passed  unheeded  by,  carent  quia  vatesacvo.  (jlor- 
geona  residences,  picturescjue  seats,  magnificent  villas,  they 
Im\  no  (h)ubt ;  but  unknown  to  literatiu'c,  in  vain  do  they 
plume  themselves  on  their  architectural  beauty ;  in  vain  do 
they  spread  wide  their  well-proportioned  er/y/y*-  they  canutt 
soar  aloft  to  the  n^gions  of  celebrity. 

-  On  the  eve  of  that  memorable  day  I  was  sitting  on  a 
stool  in  the  priest's  parlour,  poking  the  turf  iire,  while 
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Prout,  who  had  been  angling  all  day,  sat  nodding  over  his 
"  breviary,**  and,  according  to  my  calculation,  ought  to  be 
at  the  lost  psalm  of  vespers,  when  a  loud  official  knock,  not 
usual  on  tnat  bleak  hill,  bespoke  the  presence  of  no  ordi- 
nary personage.  Accordingly,  the  "  wicket,  opening  with  a 
latch,"  ushered  in  a  messenger  clad  in  the  livery  of  the 
ancient  and  loyal  corporation  of  Cork,  who  announced  him- 
self as  the  bearer  of  a  despatch  from  the  mansion-house 
to  his  reverence  ;  and,  handing  it  with  that  deferential  awe 
which  even  his  masters  felt  for  the  incumbent  of  Water- 
grasshill,  immediately  withdrew.     The  letter  ran  thus : — 

Council  Chamber,  July  24^  1826. 
VeBY  BEYEBEKn  DoOTOB  PbOUT, 

Cork  .harbours  within  its  walls  the  illustrious  author 
of  Waverley!  On  receiving  the  freedom  of  our  ancient  city, 
which  wc  presented  to  him  (as  usual  towards  distinguished 
strangers)  in  a  box  carved  out  of  a  chip  of  the  Blarney 
stone,  he  expressed  his  determination  to  visit  the  old  block 
^  itself.  As  he  will,  therefore,  be  in  your  neighbourhood  to- 
morrow, and  as  no  one  is  better  able  to  do  the  honours  than 
you  (our  burgesses  being  sadly  deficient  in  learning,  as  you 
and  I  well  know),  your  attendance  on  the  celebrated  poet  is 
i-equested  by  your  old  friend  and  foster-brother, 

Geobge  Knapp,*  Mayor, 

•  The  republic  of  letters  has  great  reason  to  complain  of  Dr.  Maginn, 
for  his  non-fulfilment  of  a  positive  pledge  to  publish  "a  great  historical 
work"  on  the  mayors  of  Cork.  Owing  to  this  desideratum  in  the 
annals  of  the  empire,  I  am  compelled,  to  bring  into  notice  thus  abruptly 
the  most  respectable  civic  worthy  that  has  worn  the  cooked  hat  and 
chain  since  uie  days  of  John  Walters,  who  boldly  proclaimed  Perkin 
AVarbeck,  in  the  n-ign  of  Henry  YII.,  in  the  market-place  of  that  beau- 
tiful city.  Knapp's  virtues  and  talents  did  not,  liKo  those  of  Donna 
Inos,  deserve  to  be  called 

«  Classic  all, 
Kor  lay  they  chiefly  in  the  mathematical," 

for  his  favourite  pursuit  during  the  caniculc  of  1825,  was  the  c!it?nni- 
nation  of  mad  dogs  ;  and  so  visjorously  did  lie  urcje  the  carnage  during 
the  summer  of  his  mayomltv,  tl'.at  some  tliouglit  lie  wished  to  eclipse 
the  exploit  of  St.  Patrick  iii  destroying  tlie  bncd  altoj^otluT,  as  Iho 
taint  did  that  of  toads.    A  Cork  |H>ct,  the  laureate  of  the  mausiou- 
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Never  shall  I  forget  tbe  beam  of  triumph  that  lit  up 
the  old  man's  features  on  the  perusal  ofKnapp's  pithy 
summons ;  and  right  warmly  did  he  respond  to  my  congra- 
tulations on  the  prospect  of  thus  coming  in.  contact  with  so 
distinguished  an  author.  "  You  are  right,  child !"  said  he ; 
and  as  I  perceived  by  his  manner  that  he  was  about  to  enter 
on  one  of  those  rambling  trains  of  thought — half-homily, 
half. soliloquy — in  which  he  was  wont  to  indulge,  I  settled 
myself  by  the  fire-place,  and  prepared  to  go  through  my 
accustomed  part  of  an  attentive  listener. 

"  A  great  man,  Frank !  A  truly  great  man !  No  token 
of  ancient  days  escapes  his  eagle  glance,  no  venerable  memo- 
rial of  former  times  nis  observant  scrutiny ;  and  still,  even 
he,  versed  as  he  is  in  the  monumentary  remains  of  bygone 
agesy  may  yet  learn  something  more,  and  have  no  cause  to 
regret  his  visit  to  Blarney.  Yes !  since  our  *  groves*  are  to 
be  honoured  by  the  presence  of  the  learned  baronet, 

I  *  iijiYSd  Bint  cohsulc  dignee ! ^ ' 

let  US  make  them  deserving  of  his  attention.  He  shall  fix 
"  is  antiquarian  eye  and  rivet  his  wondering  gaze  on  the 
de  basaltic  mass  that  crowns  the  battlements  of  tbe  main 
tower ;  for  though  he  may  liave  seen  the  "  chair  at  Scone," 
where  tbe  Caledonian  kings  were  crowned ;  though  he  may 
have  examined  that  Scotch  pebble  in  AVestminater  Abbey, 
^vhich  the  Cockneys,  in  the  exercise  of  a  delightful  credu- 
lity, believe  to  be  "  Jacob's  pillow ;"  though  he  may  have 
'  visited  tiio  mishapen  pillars  on  Salisbury  plain,  and  the 
Hock  of  Cashel,  and  the  "  Hag's  Bed,"  and  St.  Kevin's 
petrified  matelas  at  Glendalough,  and  many  a  cromlecli  of 
Uruidiral  celebrity, — there  is  a  stone  yet  unexplored,  wliich 
he  shall  contem])late  to-morrow,  and  place  on  record  nnioiif; 
his  most  profitable  days  that  on  which  he  shall  have  paid  it 
homage : 

*  Ilunc,  Macrinc,  diem  uumcra  mclioro  lapiUo  !' 
"  I  am  old,  Frank.     In  my  wild  youth  I  have  seen  many 


< 


lion?"**,  ]i:w  (\*lo]);*atod  Kiiapp's  prowess  in  a  didiictic  composition,  (mi« 
titled  Doq-Killinf/,  a  Poem  ;  in  which  the  mayor  i.s  likened  to  Apollo  in 
Uio  Grecian  camp  before  Troy,  in  the  opening  of  the  Iliad; — 

Avrap  /3ot;i;  Trpwrcr  c^'  wkito  Kai  Kvyag  Apyovf. 
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of  tl)C  celebrated  writers  that  adorned  the  decline  of  Ihe 
last  century,  and  shed  a  lustre  over  France,  too  soon  eclipsed 
in  blood  at  its  sanguinary  close.  I  have  conversed  with 
"Bnllbn  and  with  Fontenelle,  and  held  intercourse  with 
Nature's  simplest  child,  Bernardin  de  St.  Pierre,  author  of 
*  Pnul  and  Virginia ;'  Qresset  and  Marmontel  were  my 
college-friends ;  and  to  me,  though  a  frequenter  of  the  halls 
of  Sorbonne,  the octogenaire  of  Femey  was  not  unknown: 
nor  was  I  unacquainted  with  the  recluse  of  Ermenonville. 
But  what  are  the  souvenirs  of  a  single  period,  however  bril- 
liant and  interesting,  to  the  recollections  of  full  seven  cen- 
turies of  historic  glor}",  all  condensed  and  concentrated  in 
Scott?  What  a  host  of  personages  does  his  name  conjure 
up !  what  mighty  shades  mingle  in  the  throng  of  attendant 
heroes  that  wait  his  bidding,  and  form  his  appropriate 
retinue  !  Cromwell,  Claverhouse,  and  Montrose  ;  Saladin, 
Front  de  Boeuf,  and  Cojur  de  Lion ;  Rob  Eoy,  Eobin  Hood, 
and  Marmion ;  those  who  fell  at  Culloden  and  Flodden- 
Field,  and  those  who  won  the  day  at  Bannockbum, — all 
start  up  at  the  presence  of  the  Enchanter.  I  speak  not  of 
his  female  forms  of  surpassing  loveliness — his  Flora  M'lvor, 
his  Bebecca,  his  Amy  Bobsart :  these  you,  Frank,  can  best 
admire.  But  I  know  not  how  I  shall  divest  myself  of  a 
secret  awe  when  the  wizard,  with  all  his  spells,  shall  rise 
before  me.  The  presence  of  my  old  foster-brother,  George 
Kuapp,  will  doubtless  tend  to  dissipate  the  illusion  ;  but  if 
so  it  will  be  by  personifying  the  Baillie  !Nicol  Jarvic  of 
Glasgow,  his  worthy  prototype.  Nor  arc  Scott*s  merits 
those  simply  of  a  pleasing  novelist  or  a  spirit-stirring  poet ; 
his  *  Life  of  Dryden,'  his  valuable  commentaries  on  Swift, 
his  researches  in  the  dark  domain  of  demonology,  his  bio- 
graphy of  Napoleon,  and  the  sterling  views  of  Euroj.can 
policy  developed  in  |*  PauPs  Letters  to  his  Kinsfolk/  all 
contribute  to  enhance  his  literary  pre-eminence.  Bight  ly 
lias  Silius  Italicus  depicted  the  Carthaginian  hero,  sur- 
rounded  even  in  solitude  by  a  thousand  recollections  of  well- 
earned  renown— 

■ 

*  Nee  crcdis  inermcm 
Quem  mihi  tot  cinxcro  (luces  :  si  adnicvcris  orn, 
Cannas  et  Trcbiam  ante  ooulo.%  Roinnnutjiio  bicto, 
Et  Pauli  stare  ingentom  niirabiTis  unibruni !" 
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Yet,  greatly  and  deservedly  as  he  is  prized  by  his  contempo- 
raries, future  ages  will  value  him  even  more  ;  and  his  laurel, 
ever  extending  its  branches,  and  growing  in  secret  like  the 
'fame  of  Marcellus,'  will  overshadow  the  earth. LJ*08terity| 
will  canonise  his  every  relic ;  and  his  footsteps,  even  in  this 
remote  district,  will  be  one  day  traced  and  sought  for  by  the 
admirers  of  genius.  For,  notwithstanding  the  breadth  and 
brilliancy  of  effect  with  which  he  waved  the  torch  of  mind 
while  li^•ing,  far  purer  and  more  serene  will  be  the  lamp 
that  shall  glimmer  in  his  tomb  and  keep  vigil  over  his  hal- 
lowed ashes :  to  that  fount  of  inspiration  other  and  minor 
spirits,  eager  to  career  through  the  same  orbit  of  glory,  will 
recur,  and 

«  Id  their  polden  lam^  dr^w  light.' 

INor  do  I  merely  look  on  him  as  a  writer  who,  by  the  blan- 
dishment of  his  narrative  and  the  witchery  of  his  style,  has 
calmed  more  sorrow,  and  caused  more  happy  hours  to  flow, 
than  any  save  a  higher  and  a  holier  page, — a  writer  who, 
like  the  autumnal  meteor  ot  his  own  ^orth,  has  illumined 
the  dull  horizon  of  these  latter  days  with  a  fancy  ever  varied 
and  radiant  with  ioyfulness, — one  who,  for  useful  purposes, 

I  has  interwoven  the  plain  warp  of  history  with  the  many- 
coloured  web  of  his  own  romantic  loom  ;— but  further  do  I 
hail  ill  him  the  genius  who  has  rendered  good  and  true 
service  to  the  cause  of  mankind,  by  driving  forth  from  the 
temple  of  Religion,  with  sarcasm's  knotted  lash,  that  canting; 
puritanic  tribe  who  would  obliterate  from  the  book  of  lil'o 
every  earthly  enjoyment,  and  change  all  its  paths  of  peace 

,  into  walks  of  bitterness.  I  honour  him  for  his  efforts  to 
demolish  the  pestilent  influence  of  a  sour  and  sulky  system 
that  would  interpose  itself  between  the  gospel  sun  and  the 
world — that  retains  no  heat,  imbibes  no  light,  and  transmits 
none  ;  but  flings  its  broad,  cold,  and  disastrous  shadow  over 
the  land  that  is  cursed  with  its  visitation. 

"  The  excrescences  and  superfojtations  of  my  own  ohuri'li 
most  freely  do  I  yield  up  to  his  censure ;  for  while  in  his 
Abbot  Boniface,  his  Friar  l\ick,  and  his  intriguing  Rash- 
leigh,  he  has  justly  stigmatised  monastic  laziness,  and  de- 
nounced ultramontane  duplicity,  he  has  not  forgotten  to 
exhibit  the  bright  reverse  of  the  llomaii  medal,  but  has  done 
full  measure  of  justice  to  the  nobler  inspirations  of  our 


\ 
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creed,  bodied  forth  in  Mary  Stuart,  Hugo  do  Lacy,  Cathe- 
rine Seaton,  Die  Vernon,  and  Eose  de  Beranger.  !Nay,  even 
in  his  fictions  of  cloistered  life,  among  the  drones  of  that 
ignoble  crowd,  he  has  drawn  minds  of  another  sphere,  and 
spirits  whose  ingenuous  nature  and  piety  unfeigned  were 
not  worthy  of  this  world's  deceitful  intercourse,  but  fitted 
them  to  commune  in  solitude  with  Heaven. 

"  Such  are  the  impressions,  and  such  the  mood  of  mind  in 
'hich  I  shall  accost  the  illustrious  visitor ;  and  you,  Prank, 
shall  accompany  me  on  this  occasion." 

Accordingly,  the  next  morning  found  Prout,  punctual  to 
Knapp's  summons,  at  his  appointed  post  on  the  top  of  the 
castle,  keeping  a  keen  look-out  for  the  arrival  of  Sir  Walter. 
He  came,  at  length,  up  the  "  laurel  avenue,"  so  called  from 
the  gigantic  laurels  that  overhang  the  path, 

y-  "  Wliich  bowed, 

^  As  if  each  brougbt  a  new  classio  wreath  to  his  head ;" 

and  alighting  at  the  castle-gate,  supported  by  Kuapp,  he 
toiled  up  the  wi?iding  stairs  as  well  as  his  lameness  would 
l)ermit,  and  stood  at  last,  with  all  his  fame  around  him,  in 
the  presence  of  Prout.  The  form  of  mutual  introduction 
was  managed  by  Knapp  with  his  usual  tact  and  urbanity ; 
and  the  first  interchange  of  thoughts  soon  convinced  Scott 
that  he  had  lit  on  no  "  clod  of  the  valley  "  in  the  priest. 
The  confabulation  which  ensued  may  remind  you  of  the 
**  Tusculauas  Quiestiones  "  of  Tully,  or  the  dialogues  "  De 
Oratore,"  or  of  Home  Tooke's  "  Diversions  of  Purley,"  or  of 
all  three  together.    La  void, 

SCOTT. 

I  congratulate  myself,  reverend  father,  on  the  prospect  of 
liaving  so  experienced  a  guide  in  exploring  the  wonders  of 
this  celebrated  spot.  Indeed,  I  am  so  far  a  member  of  your 
communion,  that  I  take  delight  in  pilgrimages ;  and  you  be- 
hold in  me  a  pilgrim  to  the  Blarney  stone. 

pnouT. 

I  accept  the  guidance  of  so  sincere  a  devotee  ;  nor  has  a 
more  accomplished  palmer  ever  worn  scrip,  or  stall*,  or 
bcol lop-shell,  in  my  recollection  ;  nay,  more— right  honoured 
shall  the  pastor  oi  the  neighbouring  upland  feel  in  afibrding 
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shelter  and  hospitality,  such  as  every  piJgriin  has  claim  to, 
if  the  penitent  will  deign  visit  my  humble  dwelling. 

SCOTT. 

My  vow  forbids !  I  must  not  think  of  bodily  refresh- 
ment, or  any  such  profane  solicitudes,  until  I  go  through 
the  solemn  rounds  of  my  devotional  career — until  I  kiss 
"the  stone,"  and  explore  the  "cave  where  no  daylight 
enters,"  the  "  fracture  in  the  battlement,"  the  "  lake  well 
stored  with  fishes,"  and,  finally,  "  the  sweet  rock-close." 

PEOTJT. 

All  these  shall  you  duly  contemplate  when  you  shall  have 
rested  from  the  fatigue  of  climbing  to  this  lofty  eminence, 
whence,  seated  on  these  battlements,  you  can  command  a 
landscape  fit  to  repay  the  toil  of  the  most  laborious  pere- 
grination ;  in  truth,  if  the  ancient  observance  were  not 
sufiiciently  vindicated  by  your  example  to-day,  I  should 
have  thought  it  my  duty  to  take  up  the  gauntlet  for  that 
much-abused  set  of  men,  the  pilgrims  of  olden  time. 

SCOTT. 

In  all  cases  of  initiation  to  any  solemn  rites,  such  as  I  am 
about  to  enter  on,  it  is  customary  to  give  an  introductory 
lecture  to  the  neophyte ;  and  as  you  seem  disposed  to 
enlighten  us  with  a  preamble,  you  have  got,  reverend  father, 
in  me  a  most  docile  auditor. 

PR  OUT. 

There  is  a  work.  Sir  Walter,  witli  which  I  presume  you 
nre  not  unacquainted,  which  forcibly  and  beautifully  por- 
trays the  honest  fervour  of  our  forefathers  in  their  nntu- 
lored    views   of   Christianitv :    but   if   the   *'  Tales  of  the 

» 

Crusaders  "  count  among  their  dramatis  persmice  the  mitred 
prelate,  the  cowled  hermit,  the  croziered  abbot,  and  the 
;;alhuit  tem])lar,  stranp^e  mixture  of  darinr^  and  devotion, — 
far  do  I  ])rofer  the  sketch  of  that  peculiar  creation  of  Catho- 
licity and  romance,  the  penitent  under  soleuin  vow,  who 
comes  down  from  Thabor  or  from  Ticbanon  to  embark  for 
Europe :  and  who  in  rude  garb  and  with  uushodden  feet 
will  return  to  hia  native  plains  of  Lauguedoc  or  Lombardy, 
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/  displaying  with  pride  the  emblem  of  Palestiuo,  and  realising 
I  what  Virgil  onlj  dreamt  ot^ — 

**  Primus  Idumsas  referam  tibi,  Mantua,  palmas !" 

j  But  I  am  wrong  in  saving  that  pilgrimages  belong  exc-lu- 
I  Blvely  to  our  most  ancient  form  ol  Christianity,  or  that  the 
'■  patent  for  this  practice  appertains  to  religion  at  all.  It  is 
the  simplest  dictate  of  our  nature,  though  piety  has  conse- 
crated the  practice,  and  marked  it  for  her  own.  Patriotism, 
poetry,  philanthropy,  all  the  arts,  and  all  the  finer  feelings, 
have  their  pilgrimages,  their  hallowed  spots  of  intense  in- 
terest, their  haunts  of  fancy  and  of  inspiration.  It  is 
the  first  impulse  of  every  genuine  affection,  the  tendency 
of  the  heart  in  its  fervent  youthhood  ;  and  nothing  but  tlie 
jlcold  scepticism  of  an  age  which  Edmund  Burke  so  truly 
designated  as  that  of  calculators  and  economists,  could  scoff 
lot  the  enthusiasm  that  feeds  on  ruins  such  as  these,  that 
/visits  with  emotion  the  battle-field  and  the  ivied  abbey,  op 
•Shakespeare's  grave,  or  Galileo's  cell,  or  Eunnymede,  or 
;'  Marathon. 

Filial  affection  has  had  its  pilgrim  in  Telemachus ;  gene- 
'  rous  and  devoted  loyalty  in  Blondel,  the  best  of  trouba- 
dours ;    Bruce,  Belzoni,  and  Humboldt,  were  pilgrims  of 
science ;   and  John  Howard  was  the  sublime  pilgrim   of 
philanthropy. 

Actuated  by  a  sacred  feeling,  the  son  of  Ulysses  visited 

every  isle  and  inhospitable  shore  of  the  boisterous  -^gean, 

until  a  father  clasped  him  in  his  arms ; — propelled  by  an 

equally  absorbing  attachment,  the  faithful  minstrel  of  Ca'iir 

de  Lion  sang  before  every  feudal  castle  in  Germany,  until 

at  last  a  dungeon-keep  gave  back  the  responsive  echo  of 

"  O  Richard !  O  mon  roy  /**     If  Belzoni  died  toilworn  and 

^  dissatisfied — if  Baron  Humboldt  is  still  plodding  his  course 

.through  the  South  American  peninsula,  or  wafted  on  tlie 

I  bosom  of  the  Pacific — ^it  is  because  the  domain  of  science  is 

.  infinite,  and  her  votaries  must  never  rest  i     ,  ;<^. 

"  Fop  there  are  wandopors  o'er  eternity,  ^  '  '  "  • "  *  '• '•'     VV^vV 

Whoso  bark  goes  ou  aud  on,  and  auchorM  ue*er  shall  be  V 

But  v.'hen  Howard  explored  the  secrets-  of  every  prison- 
house  in  Europe,  performing  that  which  Burke  classically 
described  as  "  a  circumnavigation  of  charity ;"  nay,  when, 
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on  a  still  holier  errand,  three  eastern  sages  came  from  tho 
boundaries  of  the  earth  to  do  homage  to  a  cradle ;  think  ye 
not  that  in  theirs,  as  in  every  pilgrim's  progress,  a  light 
unseen  to  others  shone  on  the  path  before  them  ?  derived 
they  not  untiring  vigour  from  tlie  exalted  nature  of  their 
pursuit,  felt  they  not  "  a  pinion  lifting  every  limb  ?"  Such 
arc  the  feelings  which  Tasso  beautifully  describes  when  he 
brings  his  heroes  within  view  of  Sion : 

"  Al  grand  piacer  che  quella  prima  vifita 
Dolcemente  8pir6,  nell*  altrui  petto, 
Alta  contrizion  sucoesse,  mista 
Di  timoroso  e  riyerente  affetto. 
Osano  appena  d*  innalzar  la  vista 
Ver  la  citik,  di  Cristo  albcrgo  cletto, 
DoYO  moi^  dove  sepolto  fue, 
Dove  poi  riyestl  le  membra  sue !" 

Canio  JIL 

I  need  not  tell  you,  Sir  Walter,  that  the  father  of  history, 
.  previous  to  taking  up  the  pen  of  Clio,'  explored  every  monu- 
'  ment  of  Upper  Egypt ;  or  that  Herodotus  had  been  pre- 
^  ceded  by  Homer,  and  followed  by  Pythagoras,  in  this  philo- 
'  Sophie  pilgrimage;  that  Athens  and  Corintli  were  the 
j  favourite  resorts  of  the  Roman  literati,  Sylla,  Lucullua,  and 
■  l^feca'nas,  when  no  longer  the  scats  of  empire ;  and  that 
j  Kome  itself  is,  in  its  turn,  become  as  well  the  haunt  of  the 
'  antiquarian  as  the  poet,  and  the  painter,  and  the  Christian 
,  pilgrim  ;  for  dull  indeed  would  that  man  be,  duller  tlian  tlie 
I  wtagnant  weed  that  vegetates  on  Lethe's  shore,  who  a^j^ain 
would  put  the  exploded  interrogatory,  once  fallen,  not  in- 
'.  ^ptly,  Irom  tho  mouth  of  a  clown — 

"  Qua)  tanta  fuit  Romam  tibi  causa  vidcndi  ?" 

\  I  mean  not  to  deny  that  there  exist  vulgar  minds  and  ^uls 

■  without  refinement,  whose  perceptions  are  of  that  stunted 

■  nature  that  they  can  see  nothing  in  the  "  pass  of  Thernio- 
'  pyla*'*  but  a  gap  for  cattle ;  in  the  "  Forum"    but  a  cow- 

vard  ;  and  for  whom  St.  Helena  itself  is  but  a  barren  roek  : 
but,  thank  Heaven  !  we  are  not  all  yet  come  to  that  unen- 
viable stage  of  utilitarian  philosophy  ;  and  there  is  still  some 
..    hope  left  for  the  Muses*  haunts,  wlieii  lie  of  .'\bh()t^;ford 
^    blushes  not  to  visit  the  castle,  the  stone,  and  the  groves  of 
;    Bkrney. 


\) 
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Nor  ia  he  unsupported  in  the  indulgence  of  this  classic 
fancy ;  for  there  exists  another  pilgrim,  despite  of  modem 
cavils,  who  keeps  up  the  credit  of  the  profession — a  way- 
ward childe,  whose  restless  spirit  has  long  since  spurned 
the  solemn  dulness  of  conventional  life,  preferring  to  hold 
intercourse  with  the  mountain-top  and  tlie  ocean-brink: 
Ida  and  Salamis  ''  are  to  him  companionship  ;'*  and  every 
broken  shaft,  prostrate  capital,  and  marble  fragment  of  that 
sunny  land,  tells  its  tale  of  other  days  to  a  fitting  listener  in 
Harold :  for  him  Etruria  is  a  teeming  soil,  and  the  spirit  of 
song  haunts  Bavenoajtnd  Parthenqpe  :  foy  him 

*  There  is  a  tomb  in  ArquV( 

which  to  the  stoliopeasant  that  wends  hil  away  along  the 
Euganeian  hills  is  mute  indeed  as  the  grave,  nor  breathes 
i  the  name  of  its  indweller ;  but  a  voice  breaks  forth  from 
I  the  mausoleum  at  the  passage  of  Byrou^  the  ashes  of  Pe- 
i  trarch  grow  warm  in  their  marble  bedTand  the  last  wish  of 
'    the  poet  in  his  "  Legacy"  is  accomplished : 

«^  •*  Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  forsaken, 

■"  ""^  Shall  touch  on  thy  cords  in  passing  along, 

O  may  one  thought  of  its  master  waken 
The  sweetest  smile  for  the  Childe  of  Sony  /*' 

SCOTT. 

Proud  and  flattered  as  I  must  feel,  O  most  learned 
divine !  to  be  classified  with  Herodotus,  Pythagoras,  Bel- 
zoni,  Bruce,  and  Byron,  I  fear  much  that  I  am  but  a  sorry 
sort  of  pilgrim,  after  all.  Indeed,  an  eminent  writer  of 
your  church  has  laid  it  down  as  a  maxim,  which  I  suspect 
applies  to  my  case,  "  Qui  mi4t^mjperej5nnanturj^6Bancti- 
ficantur."    Does  not  TBbmas  ^  K!empis  say 'so  7  -    ^ 


PBOUT. 

The  doctrine  may  be  sound ;  but  the  book  from  whicli 
/      you  quote  b  one  of  those  splendid  productions  of  uncertain 
y       authorship  which  we  must  ascribe  to  some  "  great  unknown'*     / 
of  the  dark  ages.  ,  --- .  ! 

SCOTT.  '    ■    ' 

Be  that  as  it  may,  I  can  give  you  a  parallel  sentiment     / 
from  one  of  your  French  poets ;  for  I  understand  you  are 


/-. 


/ 
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partial  to  the  literature  of  that  merry  nation.    The  pilgrim's 
wanderings   are   compared   bj   this  gallic  satirist  to   the      ,(L 
meandering  course    of  a  river  in  G^erman}^  which,  after      ' 
watering  the  plains  of  Protestant  "Wirteraberg  and  Catholic 
Austria,  enters,  by  way  of  finale,  on  the  domains  of  the  CL^* 
Grand  Turk:  ^ 

4-' 

"  J*ai  va  le  Danube  inoonstAnt, 
\     Qui,  tant6t  Gatholique  et  t&nt6t  Protestant, 
Sert  Borne  et  Luther  de  son  onde  ;• 
Mab,  comptant  apr^  pour  rien 
Romain  et  Luthmen, 
/      Finit  Ba  course  vagab<^de 
\^      Ipff^'^trepas  mtoieXhr^tien. 
Baremen^*^en  cbiirant  le  xnoiSHe 
On  deyient  homme  de  bien !" 

By  the  way,  have  you  seen  Stothard's  capital  print,  "  The 
Pilgrimage  to  Canterbury  ?" 

PBOUT. 

Such  orgies  on  pious  pretences  I  cannot  but  deplore,  with 
Chaucer,  Erasmus,  Dryaen,  and  Pope,  who  were  all  of  my 
creed,  and  pointedly  condemned  them.  The  Papal  hierarchy 
in  this  country  have  repeatedly  discountenanced  such  unholy 
doings.  Witness  their  efforts  to  demolish  the  cavern  of 
Loughderg,  called  St.  Patrick's  Purgatory,  that  has  no 
better  claim  to  antiquity  than  our  Blarney  cave,  in  wliich 
"  bats  and  badgers  are  for  ever  bred."  And  still,  concerning 
this  truly  Irish  curiosity,  there  is  a  document  of  a  droll 
description  in  llymer's  "  Foodera,"  in  the  32 d  year  of  Ed- 
ward 111.,  A.D.  1358.  It  is  no  less  than  a  certificate,  duly 
made  out  by  that  good-natured  monarch,  shewing  to  all  moii 
as  how  a  foreign  noblemkn  did  really  visit  the  Cave  of  St. 
Patrick,*  and  passed  a  night  in  its  mysterious  recesses. 

•  Tliifl  is,  we  bclierc,  wliat  Front  alludes  to  ;  and  we  confess  it  is  a 
precious  relic  of  olden  simplicity,  and  ought  to  see  the  light : — 

"  A.D.  1358,  an.  32  Edw.  III. 
"Litterir  testimoniales  super  inor&  in  S*'*  Patricii  Purgatorio.     Ri'x 

universis  et  singiUis  ad  quos  pnesentes  littercD  pervenerint,  salutcm ! 

"  Nobilis  rir  Malatcsta  Ungarus  de  Arimenio,  miles,  ad  proesentiain 
nostram  Tcniens,  mature  nobis  exposuit  quod  ipse  nuper  a  tcrr©  sua) 
dincedens  laribus,  Purgatorium  Sancti  Patricii,  infra  tcrram  nostram 
Iljbcniia;  constitutum^  in  multis  corporis  sui  laboribus  peregrc  visitArat, 
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SCOTT. 

I  was  aware  of  the  existence  of  that  document,  as  also  of 
the  remark  made  by  one  Erasmus  of  Kotterdam  concerning 
.  the  said  cave:  "Non  desunt  hodi(^  qui  desccndunt,  sed 
^  prius  triduano  enecti  jejunio  ne  sano  capite  ingrediantur."  ♦ 
Erasmus,  reverend  friend,  was  an  honour  to  your  cloth ; 
but  as  to  Edward  III.,  I  am  not  surprised  he  should  have 
encouraged  such  excursions,  as  he  Delonged  to  a  family 
whose  patronymic  is  traceable  to  a  pilgrim's  vow.  My 
reverend  friend  is  surely  in  possession  of  the  historic  fact, 

ac  per  intogrsD  dioi  oc  noctis  contiauatam  spatium,  ut  est  moriB,  clausus 
maiiscrat  in  eodcra,  nobis  cum  instantid  supplicando,  ut  in  pncmissorum 
veracius  fulcimentum  regales  nostras  litteras  inde  sibi  conccdere  digna- 
rcniur. 

**Nos  autem  ipsius  peregrinationis  considerantcs  pericidosa  diseri- 
mina,  licet  tanti  nobilis  in  hdc  parte  nobis  assertio  sit  ncce])ta,  quia 
tamen  dilecti  ac  fidelis  nostri  Almarici  de  S*»  Aniando,  militis,  juhticiarii 
nostri  IlybemiiE,  siinul  ac  Prioris  at  ConventiU  loci  dioti  Purgatorii,  ct 
etiam  olionun  auctoritatis  multa;  vironun  litteris,  aliisquc  claris  eviden- 
tiis  informaraur  quod  dictus  nobilis  banc  peregrinationcm  rith  pcrfeccrat 
et  etiam  animof^. 

**  Dignum  duximus  super  bis  testimonium  nostrum  favorabilitcr  ad- 
liibcre,  ut  sublato  cujusTis  dubitationis  involucro,  prvmissorum  Veritas 
singulis  lucidius  patefiat,  lias  litteros  nostras  sigillo  regio  consignatas 
illi  duximus  conccdendas. 

*'Dat'  in  palatio  nostro  Wcst\  xxir  die  Octobris,  1358." 

Rymer't  Faedera^  by  Caley.     London,  1825. 
Vol.  iii.  pt.  i.  p.  408. 

*  Erasmus  in  Adagia,  artic.  de  antro  Trophonii.  See  also  Camden*s 
account  of  tbis  cave  in  bis  Hybemia  DetcriptiOy  edition  of  1594,  p.  671. 
It  is  a  singidar  fact,  thougb  little  known,  that  from  the  visions  said  to 
y  occur  in  this  cavern,  and  bruited  abroad  by  the  fratcniity  of  monks, 
[/  whose  connexion  with  Italy  was  constant  and  intimate,  Dante  took  the 
first  hint  of  his  Divina  Commedia,  //  Purgatorio,  Such  was  the  cele- 
brity this  cave  had  obtained  in  Spain,  that  the  great  dramatist  Caldoron 
made  it  the  subject  of  one  of  his  best  pieces :  and  it  was  so  well  known 
at  the  court  of  Fcrrara,  that  Ariosto  introduced  it  into  his  Orlando 
FuriotOt  canto  x.  stanza  92. 

"Quindi  Ruggier,  poich^  di  banda  in  banda 
Vide  gl*  In^esi,  and6  verso  V  Irlanda 
E  vide  Ibemia  fabulosa,  dove 
II  santo  vecchiarel  feco  la  cava 
In  che  tants  mcrob  par  che  si  trove, 
Che  I'  uom  vi  purga  ogni  sua  oolpa  prava  !*' 
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that  the  name  of  Plantagenet  is  derived  from  nlante  de 
geneaty  a  sprig  of  heath,  which  the  first  Duke  of  Anjou  wore 
in  his  iielmet  as  a  sign  of  penitential  humiliation,  when 
ahout  to  depart  for  the  holy  land :  though  why  a  broom- 
sprig  should  indicate  lowliness  is  not  8atisfac|:orily  explained. 

PROTJT. 

Tlie  monks  of  that  day,  who  are  reputed  to  have  been      '</ 
very  ignorant,  were  perhaps  acquainted  with  the  "  Georgics'* 
of  Virgil,  and  recollected  the  verse — 

"  Quid  majora  sequar  ?     Salicos  humileaque  Genitia" 

II.  434. 

SCOTT. 

I  suppose  there  is  some  similar  recondite  allusion  in  that       . , 
unaccountable  decoration  of  every  holy  traveller's  accoutre-       * 
ment,  the  scollop-shell  ?  or  was  it  merely  used  to  quatf  the 
waters  of  the  brook  ? 

PEOUT. 

It  was  first  assumed  by  the  penitents  who  resorted  to  the 
shrine  of  St.  Jago  di  Compostella,  on  the  western  coast  of 
Spain,  to  betoken  that  they  had  extended  their  penitential 
excursion  so  far  aa  that  sainted  shore ;  just  as  the  palm- 
branch  was  sulllcient  evidence  of  a  visit  to  Palestine.  Did 
not  the  soldiers  of  a  llouian  general  fill  their  helmets  with 
cockles  on  the  brink  of  the  German  Ocean  ?  By  the  by,  ^ 
when  my  laborious  and  learned  friend  the  renowned  Abb6 
Trublet,  in  vindicating  the  deluge  against  Voltaire,  instanced 
the  heaps  of  marine  remains  and  conchylia  on  the  ridge  of  the 
Pyrenees,  the  witty  reprobate  of  Ferney  had  the  unblushing 
effrontery  to  assert  that  those  were  shells  left  behind  by  the 
pilgrin)s  of  St.  Jacques  on  re-crossing  the  mountains. 

SCOTT. 

I  must  not,  meantime,  forget  the  objects  of  my  devotion ; 
and  with  your  beniaon,  reverend  father,  shall  proceed  to 
examine  the  "  stone." 

PBOUT. 

You  be'.iold.  Sir  Walter,  in  this  block  the  most  valuable 
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remnant  of  Ireland's  ancient  glory,  and  the  most  precious 
lot  of  her  Phoenician  inheritance !  Possessed  of  this  trea- 
sure,  she  may  well  be  designated 


First  flower  of  the  earth  and  first  gem  of  the  sea ; 


■A 


for  neither  the  musical  stone  of  Memnon,  that  "  so  sweetly 
played  in  tune,"  nor  the  oracular  stone  at  Delphi,  nor  the 
^.   lapidary  talisman  of  the  Lydian  Gyges,  nor  the  colossal 
^    granite  shaped  into  a  sphinx  in  Upper  Egypt,  nor  Stone- 
\   henge,  nor  the  Pelasgic  walls  of  Italy's  Palaestrina,  offer 
I   so  many  attractions.     The  long-sought  lapis  philosophorum, 
!   compared  with  this  jewel,  dwindles  into  insignificance ;  nay, 
!   the  savoury  fragment  whicli  was  substituted  for  the  infant 
'   Jupiter,  when  Saturn  had  the  mania  of  devouring  his  child* 
/  ren ;  the  Luxor  obelisk  ;  the  treaty-stone  of  Limerick,  with 
;    all  its   historic  endearments ;    the  zodiacal   monument  of 
Denderach,  with  all  its  astronomic  importance ;  the  Elgin 
marbles  with  all  their  sculptured,  the  Arundelian  with  all 
their  lettered  riches, — cannot  for  a  moment  stand  in  com- 
petition with  the  Blarney  block.    AVhat  stone  in  the  world, 
-.    save  this  alone,  can  communicate  to  the  tongue  that  suavity 
•   of  speech,  and  that  splendid  effrontery,  so  necessary  to  get 
\  through  life  ?    Without  this  resource,  how  could  Brougham 
i  have  managed  to  delude  the  English  public,  or  Dan  O'Con- 
'  nell  to  giul  even  his  own  countrymen  ?    How  could  St. 
.'  John  Long  thrive?  or  Dicky  Sheil  prosper?     What  else 
.  could  have  transmuted  mv  old  friend  Pat  Lardner  into  a  man 
'  of  letters— LL.D.,  F.R.S.L.  and  E.,  M.R.I.A.,  F.li.A.S., 
r.L.S.,  F.Z.S.,  F.C.P.S.,  Ac.  &c.  ?    What  would  have  be- 
come of  Spring  Rice  ?  and  who  would  have  heard  of  Charley 
Phillips  ?    When  the  good  fortune  of  the  above-mentioned 
individuals  can  be  traced  to  any  other  source,  save  and 
except  the  Blarney  stone,  I  am  ready  to  renounce  my  belief 
in  it  altogether. 

This  palladium  of  our  country  was  brought  hither  origi- 
nally by  the  Phoenician  colony  that  peopled  Ireland,  and  is 
:  the  best  proof  of  our  eastern  parentage.  The  inhabitants  of 
Tyre  and  Carthage,  who  for  many  years  had  the  Blarney 
stone  in  their  custody,  made  great  use  of  the  privilege,  as 
the  proverbs  ^(/m  Punkas  Tyriasque  bilinyues^  testify.  Hence 


I 
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/  the  orii^ia  of  this  wondrous  talisman  is  of  the  remotest 
/    antiquity. 

j        Strabo,  Diodonis,  and  Pliny,  mention  the  arrival  of  the 
j    Tyriaus  in  Ireland  about  the  year  883  before  Christ,  accord- 
ing to  the  chronology  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  and  the  twenty- 
first  year  after  the  sack  of  Troy. 
I        Now,  to  show  that  in  all  their  migrations  they  carefully 
/    watched  over  this  treasure  of  eloquence  and  source  of  di- 
i.     plomacy,  I  need  only  enter  into  a  few  etymological  details. 
,     Carthage,  where  they  settled  for  many  centuries,  but  which 
\    turns  out  to  have  been  only  a  stage  and  resting-place  in 
j    the  progress  of  their  western  wanderings,  bears  in  its  very 
name  the  trace  of  its  having  had  in  its  possession  and  cus- 
tody the  Blarney  Stone.  This  city  is  called  in  the  Scripture 
Tarsus,  or   Tarshish^  U^'ttnn*  which  in    Hebrew   means  a 
SaluSble  stone,  a  atone  o/priee,  rendered  in  your  authorised  (  ?) 
\    version,  where  it  occurs  in  the  28th  and  89th  chapters  of 
^    Exodus,  by  the  specific  term  ben/l,  a  sort  of  jewel.     In  his 
commentaries  on  this  word,  an  eminent  rabbi,  Jacob  Eodri- 
gues  ISroreira,  the  Spanish  Jew,  says  that  Carthage  is  evi- 
i  •   doutly  the  Tarsus  of  the  Bible,  and  he  reads  tlie  word  thus — 
/    ^JCnn,  accounting   for   the  termination  in   M,  by  whicJi 
!      Cart/iaf/o  becomes  CarshUh,  m  a  very  plausible  way:  **  now," 
J       says  he,  "  our  peoplish  have  do  very  great  kuack  of  ending 
(lore  vords  in^j^;  for  if  you  go  on  the  ^Change,  you  will 
hear  the  great  man  Nicholish  liotchild  calling  the  English 
coin  monuhy — Sec  Lectures  delivered  in  the  JVestern  Si/na- 
ffO(/ue,'hy  ^ .  K.  ]\l. 

But,   further,  docs   it  not  stand  to  rcai^on   that    tlicro 

j      must  be  some  other  latent  way  of  accounting  for  the  pur- 

\     chase  of  as  much  (fround  as  an  ox-hide  would  cover,  besides 

j     tlie  generally  received  and  most  unsatisfactory  explanation  ? 

Tlie  fact  Is,  the  Tyrians  bought  as  nuich  kind  as  their  Blarney 

stone  wouhl  require  to  lix  itself  solidly, — 

"  Tfturino  q\uintiim  potuit  circumdarc  t.^rgo  ;" 

and  having  got  that  much,  by  the  talismanic  stone  tliey 
',      humbui^ged  and  deluded  the  simple  natives,  and  iinally  be- 
came the  masters  of  Afriea. 

SCOTT. 

/       I  confess  you  have  thrown  a  new  and  unexpected  light  on 

-  T.    *> 

Ml         »^ 
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a  most  obscure  passage  in  ancient  historj;  but  how  the 
stone  got  at  last  to  the  county  of  Cork,  appears  to  me  a 
dii&cult  transition.     It  must  give  you  great  trouble. 

PEOTJT. 

My  dear  sir,  don't  mention  it !  It  went  to  Minorca  with 
a  chosen  body  of  Carthaginian  adventurers,  who  stole  it 
away  as  tbyr  noflt  anfii^guard  on  the  expedition.  They  iirst 
settledji^^ort  Maho^/— a  spot  so  called  from  the  clan  of 
the^fMahonysyrfpowerful  andprolific  race  still  flourishing 
in  this  co\rftt<;  just  as  the^TJUe^ad  been  previously  so 
namfe'd  from  the  tribe  of  theU)'Neili,  its  abonginal  inhabi- 
tants. All  these  matters,  axLchoMSty  more  curious  points,  will 
be  one  day  revealed  to  the  world  by  my  friend  Henry 
O'Brien,  in  his  work  on  the  Eound  Towers  of  Ireland.  Sir, 
we  built  the  pyramids  before  we  left  Egypt ;  and  all  those 
obelisks,  sphinxes,  and  Memnonic  stones,  were  but  emblems 
of  the  great  relic  before  you. 

George  Knapp,  who  had  looked  up  to  Prout  with  dumb 
amazement  from  the  commencement,  here  pulled  out  his 
spectacles,  to  examine  more  closely  the  old  block,  while  Scott 
shook  his  head  doubtingly. 

"  I  can  convince  the  most  obstinate  sceptic,  Sir  Walter," 
continued  the  learned  doctor,  "  of  the  intimate  connexion 
that  subsisted  between  us  and  those  islands  which  the  Eo- 
mans  called  insula  Baleares,  without  knowing  the  signification 
of  the  words  which  they  thus  applied.  That  they  were  so 
called  from  the  Blarney  stone,  will  appear  at  once  to  any 
person  accustomed  to  trace  Celtic  derivations :  the  Ulster 
king  of  arms.  Sir  William  Betham,  has  shown  it  by  the  fol- 
lowing scale." 

Here  Prout  traced  with  his  cane  on  the  muddy  floor  of  the 
castle  the  wojii^ 

IT" -'"■^- — -^ 

SCOTT. 

Prodigious !  !My  reverend  friend,  you  have  set  tlie  point 
at  rest  for  ever — rem  acu  tctigisti !  Have  the  goodness  to 
proceed.  " ' — 
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PEOTJT. 


.      Setting  sail  from  Minorca,  the  expedition,  after  encoimter- 

[   ing  a  desperate  storm,  cleared  the  Pillars  of  Hercules/and 

landing  in  the  Cove  of  Cork,  deposited  their  treasure  in  the 

greenest  spot  and  the  shadiest  groves  of  this  beautiful  vi- 

cuiity. 

SCOTT. 

How  do  you  account  for  their  being  left  by  the  Cartha- 
ginians in  quiet  possession  of  this  inv^uable  deposit  P 

PEOTJT. 

They  had  sufficient  tact  (derived  from  their  connexion 
with  the  stone)  to  give  out,  that  in  the  storm  it  had  been 
thrown  overboard  to  relieve  the  ship,  in  latitude  86°  l^'^, 
longitude  24°.  A  search  was  ordered  by  the  senate  of  Car- 
thage, and  the  Mediterranean  was  dragged  without  effect ; 
I  but  the  mariners  of  that  sea,  according  to  Yirgil,  retained  a 
superstitious  reverence  for  every  submarine  appearance  of 
a  stone  : 

*'  Saxa  Tocant  Itali  mediis  qiuD  in  fluotibus  aras  I" 

And  Aristotle  distinctly  says,  in  his  treatise  "  De  Mirandis," 
quoted  by  the  erudite  Justus  Lipsius,  that  a  law  was  enacted 
against  any  further  intercourse  with  Ireland.  His  words 
are  :  '^  In  mari,  extra  Herculis  Columnas,  insulam  desertam 
invcntam  fuisse  9ylvd  nemorosam,  in  quam  crebr6  Carthagini- 
enses  comme&rint,  et  sedes  etiam  tixerint:  sed  veriti  ne 
nimis  cresceret,  et  Carthago  laberetur,  edicto  cavisse  ne 
quis  pcend  capitis  eb  deinceps  navigaret." 

The  fact  is.  Sir  Walter,  Ireland  was  always  considered  a 
lucky  spot,  and  constantly  excited  the  jealousy  of  Greeks, 
liomans,  and  people  of  every  country.  The  Athenians 
thought  that  the  gliosts  of  departed  heroes  were  transferred 
to  our  fortunate  island,  which  they  call,  in  the  war-song  of 
Harmodius  and  Aristogiton,  the  land  of  O's  and  Macs : 


/; 


Jftiffoig  o'  fv  MAK  a^*  UN  <n  (paffiv  nvau 


And  the  "  Groves  of  Blarney  "  have  been  commemorated 
by  the  Greek  poe'EsmaHy  centuries  before  the  Christian  era. 


< 
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SCOTT. 

There  is  certainly  somewhat  of  Grecian  simplicity  in  the 
.         old  song  itself ;  and  if  Pindar  had  been  an  Irishman,  I  think 
\]         he  would  have  celebrated  this  favourite  haunt  in  a  style  not 
very  difterent  from  Millikin's  classic  rhapsody. 

PEOTJT. 

Millikin,  the  reputed  author  of  that  song,  was  but  a 
simple  translator  from  the  Greek  original.  Indeed,  I  have 
discovered,  when  abroad,  in  the  library  of  Cardinal  Mazarin, 
an  old  Greek  manuscript,  which,  after  diligent  examination, 
I  am  convinced  must  be  the  oldest  and  "  princeps  editio  " 
of  the  song.  I  begged  to  be  allowed  to  copy  it,  in  order 
that  I  might  compare  it  with  the  ancient  Iiatin  or  Vulgate 
translation  which  is  preserved  in  the  Brera  at  Milan  ;  and 
from  a  strict  and  minute  comparison  with  that,  and  with  the 
\,  Norman- French  copy  which  is  appended  to  Doomsday-book, 
and  the  Celtic-Irish  fragment  preserved  by  Crofton  Croker, 
(rejecting  as  spurious  the  Arabic,  Armenian,  and  Chaldaic 
stanzas  on  the  same  subject,  to  be  found  in  the  collection  of 
the  Koyal  Asiatic  Society,)  I  have  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  Ghreeks  were  the  undoubted  original  contrivers  of 
that  splendid  ode ;  though  whether  we  ascribe  it  to  Tyrtajua 
or  Callimachus  will  depend  on  future  evidence  ;  and  per- 
ha])8.  Sir  Walter,  you  would  give  me  your  opinion,  as  I  have 
copies  of  all  the  versions  I  allude  to  at  my  dwelling  on  the 
hill. 

SCOTT. 

I  cannot  boast,  learned  father,  of  much  vovg  in  Hellenistic 
matters ;  but  shoidd  find  myself  quite  at  home  in  the  Gaelic 
and  Norman-French,  to  inspect  which  I  shall  with  pleasure 
accompany  you :  so  here  I  kiss  the  stone ! 

The  wonders  of  "  the  castle,"  and  "  cave,"  and  "  lake," 
were  speedily  gone  over ;  and  now,  according  to  the  usage 
of  the  dramatist,  modo  Roma,  modb  ponit  Alhetih,  we  shift 
\  the  scene  to  the  tabernacle  of  Father  Prout  on  "VVater^rass- 
hill,  where,  round  a  small  table,  sat  Scott,  Knapp,  and  Prout 
•-A  triumvirate  of    critics   never  equalled.     The  papers 
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fell  into  my  hands  when  the  table  was  cleared  for 
tlie  subsequent  repast ;  and  thus  I  am  able  to  submit 
to  the  world's  decision  what  these  three  could  not  de- 
cide, viz.  tchich  is  the  original  version  of  the  "  Groves  of 
Blarney."  —  -^. 

P.S.  At  the  moment  of  going  to  press  with  the  Doric, 
the  Vulgate,  and  Gallic  texts  in  juxta-position  with  the  sup- 
posed original,  (Corcagian)  a  iifth  candidate  for  priority 
starts  up,  the  Italic,  said  to  be  sung  by  Garibaldi  in  oivouac 
amid  the  wooda  over  Lake  Como,  May  25,  f 859. 


T)l  Hkimo*  i  bowlii 
1)ri,  benclii  fofdii, 
In  vcni  Totclii 

Vorroi  omtar— 
TJi  doTo  moschi 
tSon  fiori  freicbi 
Bon  pittorctchi 

Pel  paMOffUur. 
Vi  »ono  gifrU 
Itianch'  o  TcrmifrU 
ill*  of^nn  lie  pigli 

In  lilkTth — 
Atu-h*  mloroso 
^1  oo/rlinn*  roFO 
J  ):i  ^iovin'  v\yQ9Q. 

Kior  di  bi*lt& ! 

MilidiOifro  ^ 
^■i  ^T'Mlr  (Jill  frii 
iMiniciiPU  cifra 

IH  ricolii  Ik'ii, 
y.  tiitti  s:)i)ii(> 
^  •  (';irltiniiiii!i<> 
1)  (\'?i:in'  Iiniino 

I'iu  cor  lu'l  s*rn. 
■  1  lltT*  (.'mniwi'llo 
■^^  *-:i,  fn  (jih'llo 
I  ir  a  Mii>  en?*!*  11 J 

A-'.alto  (lii*, 
".  I  lift-  i»«To 
<  !r  Olivirro 
A I  (piiirtiri-o 

La  breccia  fu  1 


i  Sotf ci^i  lit  Blamca. 

Quel  luoghi  dtmqiio 
Yeggo;  ohiunaua 
Brama  spelunciio 

Non  cerch*  in  van, 
Dpntr*  una  grotta 
Ti*5  flora  btta 
Mai  interrotta 

Fra  gatti  stran*. 
l^fa  fuor  si  serba 
Di  musco  cd  erba 
Sod  in  BU]HTba 

IVr  qui  ]iC5oar 
Nt'l  In^o  aii^uillc ; 
Poi  fiiggi  niillo 
L^iietjue  tmnquiUo 

Stan  per  ombrar. 

Con  clifto  passo 
Si  va  a  t«]^a!«so 
Qui,  fin  chc  InsBO 

Si  vuol  seder ; 
11  tristo  aninnto 
I'uo  Ic^TRtT  Dante 
Oil  ancoitar  canti 

Drlio  pivitT. 
]*oi  PC  la  gonna 
]>i  gontil  donna, 
^I'on  niii'a  nonna, 

Vicn  (|u.a  ]>a<sar, 
11  (•(>rl«*irginuo 
Non  ])ngh'  in  vano 
Sttn'bbo  btrano 

Di  non  aiuur ! 


Intomo,  parmi, 
Scolpiti  marmi 
Vi  son,  per  fiimii 

Stupir  ancor* ; 
Quci  sombran'  esRcro 
Plutarch*  c  Ccsaro 
Con  Nobuchnezzoro, 

Vencro  od  Amor ! 
Stan,  cosa  unica, 
Qui  sonza  tunica ! 
Mont  re  comunica 

Con  altro  mar* 
LogjriJHlra  barca  ;  — 
Ma  fi  viiol'  IVtmriM 
IVr  la  gran  oarca 

Di  quel  narrar. 

Sart^  ben  basso 
So  oltrt*  jmsso 
Un  oiTto  t«asso 

D*  alto  valor ; 
111  t*u  hi  faocia 
Di  obi  lo  baocin 
JVroniic  tnicoia 

Hitnan  talor : 
i}\\\}\  ^^i  tlistinguo 
( 'on  nsar  linguc 
i'i(Mi  di  liiHingho 

l*cr  in^rninnr : 
I'aniosa  IMctra  ! 
j\Iia  nniii'  ootra 
Or  qui  dipongo 

Su  quest'  altar*  I 


1 
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L 

Tlic  groves  of  Blamej, 
They  look  so  charming, 
Down  by  the  purlings 
Of  sweet  silent  brooks, 
All  docked  by  posies 
Tliat  spontaneous  grow  there, 
Planted  in  order 
In  the  rocky  nooks. 
Tis  there  the  daisy, 
And  the  sweet  carnation, 
Tlie  blooming  pink, 
And  the  rose  so  fair ; 
Likewise  the  lily. 
And  the  daffodilly— 
All  flowers  that  scent 
The  sweet  open  air. 

II. 

•Tis  Lady  Jeffers 
Owns  this  plantation ; 
Like  Alexander, 
Or  like  Ilelen  fair. 
There's  no  conunander 
In  all  the  nation. 
For  regulation 
Can  with  her  compare. 
Such  walls  surround  her. 
That  no  nine-pounder 
Could  ever  plunder 
Her  place  of  strength  ; 
But  Oliver  Cromwell, 
Her  he  did  pommel. 
And  made  a  breach 
In  her  battlement. 


Ls  Bois  D£  Blabkatx. 

I. 

Charmans  hoeaget ! 
Tout  fM  ravistez, 
Qite  d*avantage9 
Votts  rSunistfz  ! 
Bochert  tauvageSf 
PaisiMes  ruisaeaux, 
Tetidret  ramaget 
De  gentiU  oiseaux : 
Dant  ee  doux  parage 
Aimable  Nature 
A  fait  etalage 
jystemelle  verdure; 
Et  letjleurt^  h  ineture 
Qu*ellet  eroistentf  i  ration 
De  la  belle  eaiton 
Font  bnller  leur  parure, 

IL 
(Teei  Madame  de  JrfftrtM, 
Femme  pleine  daddreue, 
Qtti  tur  eet  beaux  deurta 
It^ne  en  Jlire  prinee*se. 
EUe  exeree  te*  droits 
Comme  dame  mattregsCy 
Dane  cette  fortereete 
Que  la  hautje  roia. 
Flue  tage  millefoie 
Qu*  H/letih  ou  CUopatre, 
Cronwel  eetdput  tabbutrc^ 
La  mettant  aux  abolM^ 
Quand^  allumatU  $n  mvche^ 
Point  fie  tira  au  hasard^ 
Mate  bien  dans  ton  rempart 
Fit  irrSparable  briche. 
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a. 

Ti7c  BXapvia;  ai  vXni 
Ofpiffrac,  iraXXt^vXXai, 
'Grow  ffiyy  pcovffi 
ni|yat  i^iOvpt^ovcrai* 
*EKOVTa  ytvvtiOivra 
'Ofi«i»C  7  f  ^vrf  vdcvra 
UlcffrrofC  IV  ayKOvttrtriv 
K<fr*  av^i*  9rerpw^t<7(riv. 
Kcii  f  (rr*  oyXaiij/ia 
rXvjcv  ftai  fpvf)i)/Aa. 
Ifli'  r'  fjcfi  daXoi'  Tt 
UatriXiKQv  polov  rt* 
Kcti  Xcipiov  rf  ^vfi, 
AfffoccXac  rf  jSpvfc, 
XlaiT*  avBiii*  it  icaXytriv 


Blarneum  Nemus. 

I. 

Quisquis  hlo  in  leetiB 
Gaudes  errare  viretis, 
Turrigeras  rapes 
Blamea  saxa  stupes ! 
Murmure  duxn  csdco 
Lympharum  perstrepit  echo, 
Quas  veluti  mutas 
Ire  per  arva  putas. 
Multus  in  hoc  luoo 
Bubet  undique  flos  sine  fuoo^ 
Ac  ibi  formosam 
Cernis  ubique  rosam; 
Suaviter  hi  flores 
Miscent  ut  amabis  odores ; 
Nee  requiem  demus, 
Nam  placet  omne  nemus  I 


Tavrtic  IE«EPRS£A 
KaX>;  Kai  ^apiinoa 
*Q^  'liXivrj,  a»f  r*  vJof 
Tov  A^fiCt'OQ  6  Sto^f 
♦i'r»»ac  KfT*  avaaorj. 
Jtpvy  T  iv  arraay 
Oi/rif  ^3porutv  ycvoiro 
'Of  avry  ovfupipoirOf 
OiKouofiiiv  yap  oUt. 
Tctxot  Totroi  Totoi  it 
AvTrfv  afi^ittrt^ovrai^ 
TloXiftiKfj  *0Q  PpovTrj 
"hlarrjv  viv  {^aW  utg  I'lputq 
Kpofii/fXXoc  0\t<ptjpoc 
Enptfc,  il  avatrac 
AKpowoXnoQ  TTipaaaQ, 


II. 

Foemina  dux  horum 
Rcgnat  Jeferessa  locorum, 
Pace,  virngo  gravis, 
Marteque  pejor  avis ! 
Africa  non  atram 
Coraponerct  ci  Clcopatram, 
Nee  Dido  constares ! 
Non  habet  ilia  pares. 
Turrc  manens  istA 
NuM  est  violanda  balistA : 
Turris  erat  diris 
Non  pcnetranda  viris ; 
Cromwellus  latum 
Tamen  iUlc  fecit  hiatum, 
Et  ludos  hcros 
Lucit  in  arce  feros  I 
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ni. 


ni. 


There  is  a  cave  where 
No  daylight  enters, 
But  cats  and  badgers 
Are  for  ever  bred ; 
And  mossed  by  nature 
Makes  it  completer 
Than  a  coach-and-six. 
Or  a  downj-bod. 
*Tis  there  the  lake  is 
Well  stored  with  fishes, 
And  comely  eels  in 
The  Tordant  mud ; 
Besides  the  leeches, 
And  groves  of  beeches. 
Standing  in  order 
To  guard  the  flood. 


//  eat  aoiu  ee$  valhM 
Une  sombre  eaveme, 
OujamaU  nou$  n*aUons 
Qu*artnS9  tTune  lanteme. 
La  mouaeeen  eette  proUe 
Tapitaant  ehaque  motU 
Vbua  of  re  dea  aofaa ; 
£l  la  ae  irouve  unie 
La  douee  aymphonie 
Dea  hiboux  et  dea  chata. 
Tout  pria  on  voit  un  lae^ 
Ok  lea  poiaaona  ^fluent, 
Avce  aaaes  de  aangauea 
Pour  en  remplir  un  aae  ; 
Bt  aur  eea  borda  champvtrca 
On  a  plants  dea  hetrea. 


IV. 


IV. 


Tlicrc  gravel  walks  arc 
For  recreation, 
And  meditation 
In  sweet  solitude. 
'Tis  there  the  lover 
May  licar  the  dove,  or 
The  gentle  plover. 
In  the  afternoon ; 
And  if  a  lady 
Would  be  BO  engaging 
As  for  to  walk  in 
Those  shady  groves, 
'Tis  there  the  courtier 
Might  soon  transport  her 
Into  some  fort,  or 
The  *<iweet  rook-doee." 


let  I'homttte  atrahilaire 
Un  aentier  peut  ehoiair 
Pour  y  suivir  h  loisir 
Son  rive  aolitaire^ 
Quand  une  nymphe  erueUe 
Va  mia  au  dSaeapoir, 
Sana  qu'ilpuiaae  emouvoir 
L'ineanralle  belle, 
QueidoujF  repoaje  goute, 
Aaaia  aur  ee  gazon  / 
J)u  roaaignolj'Sooute 
Le  tendre  diapaao»» 
Ah!  dana  eet  antra  noir 
Puiaae  ma  L^iore, 
Cella  que  mon  eoBur  adore^ 
Vemrfitrihe  emaoirt 
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Km  avTpov  lar"*  ikh  ^t 
'Oy'  Vfiep*  ovKOT  €40«, 

MfXctc  ^(  Kai  yaXai  ev 
Avrtp  rpi^ovrai  aifV 
HvrfXitrrtpov  ^vov  re 
Af(^i(  iroiei  Ppvov  yt 

11  jcoiri|c  touXoio* 
Ix^veofv  re  /if(rri| 
Aiftvi;  fc(i  irapcffri^ 
K'ey^^fXifC  ^voveri 
Kf  tXvi  0aXov<ry* 
B^fXX/xi  rf  f ((Tcv  aXXa 
^Jl/wv  rf  aX(n|  caX*  & 
'^Tixi^<f'  <w«  r«rai:rai, 
A2f  poi|  irtfvKaKrai. 


m. 

Hie  tenebrosa  caYema 
Est,  gattorumque  tabema, 
Talp&  habitata  pigro, 
Non  sine  fele  nlgro } 
MuBcus  iners  olli 
Strayit  loca  tegmine  molli 
Lectio®,  ut  plumis 
Mollior  esset  humus : 
Inque  lacu  anguillffi 
Luteo  nant  gurgite  mille ; 
Quo  nat,  arnica  luti, 
Hostis  hirudo  cuti : 
Grande  decus  pagi, 
FluTii  stant  margiue  fagi ; 
Quodque  tegunt  ramo 
Labile  flumen  amo ! 


AiQ'va^  y'  ex".  ''''o('«««c 

Ei'i'oiar  re  Oiiav 
Knr'  tprjfiiav  yXuKuaV 
KK«Tri  Kai  fpaary 
Me&'  e(T7re()av  aXa<Try 
Acoi^ftv  t]  Tprjpojv*  tj 
I'f,  fiiKpi  \iyvtpu)Vi ! 
El  nt  re  Kai  ^tonoiva 

E<ft  KltXtJ  piVOiVif 

KXciadai  rifXivtaai 

Iffujg  IV  ffKlOKTfftf 

Tic  ivyivrjg  ytvoiro 
Avrrjv  of  awayotro 

KlQ  TTVpyOV  Ti  TJ  TrpOQ  (Te, 

12  XtOii'oy  cirtos  ye  ! 


IV. 

Corn  is  in  has  vallcs 
Qii6  ducunt  tramito  callcs, 
Ilunc  mente  in  sedem 
Per  mcditanto  pcdein, 
Qiiisquis  ados,  belhB 
Transfixus  amoro  puclhs 
Aut  patrifiD  car© 
Tempus  inane  dare ! 
Duraquc  jaces  herbA, 
Turtur  Act  voce  supcrba, 
Arboreoque  throno 
Flct  philomela  sono  : 
Spelunca  apparet 
Qiiara  dux  Trojan  us  amai'ct, 
In  siinili  nido 
Nam  fuit  icta  Dido. 


GO 
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V. 

There  are  statues  gracing 
This  noble  place  in — 
All  heathen  gods, 
And  nymphs  so  fair ; 
Bold  Neptune,  Cesar, 
And  Nebuchadnezzar, 
All  standing  naked 
In  the  open  air ! 
There  is  a  boat  on 
The  lake  to  float  on, 
And  lots  of  beauties 
Which  I  can't  entwine : 
But  were  I  a  preacher. 
Or  a  classic  teacher. 
In  ereiy  feature 
I*d  make  'em  shine  I 


\. 


\ 


\ 


There  is  a  stone  thcrd; 

That  whoever  kisses. 

Oh !  he  ncrer  misses 

To  grow  eloquent. 

'Tis  he  majr  clamber 

To  a  lady's  chamber. 

Or  become  a  member        \ 

Of  parliament; 

A  clever  spouter  * 

IIe*ll  sure  turn  out,  or       » 

An  out-and-outer, 
I     "  To  be  let  alone," 
i    Don't  hope  to  hinder  him, 
\    Or  to  bewilder  him  j 
\  Sure  he's  a  pilgrim  \ 

i  From  the  Blarney  stone  !*    \ 

•  End  of  Minikin's  TransUtion  of 
tbt  QroTM  of  BUroej. 


V. 

Dans  ou  eiatiigu$t  Ueus 
Plus  (Pune  ttatue  hriUe^ 
Et  aeprSunte  atue  yeujt 
En  parfait  (UshoHlte  I 
Lh  Neptune  on  diteeme^ 
Et  Jules  CSsar  en  plomb, 
Et  Venus,  et  le  trone 
JDu  OSnSral  Holoferne, 
Veut-on  voguer  au  large 
Sur  eelaet  un  esqwf 
Offre  a  Vamaleur  eraintif 
Les  chances  d^un  naufrage. 
Que  ne  suis-Je  un  JTugOf 
Ou  gudqu^auteur  en  vogue, 
En  ee  genre  i6glogus» 
Je  n*auraispas  d*/gaux. 


VI. 
Une  pierre  s*y  rencontre, 
Estimable  trStor, 
Qui  vaut  son  poids  en  or 
Au  guide  qui  la  montre. 
Qui  haise  ce  monument, 
Acquiert  la  parole 
Qui  doueement  cajole; 
II  devient  Eloquent 
Au  boudoir  d'une  dame 
Jl  sera  bien  refu, 
Et  mSme  h  son  ins^u 
Fera  nattre  uneflamme. 
Homme  a  bonnes  fortunes, 
A  lui  on  peut  sejler 
Pour  mystf/ter 
La  Chambre  des  Communes  f 

t  let  ilnUt  le  PoJ^me  dit  1p  HoIb  Oo  r.Inr- 
Bftfe,  eopU  da  Lirre  de  DoomnAmye^  a.  x». 
10». 
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t. 


£<m  ^10 V  Toirov  rt. 

TdrV  lOviKt^V  9lUIV  Ttj 

Twy  ^pvaZtav  KoKtav  rt* 
lloatitw  ijit  Kaicap 

T*  1^0 1'  "Safiix^^^^^^^' 
£v  aiSptq,  diravrac 
Ecrr*  i^f  IV  yVfivovQ  oravraQ, 
Ev  Xifivy  fffrt  rXoiov, 
Ec  nc    irXfciv  $k\oi  aV 
Kai  caXa  o<r<7'  i  yw  <7ot 
Otf  iwaft*  tKTVKwffaf 
AXX*  fi  y*  f (i}v  XoyiffrifC} 
U  ^i^a<rcaXoc  <ro^i<rri|c» 
Tor*  f (o;(wrar*  av  ao4 
AfcCac^t  ro  airav  <roi. 


V. 

Plombea  signa  De^ 

Nemus  omant,  grande  trophiDum ! 

Stas  ibi,  Bacche  teres  I 

Nee  sine  frugo  Geres, 

Neptunique  yago 

De  flumine  surgit  imago ; 

Julius  hie  Cesar 

Stat,  Nabechud  que  Nezar! 

Navicula  insonti 

Dat  cuique  pericula  ponti. 

Si  quis  C7mb&  hilc  cum 

Yult  super  ire  lacum. 

Carmini  huic  ter  sum 

ConatuB  h)o  addere  yersum : 

Pauper  at  ingenio. 

Plus  nihil  inyenio ! 


E«ci  \i$ov  r*  ivpf7(Tctc, 
AvTOV  lAtv  It  ^iXrjatiQ 
KuBmftov  TO  ^iXtifia' 
Pffrwp  yap  irapaxfiTifia 
TtvilOfat  av  BhpoQj 
VvvaiKi  t'  tpartiycg, 
^ifxfOTartjf,  TS  XaXwv 
Ef  /3ot;Xy  Tutv  fitr  aXXuiv 
Kai  iv  ruic   ayopauri 
*'  KaOoXiKat^"  fioaiai 
AfJiioQ  ffoi  'KoXovQriffiif 
"Kai  x"P^C  <'0i  Kporrjati 
*i}Q  ai'^pi  Ttf)  fKyiartft 
Arjfioyopvjv  r  apiari^' 
Q  iivoc  ovpavcvce 
Ata  UXapviKov  XiQov  y'  y.* 

•  TtXovrnt  *YAnv  h\itvpiKr\T.  Ex  Co- 
dice  VAtJc.Tettuti^is,  incert.iDTi  circa 
aii.8aLCM, 


VI. 

Fortunatam  autem 
Premuerunt  oscula  coutem 
(Fingcpo  diim  conor 
Pebitus  huic  sic  honor)  : 
Quam  bene  tu  lingis 
Qui  saxi  oracula  lingis, 
Eloquioquc  sapis 
Quod  dedit  ille  lapis ! 
Gratus  homo  beliis 
Fit  unctis  mello  labcllis, 
Gratus  erit  populo 
Oscula  dans  scopulo ; 
Fit  8ubit6  orator, 
Caud^quc  sequente  senator. 
Scanderc  Tis  irthrum  ? 
Hanc  vcnerarc  pctram  \f 

t  Explicit  hie  Cat  men  d^  Nomore  F'.lar- 
nensi.  Ex  Codice  No.  464  in  UibliothecA 
Breras  apud  MedioUnum. 
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leir  ^1)  be  learnt  beAijAir  au  a|c  reo 
^An  ctteuo-SOArcuAn)  v)o  IjcXetj  CAofi; 

Corib>«l  leici  cuii)  AfiiAcrAir  b*  r-5^oA|l. 

Ca  cAirleAft  'oA  c]on)CToU.  i^Aleopic  pleufttA, 

tt  bAiiATd  ccaqa  b'AnsMt)  1JA  rsnior ; 

Jlcc  Ol]ben  Cfton)fMl ;  6'|:<^5  50  fAo  f. 
Vlf  ft]r;  bcAftriA  i^^oft  ]oi)a  pJxlcA  ffij.* 


No.  III. 

FATHEll  PBOUT's   CAEOUSAL. 

"  Ho  spread  his  vcgctablo  store, 
And  gaily  pressed  and  smiled ; 
And,  skilled  m  legendary  lore, 
The  lingering  hours  beguiled." 

CK)LDSMITU. 

Befobe  we  resume  the  thread  (or  yam)  of  Frank  Cress- 
well's  narrative  concerning  the  memorable  occurrences 
which  took  place  at  Blarney,  on  the  remarkable  occasion  of 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  visit  to  "  the  groves,"  we  feel  it  impera- 
tive on  us  to  set  ourselves  right  with  an  illustrious  corre- 
spondent, relative  to  a  most  important  particular.  Wo 
have  received,  through  that  useful  medium  of  the  inter- 
change of  human  thought,  "  the  twopenny  jiost,"  a  letter 
whicn  we  think  of  the  utmost  consequence,  inasmuch  as  it 
goes  to  impeach  the  veracity,  not  of  Father  Prout  (patrem 
quU  dicere /alsum  audeat  f),  but  of  the  young  and  somewhat 
facetious  barrister  who  has  been  the  volunteer  chronicler  of 
his  life  and  conversations. 

For  the  better  understanding  of  the  thing,  as  it  is  likely 
to  become  a  qutealio  vexata  in  other  quarters,  we  may  bo 
allowed  to  bring  to  recollection  that,  m  enumerating  the 

*  Fragment  of  a  Celtic  MS.,  from  the  King's  Library,  Copcnhn.'^on. 
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many  eminent  men  who  had  kissed  the  Blarney  stone  during 
Prout*8  residence  in  the  parish — an  experience  extending 
itself  over  a  period  of  nearly  half  a  century — Doctor  D. 
Lardner  was  triumphantly  mentioned  by  the  benevolent  and 
simple-minded  incumbent  of  Watergrasshill,  as  a  proud  and 
incontestable  instance  of  the  virtue  and  efficacy  of  the  talis- 
man^  applied  to  the  most  ordinary  materials  with  the  most 
miraculous  result.  Instead  of  feeling  a  lingering  remnant 
of  gratitude  towards  the  old  parent-block  for  such  super- 
natural interposition  on  his  behalf,  and  looking  back  to  that 
"  kiss"  with  fond  and  filial  recollection — instead  of  allowing 
"the  stone"  to  occupy  the  greenest  spot  in  the  wilderness 
of  his  memory — "  the  stone"  that  first  sharpened  his  intel- 
lect, and  ou  which  ought  to  be  inscribed  the  line  of  Horace, 

"  Fungor  vice  cotis,  acutum 
Boddere  qiUD  valeat  fcrrum,  exsors  ipsa  secandi" — 

instead  of  thirf  praiseworthy  expression  of  tributary  acknow- 
ledgment, the  Doctor  writes  to  us  denying  all  obligation  in 
the  quarter  alluded  to,  and  contradicting  most  fiatly  the 
"soft  impeachment"  of  having  kissed  the  stone  at  all.  His 
note  is  couched  in  such  peevish  terms,  and  conceived  in  such 
fretful  mood,  that  we  protest  we  do  not  recognise  the  tamo 
and  usually  unexcited  tracings  of  his  gentle  pen ;  but  ratlicr 
suspect  he  has  been  induced,  by  some  medical  wag,  to  use  a 
quill  plucked  from  the  membranous  integument  of  that  cele- 
brated "  man-porcupine  "  who  has  of  late  exhibited  his  hir- 
Buteness  at  the  Middlesex  hospital. 

"London  University ^  May  St/t, 

"Sin, 

"  I  owe  it  to  the  great  cause  of  *  Useful  Know- 
ledge,' to  which  I  have  dedicated  my  past  labours,  to  rebut 
temperately,  yet  firmly,  the  assertion  reported  to  have  been 
made  by  the  late  Rev.  IVlr.  Prout  (for  whom  I  liad  a  higli 
regard),  in  conversing  with  the  late  Sir  Walter  Scott  on  the 
occasion  alluded  to  in  your  ephemeral  work  ;  particularly  as 
1  find  the  statement  re-asserted  by  that  widely-circulated 
journal  the  Morning  Herald  of  yesterday's  date.  Were 
either  the  reverend  clergyman  or  the  distinguished  baronet 
now  living,  I  would  appeal  to  their  candoui*,  and  so  shamo 
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the  inventor  of  that  tale.  But  as  both  are  withdrawn  bj 
death  from  the  literary  world,  I  call  on  you,  sir,  to  insert  in 
your  next  Number  this  positive  denial  on  my  part  of  liaving 
ever  kissed  that  stone ;  tlie  supposed  properties  of  which,  I 
am  ready  to  prove,  do  not  bear  the  test  of  chyniical  analysis. 
1  do  recollect  having  been  solicited  by  the  present  Lord 
Chancellor  of  England  (and  also  of  the  London  University), 
whom  I  am  proud  to  call  my  friend  (though  you  have  given 
him  the  sobriquet  of  Bridlegoose,  with  your  accustomed  want 
of  deference  for  great  names),  to  join  him,  when,  many  years 
ago,  he  privately  embarked  on  board  a  "Westmoreland  collier 
to  perform  his  devotions  at  Blarney.  That  circumstance  is 
of  old  date :  it  was  about  the  year  that  Paris  w^as  taken  by 
the  allies,  and  certainly  previous  to  the  Queen's  trial.  But 
I  did  not  accompany  the  then  simple  Harry  B rout/ham^  con- 
tent with  what  nature  had  done  for  me  in  that  particular 
department. 

'^  You  will  please  insert  this  disavowal  from, 

"  Sib, 
"  Tour  occasional  reader, 

"DlONTSIUS  Labdiseb,  D.D. 

**  P.S.  — If  you  neglect  me,  I  shall  take  care  to  state  my 
own  case  in  the  Cyclopjedia.  1*11  prove  that  the  block  at 
Blarney  is  an  *  Aerolithe,*  and  that  your  statement  as  to  its 
Phoenician  origin  is  unsupported  by  historical  evidence. 
KecoUect,  you  have  thrown  the  first  stone." 

Now,  after  considering  these  things,  and  much  pondering 
on  the  Doctor's  letter,  it  seemed  advisable  to  refer  the 
matter  to  our  reporter,  Frank  Cresswell  aforesaid,  who  has 
given  us  perfect  satisfaction.  By  him  our  attention  was 
called,  first,  to  the  singular  bashfulness  of  the  learned  man, 
in  curtailing  from  his  signature  the  usual  appendages  that 
shed  such  lustre  o'er  his  name.  He  lies  before  us  in  this 
epistle  a  simple  D.D.,  whereas  he  certainly  is  entitled  to 
write  himself  F.E.S.,  M.E.I.A.,  F.R.A.S.,  F.L.S.,  F.Z.S., 
F.C.P.S.,  &c.  Thus,  in  his  letter,  **we  saw  him,"  to  borrow 
an  illustration  from  the  beautifid  episode  of  James  Thoniiou, 

"We  saw  him  clianiniig ;  but  wc  saw  not  lialf — 
The  rest  his  downcast  modesty  concealed.*' 
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Kext  aa  to  dates:  low  redolent  of  my  Uncle  Toby— 

ifcout  tiio  year  Deudi?rmonde  was  taken  by  the  iilliea." 

Tbp  retninisL-eDce  was  probably  one  of  which  he  was  uncon- 

w-ioim,  ami  we  ibcrcfore  ahail  not  call  him  a  plagiary ;  but 

how  Billy,  how  dinboiically  docs  he  sock  to  shift  the  onus 

aad  gravuiurn  of  the  whole  buttiaeBs  on  the  rickety  ahouldera 

of  hit)  learned  frieud  Bridlegoose!      This  will  not  do,  O 

lage  TAaumaturi/iii !    By  iraiilicatiug  "  Bridoison,"  you  ahall 

not  cjtricoto  youraelf — "  ct  vituld  la  diymix,  tl  hiei"  and 

I'rnnk  Crcssu'dl  hoa  let  ua  into  a  secret.     Know  then,  all 

men,  thnt  nmoug  theac  never-too-aniioualy-to-be-looked-out- 

fiic  ■•  Priml  I'upera,"  there  is  a  positive  record  of  the  initia- 

(iiiri   linlli  uf  Ueiiry  Brougham  and  Patrick  Lardner  to  the 

-  '  r\-    of  the  Blarney  stone ;    and,  more  important 

'   iiK'st  rare  document !) — there  is  to  be  found  amid 

i:ii)Ua  trensiires  of  Father  Prout  the  original  pro- 

'      t  "ivertity  at Blariity,  to  be  then  nud  there  founded 

by  ihi.'  united  efforts  of  Larilner,  Dan  O'Connell,  and  Tom 

Stwic;  and  of  which  the  Doytur'a  ■' ai:holitue"  was  to 

liaoi-  h>fii  the  furuer-tiluiif.* 

\i'.  1 1, ..r.. Core  rely  on  ihe  forthcoming  Prout  Papers  for  a 

■  n  <if  all  we  have  said;  and  hero  do  we  cast  down 

r  ileGance  to  the  champion  of  Stinkomalee,  even 

.   >  ome  forth  armed  to  the  teeth  in  a  panoply,  not, 

<'\  .Murni-,  Ibrged  on  the  clasBiic  anvil  of  the  Cyclops,  however 

labariijusly  hammered  in  the  clumey  arsenal  of  hia  own 

"  Cydopeudift," 

•  Ti r — i.mI  i<i.:v...-.ii.- v.m>  since  ueuised  nnother  slispe,  tod  a 

...      .   i.     '        ..  ■.MlierMidenccofBtic-tWhaUej," 

><  ilkodlhereBDii  bai^k  for  a  wigor^t 

.  wtiaa  Ur  DUnwh  will  snnt  a 

.>  .         .  rjllegia."    Tha  Blanie;  oiuTcnlt; 

riiirniiii'.i  liin   iiiiil   tlir  gpniil  dovclopniMit  of  nnlioiiil 

lut   Ittn  Cullcn  nttkir  mi   Lare  nsught  in  ooimnon  with 

e  twiiiK 

*'  A  nrt  wlinre  no  ilnylight  enters, 
Biit  ™u  «nil  bmlg»rs  nru  for  cicr  brod  1" 
il  of  ili«cord,  rM.-our,  hopolMS  ({!''Oiii,  uiiil  Deua'  Iheologj,  or 
W  Ui«  Italian  (vr*laii,  imti"  ^l^>  hM  It, 
"  In  quuta  ^rulla 
.iUi  iiitcrri'lta 
ETi  0  Bvn  lott^  trn  gatti  una  •" 
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TVe  know  there  is  another  world,  where  every  man  will 
get  his  due  according  to  his  deserts ;  but  if  there  be  a  linUnu 
pat  rum,  or  literary  purgatory,  where  the  eflfrontery  and  ingra- 
titude of  folks  ostensibly  belonging  to  the  republic  of  letters 
are  to  be  visited  with  condign  retribution,  we  think  we  behold 
in  that  future  middle  state  of  purification  (which,  from  our 
friend's  real  name,  we  shall  call  Patrick's  Purgatory),  Pat 
Lardner  rolling  the  Blarney  stone,  c^  la  Sisyphus,  up  the  hill 
of  Science. 

Ka/  fiTiv  2/tfU^ov  ti^iidov  x^anp  aXyt*  s^ovra, 

Auri;  i'XiiTa.  'Xihovbh  xu>j»diro  AAA2  ANAIAH2! 

And  now  we  return  to  the  progress  of  events  on  Water- 
grasshiU,  and  to  matters  more  congenial  to  the  taste  of  our 
Beoina. 

OLIVER  TOEKR 

Regent  Street,  Ut  June,  1835. 


Furtdvate  Inn,  May  14. 

Accept,  O  Qucon!  my  compliments  congratulatory  on 
the  unanimous  aud  most  rapturous  welcome  with  which  the 
whole  literary  world  hath  met,  on  its  first  entrance  into 
life,  that  wonderful  and  more  than  Siamese  bantling  your 
"  Polyglot  edition"  of  the  "  Groves  of  Blarney."  Of  course, 
various  are  the  conjectures  of  the  gossips  in  Paternoster 
Row  ns  to  the  real  paternity  of  that  "  most  delicate  mon^ 
ster ;"  and  some  have  the  unwarrantable  hardihood  to  hint 
that,  like  the  poetry  of  Stemhold  and  Hopkins,  your  incom- 
parable lyric  must  be  referred  to  a  joint-stock  so.'t  of  pa- 
rentage :  but,  entre  nous,  how  stupid  and  malignant  arc  all 
such  insinuations !  How  little  do  such  simpletons  suspect 
or  know  of  the  real  source  from  which  hath  emanated  that 
rare  combination  of  tlie  Teian  lyre  and  the  Tipperary  baj?- 
pipe— of  the  Ionian  dialect  blending  harmoniously  with  tlie 
Cork  broj»uo ;  an  Irish  potntoe  seasoned  with  Attic  8;\lt,  and 
the  humours  of  Donnybrook  wed  to  the  glories  of  Marathon ! 
Verilv,  since  the  days  of  the  great  Complutensian  Polyglot 
(by  tlie  compilntion  of  which  the  illustrious  Cardinal  Xi- 
mencs  so  endeared  himself  to  the  biblionianiacal  world),  since 
the  appearance  of  that  still  grander  efibrt  of  the  ''  Claren- 
don** at  Oxford,  the  ''Tetrapla,"  originally  compiled  by  the 
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most  laborious  and  eccentric  father  of  the  Church,  Origen 
of  Alexandria,  nothing  has  issued  irom  the  press  in  a  com- 
pleter form  than  your  improved  quadruple  version  of  the 
"  Groves  of  Blarney."  The  celebrated  proverb,  lucits  H  non 
lucendo^  so  ofben  quoted  with  malicious  meaning  and  for 
invidious  purposes,  is  no  longer  applicable  to  your  "  Groves:" 
this  quaint  conceit  has  lost  its  sting,  and,  to  speak  in  Gully's 
phraseology,  you  have  taken  the  shine  out  of  it.  What  a 
oalo  of  glory,  what  a  flood  of  lusti*c,  will  henceforth  spread 
itself  over  that  romantic  "  plantation !"  How  oft  shall  its 
cxihoes  resound  with  the  voice  of  song,  Greek,  French,  or 
Latin,  according  to  the  taste  or  birthplace  of  its  European 
visitors ;  all  charmed  with  its  shady  bowers,  and  enraptured 
with  its  dulcet  melody !  From  the  dusty  purlieus  of  High 
Holborn,  where  I  pine  in  a  foetid  atmosphere,  my  spirit 
soars  afar  to  that  enchanting  scenery,  wafted  on  the  wings 
of  poesy,  and  transported  with  the  ecstacy  of  Elysium — 

"  Vidcor  pioa 
Krrare  per  lucos,  amo&nfl) 
Qiios  et  aquoD  subcunt  ct  aurie  !*' 

Mine  may  be  an  illusion,  a  hallucination,  an  "  amalilis  in- 
sania"  if  you  will ;  but  meantime,  to  find  some  solace  in 
my  exile  from  the  spot  itself,  I  cannot  nvoid  poring,  with 
more  than  antiquarian  relish,  over  the  clifTerent  texts  placed 
by  you  in  such  tasteful  juxtaposition,  anon  comparing  and 
collating  each  particular  version  with  alternate  gusto  — 

"  Amant  altcnia  CamoDnoB." 

How  pure  and  pellucid  the  flow  of  harmony  !  how  resplen- 
dent the  well-grouped  images,  shining,  aa  it  were,  in  a  sort 
of  milky  way,  or  poetic  galaxy,  througli  your  glorious  co- 
lumns ;  to  which  I  cannot  do  better  than  apply  a  line  ot' 
St.  Gregory  (the  accomplished  Greek  father)  of  Nazian- 
zene — 

A  great  minister  is  said  to  have  envied  his  foreign  secretary 
the  ineffable  pleasure  of  reading  "  Don  Quixote"  in  the 
original  Spanish,  and  it  would,  no  doubt,  be  a  rare  sight  to 
get  a  peep  at  Lord  Palmerston's  French  notes  to  Talleyrand  ; 
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but  how  I  pity  the  sorry  wight  who  hasn't  learnt  Greek  P 
What  can  he  know  of  the  recondite  meaning  of  certain 
passages  in  the  "  Groves  ?"  He  is  incapacitated  from  en- 
joying the  full  drift  of  the  ode,  and  must  only  take  it  di- 
luted, or  Felluti-edf  in  the  common  English  version.  N6runt 
fideles,  as  Tom  Moore  says. 

For  my  part,  I  would  as  soon  see  such  a  'periwig-pated 
fellow  reading  your  last  Number,  and  fancying  himself  ca- 
pable of  understanding  the  full  scope  of  the  poet,  as  to  be- 
hold a  Greenwich  pensioner  with  a  wooden  leg  trying  to 
run  a  race  with  Atalanta  for  her  golden  apple,  or  a  fellow 
with  a  modicum  quid  of  legal  knowledge  aftecting  to  sit  and 
look  big  under  a  chancellor's  peruke,  like  Bridlegoose  on  the 
woolsack.  In  verity,  gentlemen  of  the  lower  house  ought 
to  supplicate  Sir  Daniel  Sandford,  of  Glasgow,  to  give 
them  a  few  lectures  on  Greek,  for  the  better  intelligence  of 
the  real  Blarney  style ;  and  I  doubt  not  that  every  member 
will  join  in  the  request,  except,  perhaps,  Joe  Hume,  who 
would  naturally  oppose  any  attempt  to  throw  light  on 
Greek  matters,  for  reasons  too  tedious  to  mention.  Ferb. 
sap. 

To  have  collected  in  his  youthful  rambles  on  the  conti- 
nent, and  to  have  diligently  copied  in  the  several  libraries 
abroad,  these  imperishable  versions  of  an  immortal  song 
was  the  pride  and  consolation  of  Father  Front's  old  age, 
and  still,  by  one  of  those  singular  aberrations  of  mind  in- 
cident to  all  great  men,  he  could  never  be  prevailed  on  to 
give  further  publicity  to  the  result  of  his  labours;  thus 
sitting  down  to  the  banquet  of  literature  with  the  egotistic 
feeling  of  a  churl.  He  would  never  listen  to  the  many 
offers  from  interested  publishers,  who  sought  for  the  prize 
with  eager  competition ;  but  kept  the  song  in  manuscript 
on  detached  leaves,  despite  of  the  positive  injunction  of  the 
sibyl  in  the  -3ilneid — 

"  Xon  foliiB  tu  carmina  manda. 
No  correpta  volent  rapidis  ludibria  ventis !" 

I  know  full  well  to  what  serious  imputations  I  make  myself 
liable,  when  I  candidlv  admit  that  I  did  not  come  by'  the 
treasure  lawfully  myself;  having,  as  1  boldly  stated  in  the 
last  Number  of  Beui^a,  filched  the  juocious  papers,  disject i 
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membra  poeia,  when  the  table  was  being  cleared  by  Prout's 
servant  maid  for  the  subsequent  repast.  But  there  are 
certain  *'  pious  frauds"  of  which  none  need  be  ashamed  in 
the  interests  of  science :  and  when  a  great  medal-collector, 
(of  whom  "  Tom  England ^^  will  tell  you  the  particulars), 
being,  on  his  homeward  voyage  from  Egypt,  hotly  pursued 
by  the  Algerines,  swallowed  the  golden  series  of  the  Ptole- 
mies, who  ever  thought  of  blaming  Mr.  Dufour,  as  he  had 
purchased  in  their  human  envelope  these  recondite  coins, 
for  having  applied  purgatives  and  emetics,  and  every  pos- 
sible  stratagem,  to  come  at  the  deposit  of  glory  ? 

But  to  describe  **  the  repast"  has  now  become  my  solemn 
duty — a  task  imposed  on  me  by  you,  O  Queen!  to  whom 
nothing  relating  to  Sir  "Walter  Scott,  or  to  Father  Prout 
appears  to  be  uninteresting.  In  that  I  agree  with  you,  for 
nothing  to  my  mind  comes  recommended  so  powerfully  as 
what  bath  appertained  to  these  two  great  ornaments  of 
*'  humanity  ;"  which  term  I  must  be  understood  to  use  in  its 
double  sense,  as  relating  to  mankind  in  general,  and  in  par- 
ticular  to  the  litera  humanioreSy  of  which  you  and  I  are  rap- 
turously fond,  as  I'erence  was  before  we  were  born,  according 
to  the  nackneyed  line — 


>^ 


"  Homo  sum  :  humani  nihil  h  mo  alienum  puto  !'* 


That  banquet  was  in  sooth  no  ordinary  jollification,  no 
,  mere  bout  of  sensuality,  but  a  philosophic  and  rational  com- 
mingling of  mind,  with  a  pleasant  and  succulent  addition  of 
matter — a  blendinji^  of  soul  and  substance,  typified  by  the 
union  of  Cupid  and  Psyche — a  compound  of  strange  ingre- 
dients, in  which  a  large  infusion  of  what  are  called  (in  a 
very  Jrish-looking  phrase)  "animal  spirits"  coalesced  with 
an  abundance  of  distilled  ambrosia ;  not  without  much  eru- 
dite observation,  and  the  interlude  of  jovial  song;  wit  con- 
tending for  supremacy  with  learning;,  and  folly  asserting  her 
occasional  predominance  like  the  tints  of  the  rainbow  in 
their  fout  ensemble^  or  like  the  smile  and  the  tear  in  Erin's 
left  eye,  when  that  fascinating  creature  has  taken  "  a  drop" 
of  her  own  mountain  dew.  But  though  there  were  lots  of 
fun  at  Prout's  table  at  all  times,  which  the  lack  of  provi- 
sions never  could  interfere  with  one  way  or  another,  I  have 
special  reason  for  recording  in  full  the  particulars  of  this 
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carousal,  baving  learned  with  indignation  that,  since  the  ap 
pearance  of  the  Father's  "  Apology  for  Lent,"  calumny  has 
been  busy  with  his  character,  and  attributed  his  taste  for 
meagre  diet,  to  a  sordid  principle  of  economy.  No !  Prout 
was  not  a  penurious  wretch !  And  since  it  has  been  indus- 
triously circulated  in  the  club-houses  at  the  west-end,  that 
he  never  gave  a  dinner  in  his  life,  by  the  statement  of  one 
stubborn  fact  I  must  silence  for  ever  that  "  whisper  of  a 
faction." 

From  the  first  moment  of  delight,  when  the  perusal  of 
George  Knapp's  letter,  (dated  July  25, 1825)  had  apprised 
Prout  of  the  visit  intended  by  Sir  Walter  8cott  to  the 
Blarney  stoue,  he  had  predetermined  that  the  Great  Un- 
known should  partake  of  sacerdotal  hospitality.  I  recollect 
well  on  that  evening  (for  you  are  aware  I  was  then  on  a  visit 
to  my  aunt  at  AVatergrasshill,  and,  as  luck  would  have  it, 
happened  to  be  in  the  priest's  parlour  when  the  news  came 
by  express)  how  often  he  was  heard  to  mutter  to  himself, 
as  if  resolving  the  mighty  project  of  a  "  let  out,"  in  that 
beautiful  exclamation  borrowed  from  his  favourite  Milton — 

"  \V\\at  neat  rcpaet  shall  fen?t  us,  light  and  choice, 
Of  Attic  taste  with  wine  ?'* 

I  then  foresaw  that  there  really  would  be  "  a  dinner"  and 
sure  enough  there  was  no  mistake,  for  an  entertainment  en- 
sued, such  as  tlie  refinement  of  a  scholar  and  the  tact  of  a 
well-informed  and  observant  traveller  naturally  and  unafTect- 
edly  produced,  with  the  simple  but  not  less  acceptable  ma- 
terials which  circumstances  allowed  of  and  a  style  as  far 
removed  from  the  selfishness  of  the  anchorite  as  the  extra- 
vagance of  the  glutton. 

Prout  had  seen  much  of  mankind ;  and  in  his  deportment 
through  life  shewed  that  ho  was  well  versed  in  all  those 
varied  arts  of  easy,  but  still  gradual  acquirement,  which  sin- 
gularly embellish  the  intercourse  of  society :  these  were  the 
results  of  his  excellent  continental  education-— 

But  at  the  head  of  his  own  festive  board  he  particularly 
shone ;  for  though  in  his  ministerial  functions,  he  was  ex- 
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emplary  and  admirable,  erer  meek  and  unaffected  at  the 
altar  of  his  rustic  chapel,  where 

"  His  looks  adomod  the  venerable  place,*' 

still,  surrounded  by  a  few  choice  friends,  the  calibre  of 
whose  ^nius  was  in  unison  with  his  own,  with  a  bottle  of 
bis  choice  old  claret  before  him,  he  was  truly  a  paragon.  I 
■ay  elaret ;  for  when,  in  his  youthful  career  of  early  travel, 
he  had  sojourned  at  Bourdeaux  in  1776,  he  had  formed  an 
acquaintanceship  with  the  then  representatives  of  the  still 
flourishing  house  of  Maccarthy  and  Co. ;  and  if  the  prayers 
of  the  old  priest  are  of  any  avail,  that  firm  will  long  pros- 
per in  the  splendid  capital  of  Gasconv.  This  long-remem- 
Dered  acquaintanceship  was  periodically  refreshed  by  many 
a  quarter  cask  of  excellent  medoc^  which  found  its  way  (no 
matter  how)  up  the  rugged  by-icoads  of  Watergrasshill  to 
the  sacerdotal  cellar. 

Nor  was  the  barren  upland,  of  which  he  was  the  pastor 
(and  which  will  one  day  be  as  celebrated  for  having  been 
his  residence  as  it  is  now  for  water'eresses)^  so  totally 
estranged  from  the  wickedness  of  the  world,  and  so  exalted 
above  the  common  level  of  Irish  highlands,  that  no  lohisky 
was  to  be  found  there ;  for  though  Prout  never  openly 
countenanced,  he  still  tolerated  DavyDraddy's  public-house 
at  the  sign  of  the  "  Mallow  Cavalry."  But  there  is  a  spirit, 
(an  evil  one),  which  pays  no  duty  to  the  King,  under  pre- 
tence of  having  paid  it  to  her  majesty  the  Queen  (God  bless 
her !) — a  spirit  which  would  even  tempt  you,  0  Regina  ! 
to  forsake  the  even  tenour  of  your  ways — a  spirit  which 
Father  Prout  could  never  effectually  chain  down  in  the  Bed 
Sea,  where  every  foul  demon  ought  to  lie  in  durance  until 
the  vials  of  wrath  are  finally  poured  out  on  this  sinful  world 
— that  spirit,  endowed  with  a  smoky  fragrance,  as  if  to 
indicate  its  caliginous  origin — not  a  drop  ot  it  would  he  give 
JSir  Walter.  He  would  have  wished,  such  was  his  anxiety 
to  protect  the  morals  of  his  parishioners  from  the  baneful 
effects  of  private  distillation,  that  what  is  called  technically 
"  mountain-dew"  were  never  heard  of  in  the  district ;  and 
that  in  this  respect  Watergrasshill  had  resembled  the  moun- 
tain of  ^Gilboa,  in  the  country  of  the  Philistines. 

But  of  legitimate  and  excellent  malt  whisky  he  kept  a 
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constant  supply,  through  the  friendship  of  Joe  Hayes,  a 
capital  fellow,  who  presides,  with  great  credit  to  himself, 
and  to  his  native  city,  over  the  spiritual  concerns  of  the 
Glin  Distillery.  Throu|;h  his  intelligent  superintendence, 
he  can  boast  of  maintaming  an  uneztinguisnable  furnace 
and  a  worm  that  never  dies ;  and  O  !  may  he  in  the  next 
life,  through  Front's  good  prayers,  escape  Doth  one  and  the 
other.  Teas  whisky,  the  pious  offering  of  Joe  Hayes  to  his 
confessor,  Father  Front,  was  carefully  removed  out  of 
harm's  way ;  and  even  I  myself  was  considerablv  puzzled 
to  find  out  where  the  good  divine  had  the  habit  of  conceal- 
ing it,  until  I  got  the  secret  out  of  Margaret,  his  servant- 
maid,  who,  being  a  'cute  girl,  had  suggested  the  hiding-place 
herself.  I  don't  know  whether  you  recollect  my  description, 
in  your  April  Number,  of  the  learned  Father's  bookcase 
ana  the  foHo  volumes  of  stone-flag  inscribed  "  Cohkelii  a. 
Lapide  Opera  qua  ext.  omn, :"  weU,  behind  them  lay  hidden 
the  whisky  in  a  pair  of  jars — 

For  buxom  Maggy,  careful  soul, 

Had  two  stone  bottles  found, 
To  hold  the  liquor  that  Prout  loved, 

And  kept  it  safe  and  sound. 

Orders  had  been  ^ven  to  this  same  Margaret  to  kill  a 
turkey,  in  the  first  impulse  of  the  good  old  man's  mind, 
"  on  hospitable  thoughts  intent :"  but,  alas !  when  the  fowl 
had  been  slain,  in  accordance  with  his  hasty  injunctions,  he 
bethought  himself  of  the  melancholy  fact,  that,  the  morrow 
being  Friday,  fish  diet  was  imperative,  and  that  the  death- 
warrant  of  the  turkey  had  been  a  most  premature  and  ill- 
considered  act  of  precipitancy.  The  corpus  delicti  was 
therefore  hung  up  in  tne  kitchen,  to  furnish  forth  the 
Sunday's  dinner  next  ensuing,  and  his  thoughts  of  necessity 
ran  into  a  piscatory  channel.  He  had  been  angline  all  day, 
and  happily  with  considerable  success ;  so  that,  what  with 
a  large  eel  he  had  hooked  out  of  the  lake  at  Blarney,  and 
two  or  three  dozen  of  capital  trout  from  the  stream,  he 
might  emulate  the  exploit  of  that  old  Calabrian  farmer,  who 
entertained  Virgil  on  the  produce  of  his  hives : 

"  Serine  rerertens 
Noote  domnra,  dapibuf  menias  onerabat  inemptis." 


THE  WATEB6BABSHILL  OABOTTSAL.  73 

But  when  Prout  did  the  thing,  he  did  it  respectably :  this 
was  no  ordinary  occasion — "  pot  luck"  would  not  do  here. 
And  though  he  bitterly  deplored  the  untoward  coincidence 
of  the  fast-day  on  the  arriyal  of  Sir  Walter,  and  was  heard 
to  mutter  something  from  Horace  very  like  an  imprecation, 
viz.  *'  Ille  et  neftuto  te  posuit  die,  guicumque,^^  &c.  &c. ;  still 
it  would  ill  become  the  author  of  an  "  Apology  for  Lent"  to 
despair  of  getting  up  a  good  fish  dinner. 

In  this  emergency  he  summoned  Tenj  Callaghan,  a  genius 
infinitely  superior  even  to  the  man-o^•all-work  at  Eavens- 
worth  Castle,  the  never-to-be-forgotten  Caleb  Balderstoue. 
Terry  Callaghan  (of  whom  we  suspect  we  shall  have,  on 
many  a  future  occasion,  much  to  recount,  ere  the  star  of 
Father  Prout  shall  eclipse  itself  in  the  firmament  of  Eeoina), 
Terry  Callaghan  is  a  character  well  known  in  the  Arcadian 
neighbourhood  of  Watergrasshill,  the  life  add  soul  of  the 
village  itself,  where  he  officiates  to  this  day  as  '*  pound- 
keeper,"  "  grave-digger,"  "  notary  public,"  and  "  parish 
piper."  In  addition  to  these  situations  of  trust  and  emolu- 
ment, he  occasionally  stands  as  deputy  at  the  turnpike  on 
the  mail-coach  road,  where  he  was  last  seen  with  a  short 
pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  a  huge  black  crape  round  his  "  cau- 
Deen,"  being  in  mourning  for  the  subject  of  these  memoirs. 
He  also  is  employed  on  Sundays  at  the  chapel-door  to  collect 
the  coppers  of  the  faithful,  and,  like  the  dragon  of  the 
Ilesperides,  keeps  watch  over  the  "  box  "  with  untameable 
fierceness,  never  having  allowed  a  rap  to  be  subtracted  for 
the  O'Connell  tribute,  or  any  other  humbug,  to  the  great 
pecuniary  detriment  of  the  Derrynane  dynasty.  In  the 
palace  at  Iveragh,  where  a  geographical  chart  is  displayed 
on  the  wall,  shewing  at  a  glance  the  topography  of  the 
*'  rint,"  and  exhibiting  all  those  districts,  from  Dan  to  Beer- 
sheba,  where  the  copper-mines  are  moat  productive,  the 
parish  of  Watergrasshill  is  marked  "  all  barren ;"  Terry  very 
properly  considering  that,  if  there  was  any  surplus  in  the 
poor-box,  it  could  be  better  placed,  without  going  out  of  the 
precincts  of  that  wild  and  impoverished  tract,  in  the  palm  of 
squalid  misery,  than  in  the  all-absorbing  Charybdis,  the 
breeches-pocket  of  our  glorious  Dan. 

Such  was  the  "  Mercury  new-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing 
hill,"  to  whom  Prout  delivered  his  provisional  orders  for  the 
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market  of  Cork ;  and  early,  with  a  hamper  on  liis  back,  at 
the  dawn  of  that  important  day  which  settled  into  so  glori- 
ous an  evening  of  fun  and  conviviality,  Terry  set  off  to  lay 
tl)e  foundation  of  the  whole  affair  at  the  llsh-stall  kept  by 
that  celebrated  dame  de  la  halle,  the  widow  Desmond.  Pur- 
suant to  directions,  he  bought  a  turbot,  two  lobsters,  a  sal- 
mon, and  a  hake,  with  a  hundred  of  Cork-harbour  oysters  ; 
and  considering,  prudently,  that  a  corpn  de  reserve  might  be 
wanted  in  the  course  of  the  repast,  he  added  to  the  afore- 
said matters,  which  Prout  had  himself  specified,  a  Hon 
d'csuvre  of  his  own  selection,  viz.  a  keg  of  cod-sounds ;  he 
having  observed  that  on  aJl  state  occasion?,  when  Front 
entertained  his  bishop,  he  had  always,  to  suit  his  lordship's 
taste,  tkplut  ohligi  of  cod- sounds,  "by  particular  desire." 

At  the  same  time  he  was  commissioned  to  deliver  sundry 
notes  of  invitation  to  certain  choice  spirits,  who  try  to  keep 
in  wholesome  agitation,  by  the  buoyancy  of  their  wit  and 
hilarity,  the  otherwise  stagnant  pond  of  Corkonian  society ; 
citizens  of  varied  humour  and  diversified  accomplishments, 
but  of  whom  the  highest  praise  and  the  most  comprehensive 
eulogy  cannot  convey  more  to  the  British  public  than  the 
simple  intimation  of  their  having  been  "  the  friends  of  Father 
Prout :"  for  while  Job's  Arabian  "friends "  will  be  remem- 
bered only  as  objects  of  abhorrence,  Front's  associates  will 
be  cherished  by  tlie  latest  posterity.  These  were,  Jack  Bel- 
lew,  Dan  Corbet,  Dick  Dowdcn,  Bob  Olden,  and  Friar 
O'Meara. 

Among  these  illustrious  names,  to  be  henceforth  embalmed 
in  the  choicest  perfume  of  classic  recollection,  you  will  find 
on  inquiry,  O  Queen !  men  of  all  parties  and  religious  per- 
suasions, men  of  every  way  of  thinking  in  politics  and  po- 
lemics, but  who  merged  all  their  individual  feelings  in  the 
broad  expanse  of  one  common  philanthropy ;  for  at  Front's 
table  the  serene  horizon  of  the  festive  board  was  never 
clouded  by  the  suffusion  of  controversy's  gloomy  vapours, 
or  the  mcphitic  feuds  of  party  condition.  And,  O  most 
peace-loving  Beqina  !  should  it  ever  suit  your  fancy  to  go 
on  a  trip  to  Ireland,  be  on  your  guard  against  the  foul  and 
troublesome  nuisance  of  speech-makers  and  political  oracles, 
of  whatever  class,  who  infest  that  otherwise  happy  island : 
betake  thyself  to  the  hospitable  home  of  Dan  Corbet,  or 
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Bomo  Bucli  good  and  rational  circle  of  Irish  society,  where 
never  will  a  single  drop  of  acrimony  be  found  to  mingle  in 
the  disembosomings  of  feeling  and  the  perennial  flow  of 
soul — 

**  Sic  tibi  ctim  fluctus  pneterlabere  Sicanos, 
Doris  amara  suam  non  intermisoeat  undam  !** 

But,  in  describing  Prout's  guests,  rank  and  precedency 
belong  of  right  to  that  great  modem  ruler  of  mankind,  *'  the 
Press ;"  and  therefore  do  we  first  apply  ourselves  to  the  de- 
lineation of  the  merits  of  Jack  Bellew,  its  significant  repre- 
sentative— he  being  the  wondrous  editor  of  that  most  accom- 
plished newspaper,  the  "  Cork  Chronicle." 

Jack  Mon\^SQuieuBe\le\v^  {qwfn  honoris  camdnomtno)  was— - 
I  say  was,  for,  alas !  he  too  is  no  more :  Front's  death  was  too 
much  for  him  'twas  a  blow  from  which  he  never  recovered ; 
and  since  then  he  was  visibly  so  heart-broken  at  the  loss 
of  his  friend,  that  he  did  nothing  but  droop,  and  soon 
died  of  what  the  doctor  said  was  a  decline ;) — Jack  was  the 
very  image  of  his  own  "  Chronicle,"  and,  vied  versd,  the 
"  Chronicle  "  was  the  faithful  mirror  (i/^wXoy,  or  alter  ego)  of 
Jack :  both  one  and  the  other  were  the  queerest  concerns 
in  the  south  of  Ireland.  The  post  of  editor  to  a  country 
newspaper  is  one,  generally  speaking,  attended  with  sundry 
troubles  and  tribulations ;  for  even  the  simple  department 
of  "  deaths,  births,  and  marriages,"  would  require  a  host  of 
talent  and  a  superhuman  tact  to  satisfy  the  vanity  of  the 
subscribers,  without  making  them  ridiculous  to  their  next 
nei«;hbours.  Now  Bellew  didn't  care  a  jot  who  came  into 
tiie  world  or  who  left  it ;  and  thus  he  made  no  enemies  by 
a  too  niggardly  panegyric  of  their  kindred  and  deceased 
relations.  There  was  an  exception,  however,  in  favour  of  an 
old  subscriber  to  the  "paper,"  whose  death  was  usur 


*  IIow  the  fliimame  of  the  illustrious  author  of  the  Exprit  de  Lcts^ 
onnic  to  be  usoil  by  the  Bcllews  in  Ireland  has  puzzled  the  Ueralds'  ^ 
College.     Indeed,  many  other  Irish  names  offer  a  wide  field  for  genca-  , 
l(>;;ieal  inquiry  :  i».  ff.  Sir  llerculct  Langhrish,  Casar  Otway,  Eneat  Mnc* 
l>unnell,  Hannibal  Plunkett,  Ehenezer  Jacob^  Jonah  Barrington  (tin's 
last  looks  very  like  a  whale).     That  the  Bellews  dealt  largely  in  fpirits^ 
npjKwrs  to  bo  capable  of  proof:  at  any  rate,  there  was  n«  ver  any  pro- 
l)eui»ity  for  Cc^ril  de$  lois^  whatever  might  bo  the  pmchant  for  unUnrfnl  j    ,' 
*P  rttf  at  the  family  mansion  Knock  an  utqueiu — Anylich  Mount  Whisky,^  - 
CaUici  Montesquieu. 


76  VATHEB  PB0UT*8  BELIQUES. 

commemorated  hj  a  rim  of  mouming  at  the  edpes  of  the 
"  Chronicle  :"  and  it  was  particularly  when  the  suoscription 
had  not  heen  paid  (which,  indeed,  was  generally  the  case) 
that  the  emhlems  oi  sorrow  were  conspicuous — so  much  so, 
that  you  could  easily  guess  at  the  amount  of  the  arrears 
actually  due,  from  the  proportionate  breadth  of  the  black 
border,  which  in  some  instances  was  prodigious.  But  Jack's 
attention  was  principally  turned  to  the  affairs  of  the  Conti- 
nent, and  he  kept  an  eye  on  Eussia,  an  eye  of  vigilant  obser- 
vation, which  considerably  annoyed  the  czar.  In  vain  did 
Pozzo  di  Borgo  endeavour  to  silence,  or  purchase,  or  intimi- 
date Bellew ;  he  was  to  the  last  an  uncompromising  op- 
ponent of  the  "  miscreant  of  the  North."  The  opening  of  the 
trade  to  China  was  a  favourite  measure  with  our  editor ;  for 
he  often  complained  of  the  bad  tea  sold  at  the  sign  of  the 
"  Elephant,"  on  the  Parade.  He  took  part  with  Don  Pedro 
against  the  Serene  Infanta  Don  Miguel ;  but  that  was  attri- 
buted to  a  sort  of  Platonic  he  felt  for  the  fascinating  Donna 
Maria  da  Gloria.  As  to  the  great  question  of  repale,  he  was 
too  sharp  not  to  see  the  full  absurdity  of  that  brazen  im- 
piTsture.  He  endeavoured,  however,  to  suggest  a  ^^  juste  mil- 
lieu,^*  a  " medius  terminnSy^  between  the  politicians  of  tlie 
Chamber  of  Commerce  and  the  common-sense  portion  of  the 
Cork  community;  and  his  plan  was, — to  hold  an  imperial  parlta* 
mentfor  the  three  kingdoms  on  the  Isle  of  Man  !  But  he  failed  in 
procuring  the  adoption  of  his  conciliatory  sentiments.  Most 
Irish  provincial  papers  keep  a  London  "private  corres- 
pondent " — some  poor  devil,  who  writes  from  a  blind  alley 
m  St.  Giles's,  with  the  most  graphic  minuteness,  and  a  truly 
laughable  hatred  of  mystery,  all  about  matters  occurring  at 
the  cabinet  meetings  of  Downing  Street,  or  in  the  moat  im- 
penetrable circles  of  diplomacy.  Jack  despised  such  fudge, 
oecame  his  own  "  London  private  correspondent,"  and  ad- 
dressed to  himself  lonff  communications  aated  from  \Vhit(»- 
hall.  The  most  useful  intelligence  was  generally  found  in 
this  epistolary  form  of  soliloquy.  But  in  the  "  iashioiiablo 
world,"  and  "News  from  the  oeau monde,"  the  "  Chronicle" 
was  unrivalled.  The  latest  and  most  rechercM  modes,  the 
newest  Parisian  fashions,  were  carefully  described;  not- 
withstanding which,  Jack  himself,  like  Diogenes  or  Sir 
Charles  Wetherell,  went  about  in  a  most  ragged  habiliment. 
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To  speak  with  Shakspeare,  though  not  well  dressed  himself' 
he  was  the  cause  of  dress  in  others.  His  finances,  alas  • 
were  always  miserably  low  ;  no  fitting  retribution  was  ever 
the  result  of  his  literary  labours ;  and  of  him  might  be 
said  what  we  read  in  a  splendid  fragment  of  Petronius 
Arbiter, — 

"  Sola  pruinosis  horret  facundia  pannifl, 
Atque  inopi  lingu^  disertaa  inyocat  ortes  !*' 

Such  was  Bellew ;  and  next  to  him  of  political  importance 
in  public  estimation  was  the  celebrated  Dick  Dowden,  the 
great  inventor  of  the  "  pyroligneous  acid  for  curing  bacon." 
lie  was  at  one  time  the  deservedly  popular  librarian  of  the 
Hoyal  Cork  Institution;  but  since  tnen  he  has*  risen  to 
eminence  as  the  greatest  soda-water  manufacturer  in  the 
south  of  Ireland,  and  has  been  unanimously  chosen  by  the 
sober  and  reflecting  portion  of  his  fellow-citizens  to  be  the 
perpetual  president  of  the  "  Cork  Temperance  Society."  He 
18  a  Presbyterian — but  I  believe  I  have  already  said  he  was 
concerned  in  vinegar.*  He  is  a  great  admirer  of  Dr.  Bow- 
ring,  and  of  the  Itajah  Eammohun  Boy ;  and  some  think 
him  inclined  to  favour  the  new  Utilitarian  philosophy.  But 
whv  do  I  spend  my  time  in  depicting  a  man  so  well  known 
as  bick  Dowdeu  ?  Who  has  not  heard  of  Dick  Dowden  ? 
I  pity  the  wretch  to  whom  his  name  and  merits  are  un- 
known ;  for  Jie  argues  himself  a  dunce  that  knows  not  Dow- 
den, and  deserves  the  anathema  pronounced  by  Goldsmith 
against  his  enemies, — 

"  To  eat  mutton  cold,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor !" 

Talking  of  razors,  the  transition  to  our  third  guest,  Bob 
Olden  is  most  smooth  and  natural — Olden,  the  great  inven- 
tor of  the  wonderful  shaving-lather,  called  by  the  Greeks  EU- 
KEiEOOENEiON  {Euxiipoyivsiov)  I — Olden,  the  reproducer  of  an 
Athenian  cosmetic,  and  the  grand  discoverer  of  the  patent 
** Trotter- oil,"  for  the  growth  of  the  human  hair;  a  citizen 
of  infinite  worth  and  practical  usefulness ;  a  high  church- 
man eke  was  he,  and  a  Tory  ;  but  his  "  conservative"  excel- 
lence was  chiefly  applicable  to  the  epidermis  of  the  chin, 
which  he  effectually  preserved  by  the  incomparable  lather  of 

'•  "A  Quaker,  sly ;  a  Presbyterian,  sour." — PoPB 
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his  Euxftfoyivfto'j ;  an  invention  that  would,  to  use  the  words 
of  a  Cork  poet, 

"  Bid  oren  a  Jew  bid  adieu  to  his  beard.*' 

But  Dan  Corbet,  the  third  p:uest,  was  a  real  trump,  the 
very  quintessence  of  fun  and  frolic,  and  of  all  Front's  friends 
the  one  of  whom  he  was  most  particularly  proud.  He  is  the 
principal  dentist  of  the  Munster  district — a  province  where 
a  tootn-ache  is  much  rarer,  unfortunately  for  dentists,  than  a 
broken  head  or  a  black  eye.  In  Corbet,  the  kindliest  of  human 
beings,  and  siucerest  of  Corkonians,  the  buttermilk  of  human 
friendliness  was  ever  found  in  plentiful  exuberance  ;  while 
the  loud  laugh  and  the  jocund  song  bespoke  the  candour  of  his 
soul.  Never  was  a  professor  of  odontology  less  pedantic  or 
less  given  to  quackery.  His  ante-chamber  was  always  full  of 
patients,  awaiting  his  presence  with  pleasurable  anticipation 
and  some  were  known  to  feign  a  tooth-ache,  in  order  to 
have  a  pleasant  inter\'iew  with  the  dentist.  When  he  made 
his  appearance  in  his  morning  gown  before  the  crowd  of 
afflicted  visitors,  a  general  titter  of  cheerfulness  enlivened  the 
visages  of  the  sufferers ;  and  I  can  only  compare  the  effect 
produced  bv  his  presence  to  the  welcome  of  Scarron  on  the 
banks  of  the  Styx,  when  that  man  of  wondrous  hilarity 
went  down  to  the  region  of  the  ghosts  as  a  dispeller  of 
sorrow: 

"  SolTuntur  risu  moBstissima  turba  silentum, 
Cilm  Tcnit  ad  Stjgias  Scarro  faoetus  aquas." 

I  have  only  one  thing  to  say  against  Corbet.  At  his  hos- 
pitable table,  where,  without  extrava^nce,  every  good  dish 
IS  to  be  found,  a  dessert  generally  follows  remarkable  for  the 
quantity  and  iron-hardness  of  the  walnuts,  while  not  a  nut- 
cracker can  be  had  for  love  or  money  from  any  of  the  ser- 
vants. Now  this  is  too  bad :  for,  you  must  know,  that  next 
morning  most  of  the  previous  ffuests  reappear  in  the  charac- 
ter of  patient 9 ;  and  the  nuts  (like  the  oragon-tecth  sown 
in  a  field  by  Cadmus)  produce  a  harvest  of  lucrative  visitors 
to  the  cabinet  of  the  professor.  Ought  not  this  system  to 
be  abolished,  O  Queen !  and  is  it  any  justification  or  pallia- 
tion of  such  an  enormity  to  know  that  the  bane  and  anti- 
dote ore  both  before  one  ?    When  I  spoke  of  it  to  Corbet, 
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he  only  smiled  at  my  simplicity,  and  quoted  the  precedent 
in  Horace,  (for  he  is  a  good  classic  scholar), 

**lE,t  nux  omabat  mensam,  cum  daplico  ilou." 

Lib.  ii.  Bat.  2. 

But  I  immediately  pointed  out  to  him,  timt  he  reversed  the 
practice  of  the  Bomans ;  for,  instead  of  the  figs  being  iu 
double  ratio  to  the  nuts,  it  was  the  latter  with  him  that  pre- 
dominated in  Quantity,  besides  being  pre-eminently  hard 
when  Bubmittea  to  the  double  action  of  that  delicate  lever 
the  human  jaw,  which  nature  never  (except  in  some  in- 
stances, ana  these  more  apparent,  perhaps,  in  the  conform- 
ation of  the  nose  and  chin)  intended  for  a  nut-cracker. 

Of  Friar  O'Meara  there  is  little  to  be  said.  Prout  did 
not  think  much  of  friars  in  general ;  indeed,  at  all  times 
the  working  parochial  clergy  in  Ireland  have  looked  on  them 
as  a  kind  or  undisciplined  Cossacks  in  the  service  of  the 
church  militant,  of  whom  it  cannot  conveniently  get  rid, 
but  who  are  much  better  adepts  in  sharing  the  plunder  than 
in  labouring  to  earn  it.  The  good  father  often  explained 
to  me  how  the  matter  stood,  and  how  the  bishop  wanted  to 
regulate  these  friars,  and  make  them  work  for  the  instruc- 
tion of  the  poor,  instead  of  their  present  lazy  life  ;  but  they 
were  a  matcn  for  him  at  Rome,  where  none  dare  whisper  a 
word  against  one  of  the  fraternity  of  the  cowl.  There  ai*e 
some  papers  in  the  Prout  collection  on  this  subject,  whicii 
(when  you  get  the  chest)  will  explain  all  to  you.  O'Meara 
(who  was  not  the  "  Voice  from  St.  Helena,"  though  he  souic- 
times  passed  for  that  gentleman  on  the  Continent)  was  a 
pleasant  sort  of  fellow,  not  very  deep  in  divinity  or  black- 
lettered  knowledge  of  any  kind,  but  conversable  and  chatty, 
having  frequently  accompanied  young  'squires,  as  travelling 
tutor  to  Italy,  much  in  the  stylo  of  those  learned  function- 
aries who  lend  a  dancing-bear  through  the  market-towns  of 
England.  There  was  no  dinner  within  seven  miles  of  Cork  ■■.■ 
without  O'lMeara,  Full  soon  would  his  keen  nostril,  ever 
upturned,  (as  JMiUon  sayeth)  into  the  murky  air,  have 
snuffed  the  8cent  of  culinary  preparation  in  the  breeze  that 
came  from  Watergrasshill  :  therefore  it  was  that  Prout  sent 
him  a  note  of  invitation,  knowing  he  loould  come,  whether 
or  no. 


80  7ATHSB  PB0UT*8  BELIQUI8. 

Such  were  the  gaests  who,  with  George  Knapp  and  mj- 
self,  formed  the  number  of  the  elect  to  dine  with  Sir  "Wal- 
ter at  the  father's  humble  board ;  and  when  the  covers  were 
removed  (grace  having  been  said  by  Prout  in  a  style  that 
would  have  rejoiced  the  sentimental  Sterne)  a  glorious  vision 
of  fish  was  unfolded  to  the  raptured  sight ;  and  I  confess  I 
did  not  much  regret  the  absence  of  the  turkey,  whose  plump 
carcass  I  could  get  an  occasional  glimpse  of,  hanging  from 
the  roof  of  the  kitchen.  We  ate,  ana  confabulated  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  I  don't  approve,"  said  Bob  Olden, "of  Homer's  ideas  as 
to  a  social  entertainment :  he  does  not  let  his  heroes  converse 
rationally  until  long  after  they  have  set  down  to  table,  or, 
as  Pope  vulgarly  translates  it, 

"  Soon  as  the  rage  of  hunger  ia  repressed.'* 

Now  I  think  that  a  very  gross  way  of  proceeding." 

o'meaba. 

In  our  convent  we  certainly  keep  up  the  observance,  such 
as  Pope  has  it.  The  repast  is  dividea  into  three  distinct  pe- 
riods ;  and  in  the  conventual  refectory  you  can  easily  ais- 
tinguish  at  what  stage  of  the  feeding  time  the  brotherhood 
are  engaged.  The  first  is  called,  1%  altum  silentium  ;  then, 
2",  clangor  deniium  ;  then,  8"  rumor  gentium. 

GOBBET. 

I  protest  against  the  personal  allusion  contained  in  that 
second  item.     You  are  always  making  mischief,  O'Meara. 

BELLIW. 

I  hope  that  when  the  friars  talk  of  the  news  of  the  day, 
—for  such,  I  suppose,  is  the  meaning  of  rumor  gentium — 
they  previously  have  read  the  private  London  correspond- 
ence of  the  "  Cork  Chronicle." 

PBOUT. 

Sip  Walter,  perhaps  you  would  wish  to  begin  with  a  fresh 
^E%^  ob  ovo,  as    Horace   recommends;   or  perhaps  you'd 
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prefer  the  order  described  by  Pliny,  in  bis  letter  to  Septi- 
mius,  1°,  a  radish:  2°,  three,  snails:  and  3°,  two  eggs^*  or 
oysters  ad  libitum,  as  Laid  down  by  Macrobius.f 

SCOTT. 

^      Thank  you,  I  can  manage  with  this  slice  of  salmon-trout. 

/  I  can  relish  the  opinion  of  that  great  ornament  of  your 
church,  Thomas  k  Kempis,  to  whose  taste  nothing  was  more 
delicious  than  a  salmon,  always  excepting  the  Psalms  of 
David/  as  he  properly  says,  jSftAi  Psalmi  Davidici  sapiunt 
salmones  /{ 

PKorT. 

That  was  not  a  bad  idea  of  Tom  Kempis.  But  my  fa* 
Tourite  author,  St.  Chrysostom,  surpasses  him  in  wit.  When 
talking  of  the  sermon  on  the  Lake  of  Tiberias,  he  marvels 
Qitthe  singular  position  of  the  auditory  relative  to  the  preacher: 
his  words  are,  Ativov  ^£a/(ta,  o/  i^fivti  t'ri  rtiv  yr^v^  xai  6  a\ttug 
i¥  BaXarrfi !  Serm.  de  Nov,  et  Vet.  Test, 

o'heaba. 

That  is  a  capital  turbot,  O  Front !  and,  instead  of  talk- 
ing Ghreek  and  quoting  old  Chrysostom  (the  saint  with  the 
^den  mouth),  you  ought  to  be  helping  Jack  Bellew  and 
George  Ejoapp. — What  sauce  is  that  P 

PEOrT. 

The  senate  of  Borne  decided  the  sauce  long  ago,  by  order 

*  Tide  Flin.  Ep.  ad  Septim,  where  he  acquaints  us  with  the  proper 
manner  of  commencing  operations.  His  words  are,  "  Lactucas  singulas, 
oodileaa  tres,  ova  bina.  Our  cockle  and  the  French  word  ewiier,  a 
spoon,  are  derived  from  the  Latin  eoehUare  ;  of  which  cochlea  (a  snail 
or  periwinkle)  is  the  root.    Thus  we  read  in  Martial — 

<*  Sum  coohleis  habilis,  sed  nee  magis  utilis  ovib  ; 
Numquid  scis  potius  our  cochleare  vocer  P" 

t  In  the  third  book  of  his  "  Saturnalia,**  Macrobius,  describing  the 
least  given  by  the  Flamen  Lentulus  to  the  Boman  people  on  his  instil 
\fXifm  to  office,  praises  the  host's  generosity,  inasmuch  as  he  opened  the 
banquet  by  providing  as  a  whet  "  ottreas  erudas  quantikm  quugue  vcllel" 

$  See  tLe  Slievir  edition  of  Tkom.  d  Ksmpit,  in  vitd,  p.  246. 

Q 
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of  Domitian,  as  Juvenal  might  tell  you,  or  even  the  French 
translation — 

"  Le  senat  mit  aux  voix  cette  affaire  importunte, 
£t  le  turbot  fut  mis  a  la  tauce piguante" 

KKAPP. 

Sir  Walter !  as  it  has  been  mj  distinguished  lot — a  cir- 
cumstance that  confers  everlasting  glory  on  my  mayoralty — 
to  have  had  the  honour  of  presenting  you  yesterday  with 
the  freedom  of  the  corporation  of  Cork,  allow  me  to  pre- 
sent you  with  our  next  best  thing,  a  potato. 

SCOTT. 

I  have  received  with  pride  the  municipal  franchise,  and  I 
now  accept  with  equal  gratitude  the  more  substantial  gift 
you  have  handed  me,  in  this  capital  esculent  of  your  happy 
country. 

PBOUT. 

Our  round  towers.  Sir  Walter,  came  from  the  east,  as 
will  be  one  day  proved ;  but  our  potatoes  came  from  the 
west ;  Persia  sent  us  the  one,  and  Virginia  the  other.  We 
are  a  glorious  people !  The  two  hemispheres  minister  to  our 
historic  recollections ;  and  if  we  look  back  on  our  annals, 
we  get  drunk  with  glory ; 

•*  For  when  hist'ry  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  cast, 
We  may  order  our  wings,  and  be  off  to  the  west.*' 

llilay  I  have  the  pleasure  of  wine  with  you  ?     (Jentlemen, 
fill  all  round. 

8C0TT. 

I  intend  writing  a  somewhat  in  which  Sir  Walter  Ealeigh 
shall  be  a  distinguished  and  prominent  character ;  and  I 
promise  you  the  potato  shall  not  bo  forgotten.  The  discovery 
of  that  root  is  aione  sufficient  to  immortalize  the  hero  who 
lost  his  head  so  unjustly  on  Tower  Hill. 

KNAPP. 

Christopher  Columbus  was  equally  ill-treated ;  and  uei- 
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ther  he  iior  Haleigh  have  even  given  their  name  to  the  ob- 
jects they  diflcoveFed.  Great  men  have  never  obtained 
justice  from  their  contemporaries. — I'll  trouble  you  for 
■ome  of  the  fins  of  that  turbot,  Prout. 

PBOUT. 

Nay,  further,  without  going  beyond  the  circle  of  this 
festive  board,  why  has  not  Europe  and  the  world  united  to 
confer  some  signal  distinction  on  the  useful  inventor  of 
**  Pyroligneous  Acid?"  Why  is  not  the  discoverer  of"  Trotter 
oil  and  "  Eukeirogeneion"  fittingly  rewarded  by  mankind? 
Because  men  have  narrow  views,  and  prefer  erecting  columns 
to  Spring  Eice,  and  to  Bob  Waithman  who  sold  shawls  in 
Fleet  Street.— Let  me  recommend  some  lobster-sauce. 

GOBBET. 

Minerva,  who  first  extracted  oil  from  the  olive,  was  deified 
in  Ghreece ;  and  Olden  is  not  yet  even  a  member  of  the 
dullest  scientific  body ;  while  Dr.  Lardner  belone[s  to  them 
all,  if  I  can  understand  the  phalanx  of  letters  that  follows 
his  name. 

KNAPP. 

I  have  read  the  utilitarian  Doctor's  learned  treatise  on 
the  potato — a  subject  of  which  he  seems  to  understand  the 
chemical  manipulation.  He  says,  very  justly,  that  as  the 
root  contains  saccharine  matter,  sugar  may  be  extracted 
therefrom  ;  he  is  not  sure  whether  it  miglit  not  be  distilled 
into  whUky ;  but  he  is  certain  that  it  makes  capital  starch, 
and  triumphantly  shews  that  the  rind  can  feed  pigs,  and 
the  stalk  thatch  the  pigsty.  O  most  wonderful  Doctor 
Lardner !  Hero's  his  health  !  Aiowtnog  I — not  a  bad  intro- 
duction to  a  bumper  of  claret.     ITAree  times  three.] 

PKOUT. 

I  too  have  turned  my  thoughts  into  that  channel,  and 
among  my  papers  there  is  a  treatise  on  "  the  root,**  I  have 
prefixed  to  my  dissertation  this  epigraph  from  Cicero's 
speech  "  pro  Archil  Poet^,"  wlicre  the  Roman  orator  talks 
of  the  belles  lettres ;  but  I  apply  the  words  much  more 
literally  —  I  hate  metaphor  in  practical  matters  such  as 

Q  3 
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these :  "  They  are  the  food  of  our  youth,  the  sustenance  of 
our  old  age ;  they  are  delightful  at  home,  and  by  no  means 
in  one*s  way  abroad ;  they  cause  neither  nightmare  nor  in- 
digestion, but  are  capital  things  on  a  journey,  or  to  fill  the 
wallet  of  a  pilgrim."  "  Adolescentiam  alunt,  senectuteni 
oblectant ;  delectant  domi,  non  impediunt  foris ;  pemoctant 
nobiscum,  peregrinantur,  rusticantur.**  So  mucn  for  pota- 
toes. But  there  are  other  excellent  natural  productions 
in  our  island,  which  are  also  duly  celebrated  in  my  papers, 
and  possibly  may  be  published ;  but  not  till  I  am  gathered 
to  the  grave.  I  have  never  forgotten  the  interests  of  pos- 
terity.— Pass  that  decanter. 

SCOTT. 

Talking  of  the  productions  of  the  soil,  I  cannot  reconcile 
the  antiquity,  the  incontestable  antiquity,  of  the  lyric  ode 
called  the  **  Groves  of  Blarney,"  of  which  before  dinner 
we  have  traced  the  remote  origin,  and  examined  so  many 
varied  editions  with  a  book  of  more  modem  date,  'called 
"CaBsar's  Commentaries."  The  beech  tree,  CsBsar  says, 
does  not  grow  in  these  islands,  or  did  not  in  his  time :  All 
trees  grow  there,  he  asserts,  the  same  as  in  Gaul,  except  the 
lime-tree  and  the  beech — "  Materia  fer^  eadem  ac  in  Gallid, 
jirvster /a(/nm  et  abietem."  {Cies.  de  Bello  Gallico^  lib.  v.) 
Now  in  the  song,  which  is  infinitely  older  than  Caesar,  we 
have  mention  made,  "  besides  the  leeches,"  of  certain 
**  groves  of  beeches," — the  text  is  positive. 

KNAPP. 

That  observation  escaped  me  totally ;  and  still  the  differ- 
ent versions  all  concur  in  the  same  assertion.  The  Latin  or 
Vulgate  codex  says — 

*'  Gbtmde  decuB  pagi 
PluTii  Btant  margine  fagi." 

The  Greek  or  Septuagint  version  is  equally  stubborn  in 
making  out  the  case — 

*I(rrafisvu)i  xai  uXij 


And  tiie  Fnooh  ooot,  teken  from  Doomsday  Book,  u  con-- 
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I  im  afiiid  Cnwr'a  repntaticaL  for  aconncf  vill  be  greatly 
■hakeQ  b^  thii  iiacoYtry :  he  is  a  passable  aathoritrin  mili- 
Urj  tacbca,  but  not  in  natoral  history  :  giye  me  Fliny  1 — 
Thu  treat  is  ezoellent ! 

I  think  the  two  great  aathors  at  issue  on  this  beeck-lret 
bunoesa can  be  conciliated  thus:  let  ns  say,  tiiatby  the  Greek 
pitft^  and  the  Latin  fagi,  nothing  more  is  meant  than 
the  clan  the  OT^aurs,  who  are  very  thickly  planted  here- 
abouts. They  are  still  a  hungry  race,  as  their  name  Fagan 
indicates —  am  rtv  ipaytn. 

PEOTJT, 

It  must  have  been  one  of  that  family  who,  in  the  reign  of 
Aurelius,  distinguUbed  himself  by  hia  great  apputite  at  the 
imperial  court  of  Borne.  Thus  Berchoux  slugs,  on  the  au- 
thority of  Suetonius : 

"  Phagon  flit  en  M  gonre  on  honuns  eitreordinure  i 
n  >T>it  I'eitomBO  (grand*  Dioui  1)  d'un  itromadnire  i 
II  tkisait  diaparottre,  en  tta  rarca  featioB, 
Ch  pore,  un  tangliir,  uh  mauion,  et  eeni  paini !  I  f 

o'heaba. 
That's  what  we  at  Paris  used  to  call  pain  &  iliterilion.— 
Maigatet,  open  some  oysters,  and  get  the  cayenne  pepper. 

BXLLEW. 

I  protest  I  don't  like  to  see  the  O'F^ans  run  down— my 
amit  was  an  O'Fagan ;  and  as  to  deriving  the  name  from  tlio 
Greek  omu  rou  paym,  I  think  it  a  moat  gratuitous  assumption. 

EKAFF. 

I  agree  with  my  worthy  friend  Bellew  as  to  the  impro- 
priety of  harping  upon  uaines.  One  would  think  the  muyor 
of  Cork  ouglit  to  obtain  somo  respect,  nud  be  Bpan-d  the 
infliction  of  the  waggery  of  his  fellow-townsmen.  But  no ; 
becMue  I  dear  the  city  of  mad  dogs,  and  keep  hydrophobia 
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far  from  our  walls,  I  am  called  the  "  dog-  (I  bad  almost  said 
kid-)  Knapper  /'*  Now,  my  family  is  of  German  extraction, 
and  my  great-grandfather  served  under  the  gallant  Dutch- 
man in  his  wars  with  the  '*  Grande  Monarque,"  before  he 
came  over  with  William  to  deliver  this  countr}'  from  slavery 
and  woodpn  sh^es.  It  was  my  great-grand-father  who  in- 
vented tliat  part  of  a  soldier's  accoutrement,  called,  after 
him,  a  "  Eiiapp's  sack." 

CORBET. 

I  hope,  Sir  Walter,  you  will  not  leave  Cork  without  din- 
ing at  the  mansion-house  with  our  worthy  mayor.  FabtafT 
himself  could  not  find  fault  with  the  excellent  flavour  of 
Knapp's  sack, 

SCOTT. 

I  fear  I  sliall  not  be  able  to  postpone  my  departure ;  but 
as  we  are  on  this  subject  of  names,  I  have  to  obser^'e,  that 
it  is  an  old  habit  of  the  vulgar  to  take  liberty  with  the 
syllables  of  a  great  man's  patronymic.  Melaucthon  *  was 
forced  to  clothe  his  name  in  Greek  to  escape  tiieir  allusions ; 
Jules  de  rEchelle  changed  his  into  Scaliger ;  Pat  Lardner 
has  become  Dionysius ;  and  the  great  author  of  those  im- 
mortal letters,  which  he  has  taken  care  to  tell  us  will  be  read 
when  the  commentaries  of  Cornelius  k  Lapide  arc  forgotten, 
gave  no  name  at  all  to  the  world — 

"  Stat  nominis  umbra !'' 

PBOUT. 

Poor  Erasmus !  how  he  used  to  be  badgered  about  his 
cognomen — 

"  Qusritur  unde  tibi  sit  norocn,  EsAfiXUS  ? — Eras  Mus !" 

for  even  so  that  arch  wag,  the  Chancellor  Sir  Thomas  More, 
addressed  him.  But  his  reply  is  on  record,  and  his  penta- 
meter beats  the  Chancellor's  hexameter — 


»»» 


-p  "  Si  turn  Mux  ego,  te  judice  SummuB  ero  I 

•  The  real  name  of  Melancthou  was  Philipp  Scbwarizerd(@d)njar^crb), 
which  means  black  earthy  aud  is  most  happilj  rendered  into  Qrcck  by 
t!ic  term  Melancthon,  1lt\nivaxiiii>v.  Tluis  sought  he  to  escape  the 
vulgar  conuiiihnims  whicli  his  name  in  the  rcmucular  Qcnnan  could 
ziot  UA  to  elicit.    A  Lapidc's  name  was  «/«m 
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SCOTT. 

Ay,  and  yon  will  recollect  how  he  splendidly  retaliated 
on  the  punster  by  dedicating  to  Sir  Thomas  his  MM^iocg 
E/xM^ioy.     Erasmus  was  a  capital  fellow, 

'*  The  glory  of  tho  priesthood,  and  the  shame  !'* 

O'liEARA. 

Pray,  Sir  Walter,  are  you  any  relation  of  our  great  irre- 
fragable doctor,  Duns  Scotus  P  He  was  an  ornament  of  the 
Franciscan  order. 

SCOTT. 

No,  I  have  not  that  honour ;  but  I  have  read  what  Eras* 
mus  says  of  certain  members  of  your  fraternity,  in  a  dia- 
logue between  himself  and  the  Echo : 

"  (Ebasmub  loquitur.) "(Imd  est  sacei^^otmi^? 

(Echo renfondiD—qtmm  I"       ^CV    H /^^U.  t^ 

PBOUT.  ff 

That  reminds  me  of  Lardner's  idea  of  "  otium  cum  digni- 
tate,"  which  he  proposes  to  read  thus — otium  cum  diggirC     *■ 
Uatie$  ! — The  sugar  and  the  materials  here  for  Mr.  Bellew. 

GOBBET. 

There  was  a  witty  thing,  and  a  severe  thing,  said  of  the 
Barberini  family  at  Home,  when  thev  took  the  stones  of  the 
Amphitheatrum  Plavium  to  build  them  their  palazzo : 
"  Quod  non  fecerant  Barbari,  hoc  fecerunt  Barberini."  But 
I  think  Jack  Bellew,  in  his  **  Chronicle,"  made  as  pointed  a 
remark  on  Sir  Thomas  Deaue,  knight  and  builder,  who  bought 
the  old  furniture  and  gutted  the  old  castle  of  Blarney : 
"  The  Danes,'*  quoth  Jack,  "  have  always  been  pillaging  old 
Ireland  1" 

SCOTT. 

"WTioever  connived  at  or  abetted  the  destruction  of  that 
old  mansion,  or  took  any  part  in  the  transaction,  had  tho 
Boul  of  a  Goth  ;  and  the  "  Chronicle  "  could  not  say  less. 

COBBET. 

Bellew  has  vented  his  indignation  in  a   song,  which,  if 


*. 
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called  on  by  bo  distinguislied  an  antiquary,  he  will,  no  doubt, 
sine.  And  first  let  me  propose  the  "  Liberty  of  the  Press  " 
and  the  "Cork  Chronicle/' — nine  times  nine,  standing. 
Hurra! 


9acit  SellefD^it  iJ^ong* 

Am—"  0  weep  for  the  hour  /*• 

Oh  t  the  muse  shed  a  tear 

When  the  cruel  auctioneer. 
With  a  hammer  in  his  hand,  to  sweet  Blarney  came! 

Lady  Jeffery's  ghost 

Left  the  Stygian  coast, 
And  shriek'd  the  live-long  night  for  her  grandson's  shame. 

The  Vandal's  hammer  fell, 

And  we  know  full  well 
Who  bought  the  castle  furniture  and  fixtures,  O ! 

And  took  ofi*  in  a  cart 

('Twas  enough  to  break  one's  heart !) 
All  the  statues  made  of  lead,  and  the  pictures,  O ! 

Tou're  the  man  I  mean,  hight 

Sir  Thomas  Deane,  knight. 
Whom  the  people  have  no  reason  to  thank  at  all  | 

But  for  you  those  things  so  old 

Sure  would  never  have  been  sold. 
Nor  the  fox  be  looking  out  from  the  banquet-halL 

Oh,  ye  puU'd  at  such  a  rate 

At  every  wainscoting  and  grate, 
Dotermin'd  the  old  house  to  sack  and  garble,  O! 

That  you  didn't  leave  a  splinter, 

To  keep  out  the  could  winter. 
Except  a  limestone  chimney-piece  of  marble,  O ! 

And  there  the  place  was  left 

Where  bold  Kmg  Charles  the  Twelfth 
Hung,  before  his  portrait  went  upon  a  journey,  O ! 

Och !  the  family's  itch 

For  going  to  law  was  sitch, 
Tliat  they  bound  him  long  before  to  an  attorney,  O ! 

But  still  the  magic  stone 

(Blessings  on  it !)  is  not  flown, 
To  which  a  debt  of  gratitude  Pat  Lardner  owes  : 

Kiss  that  block*  if  you're  a  dunce, 

And  you'll  emulate  at  once 
The  geniua  who  to  fame  by  dint  of  blarney  rose. 
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SCOTT. 

I  thank  you,  Mr.  Bellow,  for  your  excellent  ode  on  that 
most  lamentable  subject :  it  must  have  been  an  evil  day  for 
Blarney. 

BXLLSW. 

A  day  to  be  blotted  out  of  the  annals  of  Innisfail — a  day 
of  calamity  and  downfal.  The  nightingale  never  sang  so 
plaintively  in  "  the  groves,"  the  dove  or  the  "  gentle  plover" 
were  not  beard  **  in  the  afternoon,"  the  fishes  wept  in  the 
deepest  recesses  of  the  lake,  and  strange  sounds  were  said 
to  issue  firom  '*  the  cave  where  no  daylight  enters." — Let  me 
have  a  squeeze  of  lemon. 

SCOTT. 

But  what  became  of  the  ''  statues  gracing  this  noble 
mansion  P" 

BELLEW. 

Sir  Thomas  Deane  bought  "Nebuchadnezzar,"  and  the 
town-clerk,  one  Besnard,  bought  "  Ju]ius  CsBsar."  Sir 
Thomas  of  late  years  had  taken  to  devotion,  and  conse- 
quently coveted  the  leaden  eflSgy  of  that  Assyrian  king,  of 
whom  Daniel  tells  us  such  strange  things ;  but  it  turned  out 
that  the  graven  image  was  a  likeness  of  Hercules,  after  all ! 
so  that,  having  put  up  the  statue  in  his  lawn  at  Blackrock, 
the  wags  have  since  called  his  villa  "  Herculaneum."  Like 
that  personage  of  whom  Tommy  Moore  sings,  in  his  pretty 
poem  about  a  sculptor's  shop,  who  made  a  similar  qui  pro 
quo.     What's  the  verse,  Corbet  ? 

COEBET. 
"  He  came  to  buy  Jonah,  and  took  away  Joto  V* 

o'meaba. 

There  is  nothing  very  wonderful  in  that.  In  St.  Peter's 
at  Kome  we  have  an  old  statue  of  Jupiter  (a  capital  antique 
bronze  it  is),  which,  with  the  addition  of  "  keys"  and  some 
other  modern  improvements,  makes  an  excellent  figure  of  the 
prince  of  the  apostles. 
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PHOTTT. 

(        Swift  says  that  Jupiter  was  originally  a  mere  corruption 
\      of  "  Jew  Peter"    Tou  have  given  an  edition  of  the  iUeany 
»      Sir  Walter  ? 

BCOTT. 

Yes ;  but  to  return  to  your  Blarney  statue :  I  wonder  the 
peasantry  did  not  rescue,  vi  tt  armis,  the  ornaments  of  their 
immortal  groves  from  the  grasp  of  the  barbarians.  I  hap- 
pened to  be  in  Paris  when  the  allies  took  away  the  sculp- 
tured treasures  of  the  Louvre,  and  the  Venetian  horses  of 
the  Carrousel ;  and  I  well  remember  the  indignation  of  the 
sons  of  France.  Pray  what  was  the  connexion  between 
Blarney  Castle  and  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden  P 

BELLEW. 

One  of  the  Jeffery  family  served  with  distinction  under 
the  gallant  Swede,  and  had  received  the  royal  portrait  on  his 
return  to  his  native  country,  after  a  successful  campaign 
against  the  Czar  Peter.  The  picture  was  swindled  out  of 
Blarney  by  an  attorney,  to  satisfy  the  costs  of  a  law-suit. 

OLDEK. 

The  Czar  Peter  was  a  consummate  politician ;  but  when 
he  chopped  off  the  beards  of  the  Bussians,  nuA  forced  his 
subjects  Dy  penal  laws  to  shave  their  chins,  he  acted  very 
unwisely;  he  should  have  procured  a  supply  of  eukeiro- 
geneioHf  and  effected  his  object  by  smooth  means. 

COBBXT. 

Come,  Olden,  let  us  have  one  of  your  songs  about  that 
wonderful  discovery. 

OLDEK. 

1*11  willingly  give  you  an  ode  in  praise  of  the  incomparable 
lather ;  but  1  think  it  fair  to  state  that  my  song,  like  my 
eukeirogeneion,  is  a  modem  imitation  of  a  ureek  original : 
you  shall  hear  it  in  both  languages. 
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Come,  list  to  my  stave, 
Yo  who  roam  o*or  the  land  or  the  wave^ 
Or  in  grots  subterranean, 
Or  up  the  blue  Mediterranean, 
Near  Etna's  big  crater, 
Or  across  the  equator, 
Wliere,  within  St.  Helous  there  lietli  an 

emneror^s  graTO ; 
If,  woen  you  have  got  to  the  Cape  of 

Good  Hope, 
Ton  begin  to  experience  a  sad  want  of 
soap, 

Bless  jour  lot 
On  the  spot. 
If  YOU  chance  to  lay  eye  on 
A  flask  of  Eukeirogeneion ; 
For  then  you  may  safely  rely  on 
A  Moooth  and  most  comforting  shaye ! 

In  this  liqtiid  there  lies  no  deception ; 
For  erret  old  Neptune, 
Whose  bushy  chin  frightens 
The  green  squad  of  IVitons — 
And  who  turns  up  the  deep 
With  the  huge  flowing  sweep 
Of  his  lengthy  and  ponderous  beard, — 
Should  ho  rub  but  his  throttle 
With  the  foam  of  this  bottle, 
Ilu'd  find. 
To  his  mind. 
In  a  twinkling  the  mop  would  have  all 
disappear'd. 


E>'  yy,  T  fv  KVfiaria9i 
Kara/acoiCy  r'  tv  <nrrj((r<ri 
Kuavt^  rt  Mtooyaitftf 
Tlapa  Kofuvtit  AirvaUft 
lotifitpwov  vtpav  n 
KvkXov.  ew*  EXcvav  rt 
*05ov  wXcovrcc  fUiicpaVy 
"  AyaOiXvidog'*  T(»oq wepav, 
2wavf£  ti  ric  ytvotro 

Et  y*  ofifia  ro  fiXurii  vov 
To  BYKElPOrENEION, 
Kovpa  yap  ii  fiaXiffra 
Hapten  aoi  rpcXXivra. 


King  Nebuchadnezzar, 
WTio  was  tumM  for  his  sins  to  a  grazier, 
(For  they  stopp'd  his  allowance  of  praties, 
^\jid  made  him  eat  grass  on  the  banks  of 
Euphrates), 

Whose  statue  Sir  Thomas 
Took  from  us ; 
Along  with  tlic  imago  of  Ciesar  : 
(But  Frank  Cresswell  will  tell  the  whole 

story  to  Frascr :) 
Though  they  left  him  a  capital  razor, 
Still  went  for  seyen  years  with  his  haii* 

like  a  lion, 
For  waut  of  Eukeirogeneion. 


Ev  icXvvpar*  ovrta  rtfth 
E<rr'  afrartjt  yap  6  dti 
Hoattdbfv^  6  ytpaio^ 
Mtyac  Evi^offtyato^,*, 
AaiTov  (T(*'*v  nutyMVUf 
'Q  (ftotiiti  Tpiroiva, 
Kac  oidavn  OaXarrffav^ 
OaaKig  tKurtTiKratv 
Tltoyutpoc  iKTadivraQ 
nXoKafiovg  (SorpvotvTLt^f 
Upoffwirov  ft  yi  Xovci, 
KuTovt;  a6p(f»  tovtovi 
Ev  aKapti  ro  Ocioi' 
Atiaivirai  ytvtiov, 

Jft€vxaSvai(Tap  (cv\t}^ 
Ot»  BXapviKi)Q  rt0'  vXift; 
'0  QbjpaQ  To  niotXov 
*0  ftapf>apo^  firj  SoXtur, 
^liyaXtjv  n<paip<Mtv  Xiiar 
Kai  Srnoiov  ^untav, 
^01  r  avTO  piK^  Kaiffap, 
*i2c  yvotTirai  6  4>PA11AP) 
Ta  Kvp'  api(TT  ava^'  iv 
OiKtp  (xi*iv  rapa^tv^ 
'()  TTwyo/v  Kai  xcfy^i'' 
KffOtjpivoQt  TrXavtj^;  tjv 
0>;p  biff',  ovTto  yap  diop 
Ei,x*  EVKDirorENElON. 
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PBOTJT. 

I  don't  tHink  it  fair  that  Frank  Cresswell  should  say  no- 
thing all  the  evening.  Tip,  up,  my  boy !  give  us  a  speech  or 
a  stave  of  some  kind  or  other.  Have  you  never  been  at 
school  ?  Come,  let  us  have  '*  Nerval  on  the  Ghrampian 
hills,"  or  something  or  other. 

Thus  apostrophized,  0  Queen !  I  put  my  wits  together  ; 
and,  anxious  to  contribute  my  quota  to  the  common  fund  of 
classic  enjoyment,  I  selected  the  immortal  ode  of  Campbell, 
and  gave  a  Latin  translation  in  rhyme  as  well  as  I  coiud« 

C|)e  Sattle  of  l^oi^enltntren.    Pralium  apud  Hohenlinden. 

^   j     On  Linden,  when  the  sun  was  low,      Sol  ruit  cqbIo  minuitque  lumen, 

VI      All  bloodless  la^h*  untrodden  snow,        Nix  super  terris  jacet   usque 
And  dark  as  wmter  was  the  flow  munda, 

Of  Iser  rolling  rapidly.  Et  tenebrosA  fluit  Iser  undA 

Elebile  flumen ! 

But  Linden  saw  another  sight,  Namque   noctumus    simul  arsit 

When  the  druma  beat  at  dead  of  ignis, 

niffht,  T}nnp<"^^^"Q  rauco  sonuit  boatu, 

Gommanoing  fires  of  death  to  light         Dum  micant  flammis,  agitante 
The  darkness  of  the  scenery.  flatu, 

Bura  malignis. 

By  torch  and  trumpet  fast  arrav'd.     Jam  dedit  Tooem  tuba !  fax  ru- 
Each  horseman  drew  his  battle-blade,  bentes 

And  furious  erery  charger  neigh'd  Ordinat  turmis  equites,  et  ultr6 

To  join  the  dreadful  riTalry.  Fert    equos    ardor,    rutilante 

cultro, 

Irefurentee. 

Then  shook  the  hills,  by  thundev  G?um  sono  collet  tremuere  belli, 

men;  Tum  ruit   campo    sonipes,   ct 

Then  rush*d  the  steed,  to  battle  sther 

driTon :  Mugit,  etrubr&tonitru  yidetur 

And  louder  than  the  bolts  of  heaven  Aroe  rerelli ! 
Far  flashed  the  red  artillery ! 

The  combat  thickens !  on,  ye  braye !  Lagruit  strages !  cit6,  fSsrte  grcs- 

Who  rush  to  glory  or  the  grave.  sum  I 

Ware,  Munich!    all  thy   bannen  Quos  triumphantem  redimero 

wftve,  pulohro 
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And  charge  with  all  thy  ohiralry  I        Tempori  laurum  juvat !  aut  se- 

pidchro 

Stare  cupressum ! 

Few,   few  shall  part  where  many  Hic  ubi  campum  premuere  multi, 

meet!  Tecta  qvtim  rari  patrue  yide- 

The  tnow  shall  be  their  winding-  bunt! 

sheet,  Heu  sepulchrali  nive  quot  ma- 

And  erery  sod  beneath  their  feet  nebunt, 

Shall  be  a  soldier's  sepulchre !  Pol !  nee  inulti ! 

Sucb,  0  Queen !  was  my  feeble  effort :  and  to  your  fos- 
tering kindness  I  commit  the  luckless  abortion,  hoping  to 
be  forgiven  by  Tom  Campbell  for  having  upset  into  very  in- 
adequate Latin  his  spirit-stirring  poetry.  I  made  amends, 
however,  to  the  justly  enraged  Muse,  by  eliciting  the  fol- 
lowing dithyrambic  from  Dan  Corbet,  whom  I  challenged 
in  my  turn : 

Ban  Corbet'^  idong. 

The  Ivory  Tooth. 

Believe  me,  dear  Prout, 
Should  a  tooth  e'er  grow  loose  in  your  head. 

Or  faU  out, 
And  perchance  you'd  wish  one  in  its  stead, 
Soon  you'd  see  what  my  Art  could  contrive  for  yo  ; 

When  I'd  forthwith  produce. 

For  your  reverence's  use, 
A  most  beautiful  tooth  carved  from  ivory ! 

Which,  when  dinner-time  comes. 

Would  so  well  fit  your  gums, 

That  to  make  one  superior 

*Twould  puzzle  a  fairy,  or 

Any  cute  Lcprechawn 

That  trips  o'er  the  lawn. 

Or  the  spirit  that  dwells 

In  the  lonely  harebells, 
Or  a  witch  from  the  big  lake  Ontario  I 

'Twould  fit  in  so  tight. 

So  brilliant  and  bright, 
And  be  made  of  such  capital  stuff, 
That  no  food 

Must  needs  be  eschew'd 
On  aooonnt  of  its  being  too  tough  | 
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'Twould  enable  a  sibyl 
The  hardest  Bea-bisnuit  to  nibble ; 
Hnjt  with  such  a  sharp  tuak,  and  such  polished  cnamd. 
Dear  Prout,  you  could  eat  up  a  camel ! 

As  I  know  you  will  judge 
With  eve  microscopic 
What  1  say  on  this  delicate  topic, 
And  I  wish  to  bew'are  of  all  fudge, 
I  tell  but  the  bare  naked  truth. 
And  I  hope  I  don't  state  what's  irrclerant, 
When  I  say  that  this  tooth, 
Brought  firom  Africa,  when 
In  the  depths  of  a  palm-shaded  glen 
It  was  captured  by  men, 
Then  adorned  in  the  full  bloom  of  youth, 
The  jaws  of  a  blood-royal  elephant. 

We  are  told, 
Tliat  a  surgeon  of  old— 
Oh,  His  he  was  well  skilled  in  the  art  of  nosology ! 
For  such  was  his  knowledge,  he 
Could  make  tou  a  nose  bran  new ! 
I  scarce  can  believe  it,  can  you  ? 
And  still  did  a  public  most  keen  and  diBCcming 
Acknowledge  his  learning ; 
Yea,  such  skill  was  liis. 
That  on  any  unfortimato  phix. 
By  some  luckless  chance, 
In  the  wars  of  France, 


Deprived  of  its  fleshy  ridpe. 
He  d  raise  up  a  nasal  briq^e. 


Now  my  genius  is  not  so  precocious 
As  that  of  Dr.  Tagliacotius, 
For  I  only  profess  to  be  versed  in  the  art  of  dontology ; 
To  make  you  a  nose 
**  Cest  toute  autre  chose ;" 
For  at  best,  my  dear  Prout^ 
Instead  of  a  human  snout, 

Tou'd  get  but  a  sorry  apology. 
But  let  me  alone 
For  stopping  a  gap,  or  correcting  a  flaw 
In  a  patient* •  jaw ; 
Or  making  a  tooth  that,  iSko  bone  of  your  bono. 
Will  outlive  your  own, 
^d  shin^  on  in  the  grave  when  ^our  spirit  is  flown. 
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I  know  thero*8  a  blockhead 
Tliat  will  put  you  a  tootli  up  with  wires, 
And  then,  whan  the  clumsy  (hing  tires, 

Tliis  most  impudent  fellow 

Will  quietly  tell  you 
To  take  it  out  of  its  socket, 
And  put  it  back  into  your  waiatcoat  pocket ! 

But  'tia  not  so  with  mine, 

O  most  learned  divine ! 
For  without  any  sporioua  auxiliary, 
So  fim^T  infixed  in  your  dexter  maxillary, 

xo  your  lost  dying  moment  *twiLl  shine, 
Unless  *tis  knock'd  out. 
In  some  desperate  rout. 
By  »  sudden  discharge  of  artillery. 

Thus  the  firmer  'twill  grow  as  the  wearer  grows  older. 
And  then,  when  in  death  you  shall  moulder, 
Lika  that  Greek  who  had  gotten  an  ivory  shoulder, 
thfi  delig^  and  amaiement  of  er'ry  beholder, 
You^ll  be  sung  by  the  poets  in  your  torn,  O ! 
** Bmte  fymtf  kmurofm  Pd4ip$  hulffnM  eAumoi 

Tnta.  Odorg,  II, 


COBB^T. 

Come,  old  Prout,  let's  have  a  stave !    And  first,  here's  to 
your  health,  inj  old  cock ! 


V 


"  Perpetual  bloom 
To  the  Ciiurch  of  Borne!" 

[^Drunk  statidinff.'] 


The  excellent  old  man  acknowledged  tho  toast  with  bo- 
coming  dignity,  and  tunefully  warbled  tho  Latin  original  of 
one  of  "  the  Melodies." 

dTatljtr  J)rout'^  donj.  Front  cantat. 

Li't  Erin   remember  the  days    of  O!  utinam  sanos  mca  Icnvi  rcco- 

old,  gitet  annos 

Ere  her  faithless  sons  betray M  Anteii  quilm  nati  vincla  dedero 

her,  pati, 

AVhen  Malaohi  wore  the  collar  of  Cum  !Mahu'hus  TonqrE  ut  patrim 

gold,  defensor  lionorqno 

Whieli  he  won  from  I  ho  proud  Ibat :  crut  vcr6  pignus  ab  hosto 

InTadcr  j  fcro, 
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When  Nial,  with  standard  of  green  Tempore  rexillo  Tiridante  eqnitft- 

unfurl'd,  bat  in  illo 

Led  the  red-branch  knights  to  Nialos  ante   tmoes  ferridas  ire 

danger,  ducea. 

Ere  the  omorald  gem  of  the  west-  Hi  nee  erant  anni  radiis  in  fironte 

em  world  tyranni 

Was  set  in  Uie  brow  of  » ttran-  Folgeat  ut   claris,  insiila  gemmft 

ger.  maris. 

On  Lough  Neagh*s  banks  as  the  Qoando  taoet  rentus,  Neaghe  dilm 

fisherman  strays,  margine  lentus 

When  the  cool,  cahn  ere't  de-  Piscator  yadit,  Tesperautimibra 

clioing,  cadit, 

He  sees  the  round  towers  of  other  Contemplans  undas,  ibi  tones  stare 

days  rotundas 

Beneath  the  waters  shining.  Oredidit,  inqne  lacAs  oppid*oer- 

So  shall  memory  oft,  in  dream  sub-  nit  aqms. 

lime.  Sic  memori  in  somnis   res  geeta 

Catch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  reponitur  omnis 

are  OTer,  Histonoosque  dies  rettulit  alma 

And,  sighing,   look    through  the  qoies, 

wares  of  time,  Gbria  subUmis  se  effert  h  fluetibus 

For  the  long-£sded  gbries  thej  imis, 

coyer.  Atqueapparetibipatriaoaratibi. 


PBOUT. 

I  now  call  on  m^  worthy  friend  Dowden,  whom  I  am 
Borry  to  see  indul^mg  in  nothing  but  soda  all  the  evening : 
come,  President  of  the  ^'  Temperance/'  and  ornament  of"  the 
Kirk/'  a  song ! 


9iA  9oixintn*i  ii^ong* 

1^  I  ring  ike  Mtud  of  Lodi^ 


I  sing  the  fount  of  soda,  Apierov  fitv  ro  itSup — 

That  sweetly  springs  for  me.  So  Pindar  sang  of  old. 

And  I  hope  to  make  this  ode  a  Though  modem  bards  — proh  pa- 

Delightful  melody ;  dor  / — 

For  if  **  Castalian*'  water  Deem  water  dull  and  cold ; 

Befreshed  the  tuneful  nine.  But  if  at  my  suggestion 
Health  to  the  Muse!  I've  brought  her       TheVd  try  the  crystal  spring, 

A  bubbling  draught  of  mme.  They'd  find  that,  for  diction, 

rare  element^s  the  thmg. 
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XrWk  wcU'*  dweriol  mmmw 

Ibtfi  fflU  ihs  brimmitig  gltM, 
And  tnl  the  mild  'ferrMMOos 
If  hydrogen  utd  ^  t 


Hot 


kt 


lel)  diitili. 

Qia  ii  a  lurkiiie  riper, 

That  (tingi  Us  maddened  wol, 
Aai  Bewon  pan  the  piper, 

While  FoUy  draina  Ihs  bowl  g 
And  mm,  made  of  molaaiea, 

Indineib  man  to  ain  i 
And  far  pBltttn  (urpaMea 

The  alcohol  of  gin. 

But  piiivet  air  in  fixture 
PdCTado  tlio  BOtift  draught, 

And  formn  the  lylpli-likc  miituro 
Urcired  bj  Our  gcntlo  craft. 


And  maj  I  atiU  grow  toadar 


Ihrongh  lifii  with  rtep  unerring 

To  ^ide,  nor  wealth  to  hoard. 
Content  if  »  red  herring 

Adorn  my  fhigal  boud  ) 
Wliila  Martha,  mild  and  plarid, 

Auuoica  tho  household  cnro, 
Lnd  pgralignniu  acid 

The  jiucy  ham  propnres. 


That  is  a  capital  defence  of  the  Tempcranco  Society,  and 
of  Bodnic  compouiida,  Mr.  Dowden,  ana  clearly  refutes  tbe 
rash  .TSBCrtion  of  Horace — 


T)lcl{,  you  liave  a  decided  claim  for  a  Bong  on  any  of  c 
giicsla  whose  melodious  pipe  we  have  not  as  yet  beard. 


I  call  on  O'Meai-n,  whom  I  hate  detected  watching,  with 
a  covetous  eye,  soniething  in  the  distant  laudecape.  A  aoDg, 


I  am  free  to  confesa  that  yonder  turkey,  of  which  I  can 
zet  a  gUmpee  through  the  kitchen-door,  boa  a  most  tempt- 
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ing  aspect.  Would  it  were  spitted !— but,  alas!  this  ii 
Friday.  Howeyer,  there  are  suDstitutes  even  for  a  turkey, 
I  shall  endeayour  to  demonstrate  in  the  most  elegant 


as 


style  of  Franciscan  Iiatinity ;  adding  a  fre^  translation  for 
the  use  of  the  ignorant. 


Why  then,  sure  it  was  made  by  a  learn- 
ed owl. 
The  "  rule"  by  which  I  beg, ' 
Forbidding  to  eat  of  the  tender  fowl 
That  hangs  on  yonder  peg. 
But,  rot  it !  no  matter : 
For  here  on  a  platter. 
Sweet  Margaret  brings 
A  food  fit  for  kings ; 
And  a  meat 
Clean  and  neat — 
That's  an  egg ! 

Sweet  maid, 
She  brings  me  an  egg  newly  laid ! 
And  to  rast  I  need  ne*er  be  afiraid, 
For  'tis  Peg 
That  can  find  me  an  egg. 


Cantilena  Omeariea. 

I. 

Nostril  non  est  reguU 

Edenda  gallina. 
Altera  sod  edula 

Splendent  in  culind : 
Ova  manus  sedula 

AfTert  mihi  bina ! 
Est  Margarita, 
Qu»  facit  ita, 

Puellarum  regina ! 


Three  different  ways  there  are  of  eat- 
ing them ; 
First  boilM,  then  fried  with  salt,— 
But  there's  a  particular  way  of  treating 
them. 
Where  many  a  cook's  at  fault : 
For  with  parsley  and  flour 
•Tis  in  Margaret's  power 
To  make  up  a  dish, 
Neither  meat,  fowl,  nor  fish ; 
But  in  Paris  they  call  *t 
A  neat 
Omelette. 
Sweet  girl ! 
In  truth,  as  in  Latin,  her  name  is  a 
pearl. 

When  she  gets 
l£e  a  platter  of  nice  omelettes. 


n. 

Triplex  mos  est  edere  > 

Prim6,  gcnuina ; 
Dein,  ccrto  fcsdere 

Tosta  et  salina  i 
Turn,  nil  hcrbsc  licdere 

Possunt  aut  farina ; 
Est  Margarita, 
Qun  facit  ita, 

Puellarum  regina  I 
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III. 

(Lento  e  maestoso.) 

Och !  'tis  all  in  my  ey«,  and  a  joke,         Tempus  stulta  plebs  abhorret 
To  call  fasting  a  sorrowful  yoke ;  Quadragesimale } 

Sure,  of  Dublin-bay  herrings  a  keg,     Halec  sed  si  in  mens&  foret, 

And  an  egg,  Bes  iret  non  tarn  male ! 

Is  enough  for  all  sensible  folk !  Ova  dum  hssc  nympha  torret 

Snooess  to  the  fragrant  turf-smoke.  In  oll4  cum  sale. 

That  curls  round  the  pan  on  the  fire ;  Est  Margarita, 

WTiile  the  sweet  yeflow  yolk  Qua  facit  ita, 

From  the  egg-shells  is  broke  Fuellarum  regina ! 

In  that  pan, 
Who  can. 
If  he  have  but  the  heart  of  a  man. 
Not  feel  the  soft  flame  of  desire, 
When  it  bums  to  a  clinker  the  heart  of 
a  friar? 


PEOrT. 

I  coincide  with  all  that  has  been  said  in  praise  of  eggs ; 
I  have  written  a  voluminous  essay  on  the  subject ;  and  as 
to  frying  them  in  a  pan,  it  is  decidedly  the  best  method. 
That  ingenious  man,  Crofton  Croker,  was  the  first  among 
all  the  writers  on  "  useful  knowledge  *'  who  adorn  this  utili- 
tarian epoch  to  discover  the  striking  resemblance  that  exists 
between  those  two  delightful  objects  in  natural  history,  a 
daisy  and  a  fried  egg.  Eggs  broken  into  a  pan  seem  encir- 
cled with  a  whitish  border,  having  a  yellow  nucleus  in  the 
centre ;  and  the  similfir  appearance  of  the  field- daisy  ought 
to  have  long  since  drawn  the  notice  of  Wordsworth.  Mean- 
time, in  the  matter  of  frving  eggs,  care  should  be  taken  not 
to  overdo  them,  as  an  old.  philosopher  has  said — fii'Kirvi  to  'xa.v. 
But  let  none  imagine  that  in  all  I  have  said  I  intend  to 
hint,  in  the  remotest  manner,  any  approval  of  that  barbarous 
and  unnatural  combination — that  horrid  amalgam,  yclept  a 
pancake^  than  which  nothing  can  be  more  detestable. 

SCOTT. 

Have  you  any  objection,  learned  host,  to  our  hearing  a 
little  instrumental  music  ?  Suppose  we  got  a  tune  on  the 
bagj)ipe  ?  I  understand  your  man,  Terry  Callaghan,  can 
squeeze  the  bags  to  some  purpose. 

h2 
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PEOTJT. 

Terry !  come  in,  and  bring  your  pipes ! 

Terry,  nothing  loath,  came,  though  with  some  difficulty, 
and  rather  unsteadily,  from  the  kitchen ;  and  having  esta- 
blished himself  on  a  three-legged  stool  (the  usual  seat  of 
Pythonic  inspiration),  gave,  after  a  short  prelude,  the  fol- 
lowing harmonious  strain,  with  vocal  accompaniment  to  suit 
the  tuneful  drone  of  the  bags :  in  which  arrangement  he 
strictly  adhered  to  the  Homeric  practice ;  for  we  find  that 
the  most  approved  and  highly  gifted  minstrels  of  the  "  Odys- 
sey," ^especially  that  model  among  the  bards  of  antiquity, 
Demodocus),  owing  to  their  contempt  for  wind-instruments, 
were  enabled  to  play  and  sing  at  the  same  time ;  but  neither 
the  lyre,  the  plectrum,  the  po^fny^y  the  chelys,  the  testudo, 
or  the  barbiton,  afford  such  facilities  for  the  concomitance 
of  voice  and  music  as  that  wondrous  engine  of  harmony,  the 
Celtic  bagpipe,  called  "  corne  muse "  by  the  French,  as  if 
par  excellence  ^'cornu  musa,^^  Terry,  having  exalted  his  horn, 
sang  thus  : 

Being  a  full  and  true  Account  of  the  Storming  of  Blarney  Castle^  by 
the  united  forces  of  Cromwell,  Ireton,  and  Fairfax,  in  1628. 

AlB—"  i*m  akin  to  the  Caliaffham,** 

O  Blarney  CsBtlc,  my  darlint ! 

Sure  you*re  nothing  at  all  but  a  stone 
Wrapt  m  ivy — a  neat  for  all  yarmint, 

Since  the  ould  Lord  Clancarty  is  gone. 
Och !  *tiB  you  that  was  once  strong  and  aincient, 

And  ye  kep  all  the  Sassenachs  down, 
While  fighting  them  battles  that  aint  yet 
Forgotten  by  martial  renown. 

O  Blarney  Castle,  &c. 

Bad  luck  to  that  robber,  ould  Crommill  I 

Tliat  plundered  our  beautiful  fort ; 
We'll  never  forgive  liim,  though  eome  will — 

Saxons  !  such  as  George  Kiiapp  and  his  sort. 
But  they  tell  us  the  day  '11  come,  when  Dannel 

Will  purge  the  whole  countr}*,  and  driye 
All  the  Sassciinehs  into  the  cliannel, 

Nor  leave  a  Cromwelliau  nlive. 

O  BlanMiy  Castle,  &c 
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Curse  the  day  clumsy  Noll's  ugly  corpw^ 

Clad  in  copper,  was  seen  on  our  plain ; 
When  he  rowled  over  here  like  a  porpoise, 

In  two  or  three  hookers  from  Spain ! 
And  bekase  that  he  was  a  freemason 

He  mounted  a  battering-ram, 
And  into  her  mouth,  full  of  treason. 

Twenty  pound  of  gunpowder  he*d  cram. 

O  Blarney  Castle,  &o. 

So  when  the  brave  boys  of  Clancarty 

Looked  over  their  battlement*wall, 
They  saw  wicked  Oliver's  party 

All  a  feeding  on  powder  and  ball ; 
And  tliat  giniral  that  married  his  daughter, 

Wid  a  heap  of  grape-shot  in  his  jaw — 
That's  bould  Ireton,  so  famous  for  slaughter-* 

And  he  was  his  brother-in-law. 

O  Blarney  Castle,  &c. 

They  fired  ofi*  their  bullets  like  thunder, 

l*hat  whizzed  through  the  air  like  a  snake } 
And  they  made  tlie  ould  castle  (no  wonder !) 

With  all  its  foundations  to  shake. 
While  the  Irish  had  nothing  to  shoot  off 

But  their  bows  and  their  arras,  the  sowls ! 
Waypons  fit  for  the  wars  of  old  Plutarch, 

And  perhaps  mighty  good  for  wild  fowls, 

O  Blarney  Castle,  &c. 

Ocli !  'twas  Crommill  then  gave  the  dark  token— 

For  in  the  black  art  ho  was  deep  ; 
And  tho'  the  eyes  of  the  Irish  stood  open. 

They  found  themselves  all  fast  asleep ! 
With  his  jack-boots  he  stepped  on  the  water. 

And  he  walked  clano  right  over  the  lake ; 
Wliile  his  sodgers  they  all  followed  after, 

As  dry  as  a  duck  or  a  drake. 

O  Blarney  Castle,  &c. 

Then  the  gates  he  burnt  down  to  a  cinder, 

And  tho  roof  ho  demolished  likewise ; 
O  !  tho  rafters  they  flamed  out  hko  tinder, 

And  the  huildm*  Jiared  up  to  the  skies. 
And  he  gave  the  estate  to  tho  Jeiiors, 

With  the  dairy,  the  cows,  and  the  hay  ; 
And  they  hvcd  there  in  clover  hke  heifers, 

As  their  ancestors  do  to  this  day. 

O  Blarney  Castle,  &c. 

Such  was  the  song  of  Terry,  in  the  chorus  of  which  he 
Wda  aided  by  the  sympathetic   baryton  of  Jack  Beliew's 
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Toice,  never  silent  when  his  country's  woes  are  the  theme 
of  eloquence  or  minstrelsy.  An  incipient  somnolency  be- 
gan, however,  to  manifest  itself  in  Corbet  and  Dick  Dow- 
den  ;  and  I  confess  I  myself  can  recollect  little  else  of  the 
occurrences  of  the  evening.  Wherefore  with  this  epilogue  we 
conclude  our  account  of  the  repast  on  Watergrasshill,  ob- 
serving that  Sir  Walter  Scott  was  highly  pleased  with  the 
sacerdotal  banquet,  and  expressed  himself  so  to  Knapp ;  to 
whom,  on  their  return  in  a  post-chaise  to  Cork,  ne  ex- 
claimed, 

'*  Prors^  jucund^  coenam  prodaximuB  illam." — Hos. 


No.  IV. 

DEAN  swift's  MADNESS.      A  TALE  OF  A  CnUBX. 

iTtom  tfie  ^rout  ^aperitf. 

"  O  thou,  whatever  title  please  thine  ear, 
Dean,  Drapier,  Bickerstaff,  or  Ghilliyer — 
Whether  thou  choose  Cervantes*  serious  air. 
Or  kugh  and  shake  in  Bah*Iais'  easy  chair, 
Or  praise  the  court,  or  magnify  mankind. 
Or  thy  grieved  country's  eopptr  chauu  unbind  I" 

Pope. 

We  are  perfectly  prepared  for  the  overwhelming  burst  of 
felicitation  which  we  shall  elicit  from  a  sympathizmg  public, 
when  we  announce  the  glad  tidinc;8  of  the  safe  amval  in 
London  of  the  Watergrasshill  "  chest,"  fraught  with  trea- 
sures such  as  no  Spanish  galleon  ever  wafted  from  Manilla 
or  Peru  into  the  waters  of  the  Guadalquiver.  From  the  re- 
mote Irish  highland  where  Front  wasted  so  much  Athenian 
suavity  on  the  desert  air,  unnoticed  and  unappreciated  by 
the  rude  tenants  of  the  hamlet,  his  trunk  of  posthumous 
papers  has  been  brought  into  our  cabinet;  and  there  it 
Btuids  before  us,  like  unto  the  Trojan  horse,  replete  with  the 
armedofispring  of  the  great  man's  brain,  right  wellpacked  with 
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classic  stuffing — ay,  pregnant  with  life  and  glory  I  Haply  has 
Fate  decreed  that  it  should  fall  into  proper  hands  and  fit- 
ting custody  ;  else  to  what  vile  uses  might  not  this  vile  box 
of  learned  lumber  have  been  unwittingly  converted — we 
shudder  in  spirit  at  the  probable  destiny  that  would  have 
awaited  it.  The  Caliph  Omar  warmed  the  bath  of  Alex- 
andria with  Ptolemy's  library ;  and  the  "  Prout  Papers " 
might  ere  now  be  lighting  the  pipes  of  "  the  boys  "  in  Blar- 
ney Lane,  while  the  chest  itself  might  afford  materials  for  a 
three-legged  stool — "  IVuncua  ficulmts,  inutile  lignum  P^ 

In  verity  it  ought  to  be  allowable  at  times  to  indulge  in 
that  most  pleasing  opiate,  self-applause ;  and  having  made 
so  goodly  an  acquisition,  why  should  not  we  chuckle  in- 
wardly while  congratulated  nrom  without,  ever  and  anon 
glancmg  an  eye  of  satisfaction  at  the  chest : 

"  Mihi  plaudo  ipse  domi,  simul  ao  oontemplor  in  aro&  !** 

Never  did  that  learned  ex- Jesuit,  Angelo  Mai,  now  librarian 
of  the  Vatican,  rejoice  more  over  a  "palimpsest"  MS.  of  some 
crazy  old  monk,  m  which  his  quick  eye  fondly  had  detected 
the  long-lost  decade  of  Livy — never  did  friend  Pettigrew 
gloat  over  a  newly  uncoffined  mummy — (warranted  of  the 
era  of  Sesostris) — never  did  (that  living  mummy)  Maurice 
de  Talleyrand  exult  over  a  fresh  bundle  of  Palmerstonian 
protocols,  with  more  internal  complacency, — than  did  we, 
jubilating  over  this  sacerdotal  anthology,  this  miscellany  "in 
boards,"  at  hist  safely  lodged  in  our  possession. 

Apropos.  We  should  mention  that  we  had  previously  the 
honour  of  receiving  from  his  Excellency  Prince  l^faurice 
(aforesaid)  the  following  note,  to  which  it  grieved  us  to 
return  a  flat  negative. 

"  Le  Prince  de  Talleyrand  prie  Mr.  Olivier  Yorke  d'agrecr 
ses  respectueux  horamages.  Ayant  eu  Tavantage  de  connaitro 
pcpRonellement  feu  TAbbc  de  Prout  lors  de  ses  etudes  d  la 
yorboune  en  1778,  il  serait  charmc,  sit6t  qu'arriveront  Ics 
pupicps  de  ce  respectable  ecclcsiastique,  d'assistor  k  Touvcr- 
ture  du  coftre.  Cette  faveur,  qu'il  »e  flatte  d'obtenir  de  la 
politesse  reconnue  de  Monsieur  Yorke,  il  S9aura  duement 
upprecier. 

"  Ainbattade  de  France^  Ilanovre  Sq, 
"  ce  8  ya//i." 
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Wo  suspected  at  once,  and  our  surmiso  has  proved  correct, 
tbat  many  documents  would  be  found  referring  to  Marie 
Antoinette's  betrayers,  and  tbe  practices  of  those  three 
prime  intriguers,  Mirabeau,  Cagliostro,  and  Prince  Maurice; 
so  that  we  did  well  in  eschewing  the  honour  intended  us  in 
overhauling  these  papers — Non  "  Talley  "  auxilio  ! 

"VVe  hate  a  flourish  of  trumpets ;  and  though  we  could 
justly  command  all  the  clarions  of  renown  to  usher  in  these 
Prout  writings,  let  their  own  intrinsic  worth  be  the  sole  herald 
of  their  fame.      We  are  not  like  the  rest  of  men — that 
is,  such  as   Larduer  and  Bob   Montgomery — obliged  to 
inflate  our  cheeks  with  incessant  effort  to  blow  our  com- 
modities into  notoriety.     No !  we  are  not  disciples   in  the 
school  of  Puflendorf:  Prout's^A  will  bo  found  fresh  and 
substantial — not  "  blown,**  as  happens  too  frequently  in  the 
literary  market.    We  have  more  than  once  acknowledged 
the  unsought  and  unpurchased  plaudits  of  our  contempora- 
ries :  but  it  is  also  to  the  imperishable  verdict  of  posterity  that 
we  ultimately  look  for  a  ratification  of  modem  applause ; 
with  Cicero  wo  exclaim—*  Memorift  vestrd,  Quirites,  nostra) 
res    vivent,    sermonibus  crescent,  litterarum  monumentis 
veterascent  et  corroborabuntur!"   Yes  !    while  the  epheme- 
ral writers  of  the  day,  mere  bubbles  on  the  surface  of  the 
flood,  will    become  extinct   in  succession,  —  while  a  few, 
more  lucky  than    their    comrade    dunces,   may  continue 
for  a  space  to  swim  with  the  aid  of  those  vile  bladders,  news- 
paper pufls,  Father  Prout  will  be  seen  floating  triumphantly 
down  the  stream  of  time,  secure  and  buovant  in  a  genuine 
"  Cork  "  jacket. 

We  owe  it  to  the  public  to  account  for  the  delay  experi- 
enced in  the  transmission  of  the  "chest"  from  Watergrasshill 
to  our  hands.  The  fact  is,  that  at  a  meeting  of  the  parishioners 
held  on  the  subject  (Mat  Horrogan,  of  Blarney,  in  the 
vhair),  it  was  resolved,  "  That  Terry  Callaghan,  being  a  tall 
and  trustworthy  man,  able  to  do  credit  to  the  village  in 
London,  and  carrv  eleven  stone  weight  (the  precise  tarilFof 
the  trunk),  should  be  sent  at  the  public  expense,  via  Bristol, 
with  the  coffer  strapped  to  his  shoulders,  and  plenty  of  the 
wherewithal  to  procure  *  refreshment '  on  the  western  road, 
until  he  should  deliver  the  same  at  Mr.  Praser's,  Eegent 
Street,  with  the  compliments  of  the  parish."    Terry,  wisely 
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considerinor,  like  the  Commissioners  of  the  Deccan  prize- 
money,  that  the  occupation  was  too  good  a  thing  not  to 
make  it  last  as  long  as  possible,  kept  refreshing  himself,  at 
the  cost  of  the  parochial  committee,  on  the  great  western 
road,  and  only  arrived  last  week  in  Eegent  Street.  Having 
duly  stopped  to  admire  Lady  Aldborough's  "  round  tower,'' 
set  up  to  honour  the  Duke  of  York,  and  elbowed  his  way 
through  the  "  Squadrint,"  he  at  last  made  his  appearance 
at  our  office ;  ana  when  he  had  there  discharged  his  load, 
went  off  to  take  pot-luck  with  Feargus  O'Connor. 

Here,  then,  we  are  enabled,  no  longer  deferring  the  pro- 
mised boon,  to  lay  before  the  public  the  first  of  the  "  Prout 
Papers ;"  breaking  bulk,  to  use  a  seaman's  phrase,  and  pro- 
ducing at  hazard  a  specimen  of  what  is  contained  in  the 
coffer  brought  hither  on  the  shoulders  of  tall  and  trust- 
worthy Terry  Callaghan. 

*'  Faudere  res  alid  Ttrrd  et  Caligine  xnersas.'* 

OLIVER  YOEKE. 

Reg9iU  Street,  let  July,  1834. 


Wateri^raahill,  March  1830. 

Yet  a  few  years,  and  a  full  century  shall  have  elapsed  since 
the  death  of  Dr.  Jonathan  Swift,  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's.  Yes, 
0  my  friends  !  if  such  I  may  presume  to  designate  you  into 
whose  hands,  when  I  am  gathered  to  the  silent  tomb,  these 
HTitings  shall  full,  and  to  whose  kindly  perusal  I  commend 
them,  bequeathing,  at  the  same  time,  the  posthumous  bless- 
in;^  of  a  feeble  and  toil-worn  old  man — yes,  when  a  few  win- 
ters more  shall  have  added  to  the  accumulated  snow  of  age 
lluit  weiglis  on  the  hoary  head  of  the  pastor  of  this  upland, 
wwA  a  sliort  period  shall  have  rolled  on  in  the  dull  monotony 
of  these  latter  days,  the  centenary  cycle  will  be  fully  com- 
l)k'ted,  the  secular  anthem  of  dirge-like  solemnity  may  bo 
sun^jj,  since  the  grave  closed  for  ever  on  one  whom  Britain 
justly  reveres  as  the  most  upright,  intuitive,  and  gifted  of 
her  sages ;  and  whom  Ireland,  when  the  fren/.ied  hour  of 
strife  shall  have  passed  away,  and  the  turbulence  of  parties 
shall  have  subsided  into  a  national  calm,  will  hail  with  the 


lOd  FATUEB  PBOUT's  B£LIQV£S. 

rapture  of  returning  reason,  as  the  first,  the  best,  the  mighti- 
est of  lier  sons.  The  long  arrears  of  gratitude  to  the  only 
true  disinterested  champion  of  her  people  will  then  be  paid — 
the  long-deferred  apotheosis  of  the  patriot-divine  will  then 
take  place— the  shamefully-forgotten  debt  of  glory  which  the 
lustre  of  his  genius  shed  around  his  semi- barbarous  country- 
men will  be  deeply  and  feelingly  remembered  ;  the  old  land- 
mark of  genuine  worth  will  be  discovered  in  the  ebbing  of 
modem  agitation,  and  due  honour  will  be  rendered  by  a 
more  enlightened  age  to  the  keen  and  scrutinizing  philoso- 

{)her,  the  scanner  of  whate*er  lies  hidden  in  the  folds  of  the 
luman  heart,  the  prophetic  seer  of  coming  things,  the  un- 
sparing satirist  of  contemporary  delinquency,  the  stem 
Bhadamanthus  of  the  political  and  of  the  literary  world, 
the  Btar  of  a  benighted  land,  the  lance  and  the  buckler  of  , 
Israel — 

"  We  ne'er  bIiaII  look  upon  his  like  again."* 

And  still  why  must  I  recall  (what  I  would  fain  ob- 
literate) the  ever-painful  fact,^-graven,  alas!  too  inde- 
libly on  the  stubborn  tablets  of  his  biographers,  chronicled 
in  the  annals  of  the  country,  and,  above  all,  firmly  and 
fatally  established  by  the  monumental  record  of  his  own 
philanthropic  munificence, —  the  disastrous  fact,  that  ere 
this  brilliant  light  of  our  island  was  quenched  in  death,  to- 
wards the  close  of  the  year  1745 — long  before  that  sad 
consummation,  the  flame  had  wavered  wild  and  flickered  fit- 
fully in  its  lamp  of  clay,  casting  around  shadows  of  ghastly 
form,  and  soon  assuming  a  strange  and  melancholy  hue,  that 
made  every  well-wisher  hail  as  a  blessing  the  event  of  its 

*  Note  in  Prout*8  handwriting :  "  Doyle,  of  Carlow,  faintly  resembles 
him.  Bold,  honest,  disinterest^  an  able  writer,  a  scholar,  a  gentle- 
man  ;  a  bishop,  too,  in  our  church,  with  none  of  the  shallow  uedantry, 
silly  hauteur,  arrant  selfishness,  and  anile  dotage,  which  may  bo  some- 
times covered,  but  not  hidden,  under  a  mitre.  Swift  demolished,  in  his 
day,  Woods  and  his  bad  halfpence ;  Doyle  denounced  Daniel  and  his 
box  of  coppers.  A  proTision  for  the  starring  Irish  was  called  for  by 
'  the  Dean,*  and  was  sued  for  by  *  J.  K.  L.'  Alas !  when  will  the  Go- 
Temment  awaken  to  the  Toioe  of  our  island's  best  and  most  enlightened 
patriots  P  Truly,  it  hath  '  Moses  and  the  prophets  '—doth  the  Legis- 
lature wait  imtil  one  come  from  the  dead  ?'* 

Doyle  is  since  dead — but  "  dcfunctua  adhoo  loquitur  1"— O.  Y. 
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final  extinction  in  the  cold  and  dismal  vaults  of  St.  Patrick's  ? 
In  what  mysterious  struggle  his  gigantic  intellect  had  been 
cloTen  down,  none  could  tell.  But  the  evil  genius  of  in- 
sanity had  clearly  obtained  a  masterdom  over  faculties  the 
most  powerful,  and  endowments  the  highest,  that  have  fallen 
to  the  lot  of  man. 

We  are  told  of  occasional  hours  of  respite  from  the  fangs 
of  his  tormenting  dai^oiv,*— we  learn  of  moments  when  the 
^  mens  divinior*'  was  suffered  to  go  loose  from  its  gaoler, 
and  to  roam  back,  as  it  were  on  *' parole,'*  into  the  domi- 
nions of  reason,  like  the  ghost  of  the  murdered  king,  allow- 
ed to  revisit,  for  a  brief  space,  the  glimpses  of  our  glorious 
firmament, — ^but  such  gleams  of  mental  enlightenment  were 
but  few,  and  short  in  their  duration.  They  were  like  the 
flash  that  is  seen  to  illumine  the  wreck  when  all  hope  is 
gone,  and,  fiercely  bursting  athwart  the  darkness,  appears 
but  to  seal  the  doom  of  the  cargo  and  the  mariners — mter- 
vals  of  lugubrious  transport,  described  by  our  native  bard  as 

"  That  ecstasy  which,  from  the  depths  of  sadness, 
Glares  like  the  maniac's  moon,  whose  light  is  madness.** 

Alas !  full  rapidly  would  that  once  clear  and  sagacious  spirit 
falter  and  relapse  into  the  torpor  of  idiocy.  His  large,  ex- 
pressive eves,  rolling  wildly,  would  at  times  exhibit,  as  it 
were,  the  inward  working  of  his  reason,  essaying  in  vain  to 
cast  off  the  nightmare  that  sat  triumphant  tliere,  impeding 
that  current  of  thought,  once  so  brisk  and  brilliant.  Noble 
and  classic  in  the  very  wri things  of  delirium,  and  often 
sublime,  he  would  appear  a  living  image  of  the  sculptured 
Laocoon,  battling  witn  a  serpent  that  had  grasped,  not  the 
body,  but  the  mind,  in  its  entangling  folds.  Yet  must  we 
repeat  the  sad  truth,  and  again  record  in  sorrow,  that  the 
last  two  or  three  years  of  Jonathan  Swift  presented  nothing 
but  the  shattered  remnants  of  what  had  been  a  powerfully 
organized  being,  to  whom  it  ought  to  have  been  allotted, 
according  to  our  faint  notions,  to  carry  unimpaired  and  un- 
diminished into  the  hands  of  Him  who  gave  such  varied 
gifts,  and  formed  such  a  goodljr  intellect,  the  stores  of 
hoarded  wisdom  and  the  overflowing  measure  of  talents  well 
employed :  but  such  was  not  the  counsel  of  an  inscrutable 
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Providence,  whose  decree  was  to  be  fulfilled  in  tbe  pros- 
tration of  a  mighty  understanding — 

And  here  let  me  pause — for  a  sadlj  pleasing  reminiscence 
steals  across  my  mind,  a  recollection  of  youthful  days.  I 
love  to  fix,  in  its  flight,  a  transitory  idea ;  and  I  freely  plead 
the  privilege  of  discursiveness  conceded  to  the  garrulity  of 
old  age.  When  my  course  of  early  travel  led  me  to  wander 
in  search  of  science,  and  I  sought  abroad  that  scholastic 
knowledge  which  was  denied  to  us  at  home  in  those  evil 
days ;  when,  by  force  of  legislation,  I  became,  like  others  of 
my  clerical  brethren,  a  "  peripatetic"  philosopher — like  them 
compelled  to  perambulate  some  part  of  Europe  in  quest  of 
professional  education, — the  sunny  provinces  of  southern 
France  were  the  regions  of  my  choice ;  and  my  first  glean- 
ings of  literature  were  gathered  on  the  banks  of  that  mighty 
stream  so  faithfully  characterised  by  Burdigala's  native  poet 
Ausonius,  in  his  classic  enumeration : 

**  Lentut  Arar,  Bhodanufiqoe  celer^  FLEyusque  Oabuihta.*' 

One  day,  a  goatherd,  who  fed  his  shaggy  flock  along  the 
river,  was  heard  by  me,  as,  seated  on  the  lofty  bank,  he  gazed 
on  the  shining  flood,  to  sing  a  favourite  carol  of  the  country. 
'Twas  but  a  simple  ballad ;  yet  it  struck  me  as  a  neat  illus- 
tration of  the  ancient  parallel  between  the  flow  of  human 
life  and  the  course  of  the  running  waters ;  and  thus  it 
began : 

"  Salut !  O  vieiix  fleuve,  (jui  coulcz  par  la  plaine ! 
Ht^las !  an  mfimo  cours  ici  bas  nous  cntraino — 

Egal  est  en  tout  notre  sort : 
Tou8  deux  nous  fournissons  la  mAme  carri^rc ; 
Car  un  m^me  destin  nous  m^ne,  O  riviere*! — 

Yoiis  ik  la  mer !  nous  2l  la  mort  !* 

So  sang  the  rustic  minstrel.  But  it  has  occurred  to  me, 
calmly  and  sorrowfully  pondering  on  the  fate  of  Swift,  that 
although  this  melancholy  resemblance,  so  often  alluded  to  iu 
Scriptural  allegorv,  may  hold  good  in  the  general  fortunes 
of  mankind,  still  lias  it  been  denied  tp  some  to  complete  in 
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tbeir  personal  history  the  sad  similitude ;  for  not  a  few,  and 
these  some  of  the  most  exalted  of  our  species,  have  heen 
forbidden  to  glide  into  the  Ocean  of  Eternity  bringing 
thereunto  the  fulness  of  their  life-current  with  its  brim- 
ming banks  undrained. 

Who  that  has  ever  gazed  on  the  glorious  Bhine,  coeval 
in  historic  memory  with  the  first  Csesar,  and  boasting  much 
previous  traditionary  renown,  at  the  spot  where  it  gushes 
'  m>m  its  Alpine  source,  would  not  augur  to  it,  with  the  poet, 
an  uninterrupted  career,  and  an  ever-growing  volume  of 
copioua  exuberance  P 

"  An  pied  du  Mont  Adulle,  entre  mille  roseaux, 
Le  Khin  tranquil,  et  fier  du  progr^  de  ses  eauz, 
Appuy^  d*uno  main  sur  son  ume  penchante, 
S'endort  au  bruit  flatteur  de  son  onde  naissantc." 

BoiLfiAU. 

Whence  if  it  is  viewed  sweeping  in  brilliant  cataracts  through 
many  a  mountain  glen,  and  many  a  woodland  scene,  until  it 
glides  from  the  realms  of  romance  into  the  business  of  life, 
and  forms  the  majestic  boundary  of  two  rival  nations,  con- 
ferring benefits  on  both— reflecting  from  the  broad  expanse 
of  its  waters  anon  the  mellow  vineyards  of  Jobannisborf:, 
anon  the  hoary  crags  of  Drachenfels — who  then  could 
venture  to  foretell  that  so  splendid  an  alliance  of  usefulness 
and  grandeur  was  destined  to  bo  dissolved — that  yon  rich 
flood  would  never  gain  that  ocean  into  whose  bosom  a 
thousand  rivulets  flow  on  with  unimpeded  gravitation,  but 
would  disappear  in  the  quagmires  of  Helvoetsluys,  be  lost 
in  the  swamps  of  Flanders,  or  absorbed  in  the  sands  of 
Holland  ? 

Yet  such  is  the  course  of  the  Ehino,  and  such  was  the 
destiny  of  Swift,— of  that  man  the  outpourings  of  whose 
nbliTidnnt  mind  fertilized  alike  the  land  of  his  fathers  *  and 
the  land  of  his  birth  :  that  man  the  very  overflowings  of 
whose  strange  genius  were  looked  on  by  his  contemporaries 
with  delight,  and  welcomed  as  the  inundations  of  the  Nile 
are  hailed  by  the  men  of  Egypt. 

•  Prout  aupposcs  Swift  to  have  been  a  natural  son  of  Sir  William 
Temple.     We  belicTO  him  in  error  here. — O.  Y. 
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A  deep  and  hallowed  motive  impels  me  to  select  that  last 
and  dreary  period  of  his  career  for  the  subject  of  special 
analysis ;  to  elucidate  its  secret  history,  and  to  examme  it 
in  all  its  bearings ;  eliminating  conjecture,  and  substituting 
fact ;  prepared  to  demolish  the  visionary  superstructure  of 
hypothesis,  and  to  place  the  matter  on  its  simple  basis  of 
truth  and  reality. 

It  is  far  from  my  purpose  and  far  froni  my  heart  to  tread 
on  such  solemn  ground  save  with  becoming  awe  and  with 
feet  duly  unshodden.  If,  then,  in  the  foUowing  pages,  I 
dare  to  unseal  the  long-closed  well,  think  not  that  I  seek  to 
desecrate  the  fountain :  if  it  devolves  on  me  to  lift  the  veil, 
fear  not  that  I  mean  to  pro&ne  the  sanctuary :  tarry  until 
this  paper  shall  have  been  perused  to  its  close ;  nor  will  it 
fall  from  your  grasp  without  leaving  behind  it  a  conviction 
that  its  contents  were  traced  by  no  unfriendly  hand,  and  by 
no  unwarranted  biographer :  for  if  a  bald  spot  were  to  be 
found  on  the  head  of  Jonathan  Swift,  the  hand  of  Andrew 
Prout  should  be  the  first  to  cover  it  with  laurels. 

There  is  a  something  sacred  about  insanity:  the  traditions 
of  every  countiy  agree  in  flinging  a  halo  of  mysterious  dis- 
tinction around  the  unhappy  mortal  stricken  with  so  sad  and 
so  lonely  a  visitation.  The  poet  who  most  studied  from 
nature  and  least  from  books,  the  immortal  Bhakespeare,  has 
never  made  our  souls  thrill  with  more  intense  sympathy  than 
when  his  personages  are  brought  before  us  bereft  of  the 
guidance  ot  reason.  The  grey  hairs  of  King  Lear  are  silvered 
over  with  additional  veneration  when  he  raves;  and  the 
^vild  flower  of  insanity  is  the  tenderest  that  decks  the  pure 
garland  of  Ophelia.  The  story  of  Orestes  has  furnished 
Greek  tragedy  with  its  most  powerful  emotions  ;  and  never 
did  the  mighty  Talma  sway  with  more  irresistible  dominion 
the  assembled  men  of  France,  than  when  he  personated  the 
fury -driven  maniac  of  Euripides,  revived  on  the  French  stage 
by  the  muse  of  Voltaire.  We  know  that  among  rude  and 
untutored  nations  madness  is  of  rare  occurrence,  and  its  in- 
stances few  indeed.  But  though  its  frequency  in  more  re- 
fined and  civilised  society  has  taken  away  much  of  the 
deferential  homaf^e  paid  to  it  in  primitive  times,  still,  in  the 
palmiest  days  of  Greek  and  Eoman  illumination,  the  oracles 
of  Delphi  found  their  fitting  organ  in  the  frenzy  of  the 
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'  pTthoness ;  and  through  such  channels  does  the  Latin  1  jrist 
represent  the  Deity  communicating  with  man : 


"  quatit 

Kentem  saoordotum  incola  PythiuB." 

fiut  let  US  look  into  our  own  breasts,  and  acknowledge  that, 
with  all  the  fastidious  pride  of  fancied  superiority,  and  in 
the  full  plenitude  of  our  undimmed  reason,  we  cannot  &ce  the 
breathing  ruin  of  a  noble  intellect  undismayed.  The  broken 
sounds,  the  vague  intensity  of  that  gaze,  those  whisperings 
that  seem  to  commune  with  the  world  of  spirits,  the  play  of 
those  features,  still  impressed  with  the  signet  of  immortality, 
though  illegible  to  our  .eye,  strike  us  with  that  awe  which 
the  ooelisk  of  the  desert,  with  its  insculptured  riddles,  in- 
spires into  the  Arabian  shepherd.  An  oriental  opinion  makes 
such  beings  the  farourites  of  Heaven :  and  the  stronc^  tinc- 
ture of  eastern  ideas,  so  discernible  on  many  points  m  Ire- 
land, is  here  also  perceptible ;  for  a  bom  idiot  among  the 
offspring  of  an  Irish  cabin  is  prized  as  a  family  |)a//a£^tt/m. 

To  contemplate  what  was  once  great  and  resplendent  in 
the  eyes  of  man  slowly  mouldering  in  decay,  has  never  been 
an  unprofitable  exercise  of  thought ;  and  to  muse  over  reason 
itself  fallen  and  prostrate,  cannot  fail  to  teach  us  our  com- 
plete deficiency.  If  to  dwell  among  ruins  and  amid  sepul- 
chres— to  explore  the  pillared  grandeur  of  the  tenantless 
Palmyra,  or  the  crumbling  wreck  of  that  Homan  ampin- 
theatre  once  manned  with  applauding  thousands  and  rife 
with  joy,  now  overgrown  with  shrubs  and  haunted  by  the 
owl — if  to  soliloquize  in  the  valley  where  autumnal  leaves 
are  thickly  strewn,  ever  reminding  us  by  their  incessant 
rustle,  as  we  tread  the  path,  "  that  all  that's  bright  must 
fade ;" — if  these  things  beget  that  mood  of  soul  in  which 
the  suggestions  of  Heaven  find  readiest  adoption, — how 
forcibly  must  the  wreck  of  mind  itself,  and  the  mournful 
aberrations  of  that  faculty  by  which  most  wo  assin^late  to 
our  Maker,  humble  our  self-sufficiency,  and  bend  down  our 
spirit  in  adoration  !  It  is  in  truth  a  sad  bereavement,  a  dis- 
severing of  ties  long  cherished,  a  parting  scene  melancholy 
to  witness,  w  hen  the  ethereal  companion  of  this  clay  takes 
its  departure,  an  outcast  from  the  earthly  coil  that  it  once 
animated  with  intellectual  fire,  and  wanders  astray,  cheerless 
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and  friendless,  beyond  the  pictorings  of  poetry  to  describe  ;— 
a  picture  realised  in  Swift,  who,  more  tlian  Adrian,  was  en- 
titled to  exclaim : 

"  Animuls  vagula,  blandula,  "  Wee  soul,  fond  rambler,  whither,  say, 
Hospos  comesque  corporis,  Whither,  boon  comrade,  fleest  awaj  ? 
Q.uffi  nunc  abibis  in  loca  ?  Ill  canst  thou  bear  the  bitter  blast  — 
PaUidula,  rigida,  nudula.  Houseless,  unclad,  affright,  aghast ; 

Ncc,  ut  soles,  dabis  jocos  !'*       Jocund  no  more!  and  hushed  the  mirth 

That  gladden'd  oft  the  sons  of  earth!'* 

Nor  unloath  am  I  to  confess  that  such  contemplations  have 
won  upon  me  in  the  decline  of  years.  Youth  has  its  appro- 
priate pursuits  ;  and  to  him  who  stands  on  the  threshold  of 
fife,  with  all  its  gaieties  and  festive  hours  spread  in  alluring 
blandishment  before  him,  such  musings  may  come  amiss, 
and  such  studies  may  offer  no  attraction.  We  are  then  eager 
to  mingle  in  the  crowd  of  active  existence,  and  to  mix  with 
those  who  swarm  and  jostle  each  other  on  the  molehill  of 
this  world — 

"  Towered  cities  please  us  then, 
And  the  busy  hum  of  men !" 

But  to  me,  numbering  fourscore  years,  and  full  tired  of  the 
frivolities  of  modern  wisdom,  metaphysical  inquiry  returns 
with  all  its  charms,  fresh  as  when  first  I  courted,  in  the 
halls  of  Sorbonne,  the  science  of  the  soul.  On  this  barren 
hill  where  my  lot  is  fallen,  in  that  "  sunset  of  life  "  which  is 
said  to  "  bring  mystical  lore,"  I  love  to  investigate  subjects 
such  as  these. 

"  And  may  my  lamp,  at  midnight  hour,         / 

Bo  seen  in  some  high,  lonely  tower,  ; 

Seeking,  with  Plato,  to  unfold 

What  realms  or  what  vast  regions  liold 

Th*  immortal  soul  that  hath  forsook 

Its  mansion  in  this  fleshy  nook ! 

And  may,  at  length,  my  weary  ago 
•  Kind  out  some  peaceful  hermitage, 

'lill  old  experience  doth  attain 

To  something  like  prophetic  strain  !'* 

To  fix  tlie  precise  limits  where  sober  reason's  well-rcgu- 
latrd  dominions  end,  and  at  what  bourne  the  wild  region  of 
the  fanciful  commences,  extending  in  many  a  tract  of  length- 
ened wilderness  until  it  joins  the  remote  and  volcanic  terri- 
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toiy  of  downright  insanity, — were  a  task  wbicli  the  most 
deeply-read  psychologist  miglit  attempt  in  vain.  Hopeless 
would  he  the  endeavour  to  settle  the  exact  confines  ;  for  no- 
where is  there  so  much  debateable  ground,  so  much  un- 
marked frontier,  so  much  undetermined  boundary.  The 
degrees  of  longitude  and  latitude  have  never  been  laid  down, 
nor,  that  I  learn,  ever  calculated  at  all,  for  want  of  a  really 
sensible  solid  man  to  act  the  part  of  a  first  meridian.  Tiie 
same  remark  is  applicable  to  a  congenial  subject,  viz.  that 
state  of  the  human  frame  akin  to  insanity,  and  called  intoxi- 
cation ;  for  there  are  here  also  various  degrees  of  intensity  ; 
and  where  on  earth  (except  perhaps  in  the  person  of  my 
friend  Dick  Dowdeu,)  will  you  find,  ^ara  f  psva  Kai  xara 
^,aov  a  SOBER  man,  according  with  the  description  in  a  hynm 
of  our  church  liturgy  ? 

"  Qui  piu8,  prudon?,  humilis,  pudicus, 
Sobriam  duxit  sine  labc  vitam, 
Bonce  humanos  levis  afHat  auid 
Spiritus  igncs." 
Ex  officio  Jirev,  Rom.  de  communi  Con/,  won 
Pont,  ad  vcyperas. 

I  remember  well,  when  in  1815  the  present  Lord  Chan- 
cellor (then  simple  Harry  llrouj^hani)  came  to  this  part  of 
the  country  (altractrd  hither  by  tlie  lame  of  our  j^hiniey- 
stone),  havhi<;  had  tlu'  pleasure  of  his  soricty  one  suninuT 
cveninjif  in  this  huuiblo  dwelling,  and  conversing  with  liiiu 
long  and  loudly  on  the  topic  of  inebriation,  lie  had  certainly 
taken  a  drop  extra,  but  ]KThaj)s  waa  therefore  better  quali- 
lied  for  (TeTKitTiTg  Jhe  wubjeet,  viz.  at  irliaf  precise  2>oint  dnuik- 
emicHu  sef.'i  in,  and  what  is  the  exact  low  water-warh.  He  first 
advocated  a  thnc-hottlc  system^  but  enlarged  his  view  cjf  the 
(juestion  ashe  went  on,  until  he  reminded  me  of  those  spirits 
described  by  ^Milton,  who  sat  ai)art  on  a  hill  retired,  discuss- 
ing freewill^  fixed  fate,  forchiowledge  absolute, 

"  And  found  no  end,  in  wandering  mazes  lost !" 

yi)'  idea  of  the  matter  was  very  simple,  although  I  had  some 
trouble  iu  brinmn''  him  round  to  the  true  understaudinu: 
of  things  ;  for  he  is  obstinate  by  nature,  and,  like  the  village 
schoolmaster,  whom  he  has  sent  "  abroad," 

"  Even  though  vanquiahcd,  ho  can  argue  still." 

I 


114  FATHEIt  FBOUT*S  BSLIQUE8. 

I  shewed  him  that  the  poet  Lucretius,  in  his  elaborate  work 
"  De  I)atur&  Eerum,"  had  loDg  since  established  a  criterion, 
or  standard — a  sort  of  clepsydra,  to  ascertain  the  final  de- 
parture of  sobriety, — ^being  the  well-known  phenomenon  of 
reduplication  in  the  visusd  orb,  that  sort  of  second-sight 
common  among  the  Scotch : 

"  Bina  lucernarum  flagrantia  Inmina  flainmis, 

•  Et  dupUces  homintim  rultuB  et  corpora  bina  !** 

LvcBXTiTTB,  lib.  It.  452. 

But,  unfortunately, just  as  I  thought  I  had  placed  my  opinions 
in  their  most  lummous  point  of  view,  I  found  that  poor 
Harry  was  completely  fuddled,  so  as  to  bo  unconscious  of  all 
I  could  urge  during  the  rest  of  the  evening ;  for,  as  Tom 
Moore  says  in  *  Lalla  Bookh,* 

— -— ^  "  tbe  delicate  chain 
Of  thought,  once  tangled,  could  not  dear  again.** 

It  has  long  ago  been  laid  down  as  a  maxim  by  Seneca,  that 
"  nullum  magnum  ingenium  sine  mixturAin8ania)."/^ewton 
was  decidedly  mad  when  he  wrote  his  comment  onEevelations ; 
so,  I  think,  was  Napier  of  the  logarithms,  when  he  achieved  a 
similar  exploit ;  Bums  was  more  than  once  labouring  under 
delirium,  of  the  kind  called  tremens;  Tasso  was  acquainted 
with  the  cells  of  a  madhouse ;  Nathaniel  Lee,*  the  dramatist, 

*  This  fact  concerning  Lee  I  stumbled  on  in  that  oOa  podrida^  the 
"  Curiosities  of  Literature,"  of  the  elder  D*IsraelL  In  his  chapter  on 
the  "  Medicine  of  the  Mind,"  (vol.  i.  second  series  :  Murray,  1823),  I 
find  a  passage  which  tells  for  my  theory ;  and  I  therefore  insert  it  here, 
on  the  principle  of  je prends  tnon  hien partout  oiije*U  trouve :  "  Plutarch 
says,  in  one  of  his  essays,  that  should  the  body  sue  the  mind  in  a  court 
of  judicature  for  damages,  it  would  be  found  that  the  mind  would  prove 
to  liave  been  a  most  ruinous  tenant  to  its  landlord."  This  idea  seemed 
to  me  so  ingenious,  that  I  searched  for  it  through  all  the  metaphysical 
writings  of  the  BcBotian  sage  ;  and  I  find  that  Democritus,  the  laughing 
])hilosopher,  first  made  the  assertion  about  the  Greek  law  of  landlord  and 
tenant  retailed  byhimofCheroncea:  Oi/xai  fiaXttrra  rov AtifiOKptrov  tiinit*, 
cue  ft  TO  autfia  BiKaoairo  ro  i^v^^y,  KaxuffnaQ  ovk  av  avri^v  awo^vytiv, 
Theophrastus  enlarges  on  the  same  topic  :  Sio^paoroc  a\ri9tQ  itxtv, 
TToXv  rifi  ouftaTi  nXttv  tfowioy  r^v  i^xV*'*  Hktiova  ftivroi  ro  trwfta 
ri}c  ^v^nc  airoXavtt  cara,  /<f|  Kara  Xoyov  avn^  xptafitvoQ.  See  the 
mngnificent  edition  of  Plutarch's  Moral  Treatises,  from  the  Clarendon 

>re88  of  Oxford,  1705,  being  nAOYT.  TAH^IKA,  torn  i.  p.  375.— 

)UT, 
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when  a  tenant  of  Bedlam,  wrote  a  tragedy  twenty-five  acts 
long ;  and  Sophocles  was  accused  before  the  tribunal  of  the 
Pfiarpia,  and  only  acquitted  of  insanity  by  the  recitation  of 
his  (Edip.  Colon.  Pascal  was  a  miserable  hypochondriac ;  the 
poet  Cowper  and  the  philosopher  Eousseau  were  subject  to 
lunacy ;  Luis  de  Camoens  died  raving  in  an  hospital  at  Lis- 
bon ;  and,  in  an  hospital  at  Madrid,  the  same  fate,  with  the 
same  attendant  madness,  closed  the  career  of  the  author  of 
"Don  Quixote,"  the  immortal  Miguel  Cervantes.  Shelley 
was  mad  outright :  and  Byron's  blood  was  deeply  tainted 
with  maniacal  infusion.  His  uncle,  the  eighth  lord,  had  been 
the  homicide  of  his  kindred,  and  hid  his  remorse  in  the 
dismal  cloisters  of  Newstead.  He  himself  enumerates  three 
of  his  maternal  ancestors  who  died  by  their  own  hands.  Last 
February  (1830),  Miss  Milbanke,  in  the  book  she  has  put 
forth  to  the  world,  states  her  belief  and  that  of  her  advisers, 
that  "  the  Lord  Byron  was  actually  insane.'*  And  in  Dr. 
Millingen's  book  (the  Surgeon  of  the  Suliote  brigade)  we 
find  these  words  attributed  to  the  Childe :  "  I  picture  myself 
slowly  expiring  on  a  bed  of  torture,  or  terminating  my  days, 
like  Swift,  a  grinning  idiot." — Anecdotes  ofByron^i  Ulnesa  and 
Death,  hy  Julius  Millingen,  p.  120. — London, 

Strange  to  say,  few  men  have  been  more  exempt  from  the 
usual  exciting  causes  of  insanity  than  Swift.  If  ambition, 
vanity,  avarice,  intemperance,  and  the  fury  of  sexual 
passion,  be  the  ordinary  determining  agents  of  lunacy,  then 
should  he  have  proudly  defied  the  approaches  of  the  evil 
spirit,  and  withstood  his  attacks.  As  for  ambitious  cravings, 
it  is  well  known  that  be  sought  not  the  smiles  of  the  court, 
nor  ever  sighed  for  ecclesiastical  dignities.  Though  a  church- 
man, he  had  none  of  the  crafty,  aspiring,  and  intriguing 
mania  of  a  Wolsey  or  a  Mazarin.  By  the  boldness  and  can- 
dour of  his  writings,  he  effectually  put  a  stop  to  that  ecclesi- 
astical preferment  which  the  low-minded,  the  cunning,  and 
the  hypocrite,  are  sure  to  obtain  :  and  of  him  it  might  be 
truly  said,  that  the  doors  of  clerical  promotion  closed  while 
the  gates  of  glory  opened. 

But  even  glory  (mystic  word !),  has  it  not  its  fascinations, 
too  powerful  at  times  even  for  the  eagle  eye  of  genius,  and 
capable  of  dimming  for  ever  the  intellectual  orb  that  gazes 
too  fixedly  on    its  irradiance  P    How  often  has  splendid 
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talent  been  its  own  executioner,  and  the  best  gift  of  Heaven 
supplied  the  dart  that  bereft  its  possessor  of  all  that  maketh 
existence  valuable !  The  very  intensity  of  those  feeling': 
which  refine  and  elevate  the  soul,  has  it  not  been  found  to 
operato  the  work  of  ruin  ? 

/*  Twas  thine  own  genius  gave  the  final  blow, 

And  help'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low. 

So  the  struck  eagle,  strctch'd  upon  the  plain, 

No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 

Views  his  own  leather  aw  the  fatal  dart 
j      Which  wing'd  the  sliaft  that  quivers  in  his  heart. 
I      Keen  are  his  pangs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 

lie  nursed  the  pinion  that  impell'd  the  steel ; 

While  the  same  plumage  that  had  warm'd  his  nest 

Drinks  the  last  life- drop  of  his  bleeding  breast." 

So  Byron  sings  in  his  happiest  mood  ;  and  so  had  sung  be- 
fore him  a  youug  French  poet,  who  died  in  early  life,  worn 
out  by  his  own  fervour : 

*'  Oui,  I'homme  ici  has  aux  talents  condamne, 
Sur  la  tcrre  en  pasaant  sublime  in  fort  un^, 
Ne  pcut  impunement  acliever  unc  vie 
Que  le  Ciel  »ui*chargea  du  fardeau  du  genie ! 
Souvcnt  il  meurt  brAle  dc  ces  cdlestes  feux  .  ,  . 
Tel  quelquefois  Toiseau  du  souvcrain  des  dieux, 
L'aigle,  tombe  du  haut  dcs  plaines  immortelle^, 
lirHle  du/uudre  arJiiit  qtCil  portait  tjus  tcs  aile^  /" 

CH£V£D0Ll6. 

I  am  fully  aware  that  in  Swift's  case  there  was  a  common 
rumour  among  his  countrymen  in  Ireland  at  the  time,  that 
over-study  and  too  much  learning  had  disturbed  the  equi- 
librium of  the  doctor's  brain,  and  unsettled  the  equipoise  of 
his  cerebellum.  The  "  most  noble  "  Pestus,  who  was  a  well- 
bred  Italian  gentleman,  fell  into  the  same  vulgar  error  long 
ago  with  respect  to  St.  Paul,  and  opined  that  much  literature 
had  made  ot  him  a  madman !  But  surely  such  a  sad  con- 
fusion of  materialism  and  spiritualism  as  that  misconception 
implies,  will  not  require  refutation.  The  villagers  in  Gold- 
smith's beautiful  poem  may  have  been  excusable-  for  adopt- 
ing so  unscientific  a  theory  ;  but  beyond  the  sphere  of  rustic 
•ages  the  hypothesis  is  intolerable : 

**  And  still  they  gaxed,  mnd  still  their  wonder  grew, 
That  one  tmall  head  could  carry  all  he  knew !" 
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How  can  the  ethereal  and  incorporate  stores  of  knowledge 
become  a  physical  weight,  and  turn  out  an  incumbrance, 
exercising  undue  pressure  on  the  human  brain  ? — how  can 
mental  acquirement  be  described  as  a  body  ponderous  ? 
What  folly  to  liken  the  crevices  of  the  cerebral  gland  to  the 
fissures  in  an  old  bam  bursting  with  the  riches  of  a  collected 
liarvest! — ruperunt  horrea  msassa — or  to  the  crazy  bark  of 
old  Charon,  when,  being  only  fitted  for  the  light  waftage  of 
ghosts,  it  received  the  bulky  personage  of  the  ^neid : 

"  Gemuit  sub  pondere  cymba 
Sutilifl,  ao  multam  accepit  rimosa  paludem." — Lib.  vi. 

Away  with  such  fantasies !  The  more  learned  we  grow, 
the  better  organised  is  our  mind,  the  more  prejudices  we 
shako  off ;  and  the  stupid  error  which  I  combat  is  but  a  pre- 
text and  consolation  for  ignorance. 

The  delusions  of  love  swayed  not  the  stern  mind  of  the 
Dean  of  St.  Patrick's,  nor  could  the  frenzy  of  passion  ever 
overshadow  his  clear  understanding.  Like  a  bark  gliding 
along  a  beautiful  and  regular  canal,  the  soft  hand  of  woman 
could,  with  a  single  riband,  draw  him  onward  in  a  fair  and 
well-ordered  channel ;  but  to  drag  him  out  of  his  course  into 
any  devious  path,  it  was  not  in  nature  nor  the  most  potent 
fascination  to  accomplish.  Stella,  the  cherished  companion 
of  his  life,  his  secretly  wedded  bride,  ever  exercised  a  mild 
influence  over  his  afTections — 

"  And  rose,  where'er  he  turned  his  eye, 
The  morning  star  of  memory." 

But  his  acquaintanceship  with  Vanessa  (Mrs.  Vanhomrigg) 
was  purely  of  that  description  supposed  to  have  been  introduced 
l|y  j^to  For  my  part,  having  embraced  celibacy,  I  am 
perhaps  little  qualified  for  the  discussion  of  these  delicate 
matters ;  but  I  candidly  confess,  that  never  did  Goldsmith 
so  win  upon  my  good  opinion,  by  his  superior  knowledge  of 
those  recondite  touches  that  ennoble  the  favourite  character 
of  a  respectable  divine,  as  when  he  attributes  severe  and 
uncompromising  tenets  of  monogamy  to  Dr.  Primrose,  vicar 
\  /  of  Wakefield;  that  being  the  next  best  state  to  the  one 
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which  I  have  adopted  myself,  in  accordauce  with  the  Piatonio 
philosoph  J  of  Virgil,  and  the  example  of  Paul ; 

"  Quique  aacerdoies  casti,  dum  vita  manebat ; 
Quique  pii  rates,  et  Plicebo  digna  locuti ; 
Omnibus  his  niyeH  cinguntur  tempora  vitA  !*' 

^neid.  VL 

The  covetousness  of  this  world  had  no  place  in  the  breast 
of  Swifb,  and  never,  consequently,  was  his  mind  liable  to  be 
shaken  from  its  basis  by  the  inroads  of  that  overwhelming 
vice,  avarice.  Broad  lands  and  manorial  possessions  he 
never  sighed  for;  and,  as  Providence  had  ^[ranted  him  a 
competency,  he  could  well  adopt  the  resignation  of  the  poet, 
and  exclaim,  *'  Nil  amplius  oro."  Nothing  amused  him  more 
than  the  attempt  of  his  friend  Doctor  Delany  to  excite  his 
jealousy  by  the  ostentatious  display  of  his  celebrated  villa, 
which,  as  soon  as  purchased,  he  invited  the  Dean  to  come 
and  aidmire.  We  have  the  humorous  lines  of  descriptive 
poetry  which  were  composed  by  Swift  on  the  occasion,  and 
were  well  calculated  to  destroy  the  doctor's  vanity.  The 
estate  our  satirist  represents  as  liable  to  suffer  "  an  eclipse 
of  the  sun "  wherever  "  a  crow  '*  or  other  small  opaque 
body  should  pass  between  it  and  that  luminary.  The  plan- 
tations "  might  possibly  supply  a  toothpick  ;** 

"  And  the  stream  that's  called  '  Meander 
Might  be  sucked  up  by  a  gander  T' 

Such  were  the  sentiments  of  utter  derision  with  which  he 
contemplated  the  territorial  aggrandisement  so  dear  to  the 
votaries  of  Mammon ;  nor  is  it  foreign  from  this  topic  to 
remark,  that  the  contrary  extreme  of  hopeless  povertjr  not 
liaving  ever  fallen  to  his  lot,  one  main  cause  of  insanity  in 
high  minds  was  removed.  Tasso  went  mad  through  sheer 
distress  and  its  concomitant  shame  ;  the  iictions  of  his  ro- 
mantic love  for  a  princess  of  the  Court  of  Ferrara  are  all 
fudge :  he  had  at  one  time  neither  fire  nor  a  decent  coat  to 
his  back  ;  and  he  tells  us  that,  having  no  lamp  in  his  garret, 
he  resorted  to  his  cat  to  lend  him  the  glare  of  her  eyes : 

"  Non  avendo  candele  per  iscrivere  i  suoi  versi !" 

Intemperance  and  debauchery  never  interfered  with  the 
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quiet  tenoiir  of  the  Dean's  domestic  habits  ;  aud  hence  the 
medical  and  constitutional  causes  of  derangement  flowing 
from  these  sources  must  be  considered  as  null  in  this  case. 
I  have  attentively  perused  the  best  record  extant  of  his 
private  life — his  own  "  Journal  to  Stella,"  detailing  his 
sojourn  in  London ;  and  I  find  his  diet  to  have  been  such  as 
I  could  have  wished. 

"  London,  Oct.  1711. — Mrs.  Vanhomrigg  has  changed  her 
lodgings — I  dined  with  her  to-day.  I  am  growing  a  mighty 
lover  of  herrings  ;  but  they  are  much  smaller  here  than  with 
you.  In  the  afternoon  I  visited  an  old  major-general,  and 
ate  SIX  oyBterB,^^ — Letter  32,  p.  384,  in  Scott* 8  edition  of  Swift. 

"  I  was  invited  to-day  to  dine  with  Mrs.  Vannomrigg, 
with  some  company  who  did  not  come ;  but  I  ate  nothing 
but  herrings*** — Same  letter,  p.  388. 

**  Oct.  23, 1711.  I  was  forced  to  be  at  the  secretary's 
office  till  four,  and  lost  my  dinner.  So  I  went  to  Mrs.Yan's, 
and  made  them  get  me  three  herrings,  which  I  am  very  fond  of. 
And  they  are  a  light  victuals"  (sic.  in  orig.) — Letter  33,  p.  400. 

He  further  shews  the  lively  interest  he  always  evinced 
for  fish  diet  by  the  following  passage,  which  occurs  in  a  pub- 
lication of  his  printed  in  Dublin,  1732,  and  entitled  "  An 
Examination  of  Certain  Abuses,  Corruptions,  and  Enormi- 
ties in  this  City  of  Dublin.   By  Dr.  Jonathan  Swift,  D.D." 

"  The  affirmation  solemnly  made  in  the  cry  of  Herrings  ! 
is  against  all  truth,  viz.  *  Herrings  alive,  ho !'  The  very  pro- 
verb will  convince  us  of  this ;  for  what  is  more  frequent  in 
ordinary  speech  than  to  say  of  a  neighbour  for  whom  the 
bell  tolls.  He  is  dead  as  a  herring !  And  pray,  how  is  it 
possible  that  a  herring,  which,  as  philosophers  observe,  can- 
not live  longer  than  one  minute  three  seconds  and  a  half 
out  of  water,  should  bear  a  voyage  in  open  boats  from 
llowth  to  Dublin,  be  tossed  into  twenty  hands,  and  preserve 
its  life  in  sieves  for  several  hours  ?" 

The  sensie  of  loneliness  consequent  on  the  loss  of  friends, 
and  the  withdrawal  of  those  whose  companionship  made  life 
pleasant,  is  not  unfrequently  the  cause  of  melancholy  mono- 
mania ;  but  it  could  not  have  aftected  Swift,  whose  residence 
in  Dublin  had  estranged  him  long  previously  from  those 
who  at  that  period  died  away.  Gay,  his  bosom  friend,  had 
died  in  December,  1732  ;  Bolingbroke  had  retired  to  France 
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in  1734 ;  Pope  was  become  a  hypochondriac  from  bodily  in- 
firmities ;  Dr.  Arbuthnot  was  extinct ;  and  he,  the  admirer 
and  the  admired  of  Swift,  John  of  Blenheim,  the  illustrious 
Marlborough,  had  preceded  him  in  a  madhouse ! 

"  Down  Marlborough's  cheeks  the  tears  of  dotage  flow." 

A  lunatic  asylum  was  the  last  refuge  of  the  warrior, — if,  in- 
deed, he  and  his  fellows  of  the  conquering  fraternity  were 
not  candidates  for  it  all  along  intrinsically  and  profes- 
sionally, 

"  From  Macedonian's  madman  to  the  Swede.** 

Thus,  although  the  Dean  might  have  truly  felt  like  one  who 
treads  alone  some  deserted  banquet- hall  (according  to  the 
beautiful  simile  of  the  Melodist),  still  we  cannot,  with  the 
slightest  semblance  of  probability,  trace  the  outbreak  of  hia 
madness  to  any  sympatnies  of  severed  friendship. 

If  Swift  ever  nourished  a  predominant  affection — if  he 
was  ever  really  under  the  dominion  of  a  ruling  passion,  it 
was  that  of  pure  and  disinterested  love  of  country ;  and  were 
he  ever  liable  to  be  hurried  into  insane  excess  by  any  over- 
powering enthusiasm,  it  was  the  patriot's  madness  that  had 
the  best  chance  of  prostrating  his  mighty  soul.  His  works 
are  the  imperishable  proofs  of  the  sincere  and  enlightened 
attachment  which  he  Dore  an  island  connected  with  him  by 
no  hereditary  recollections,  but  merely  by  the  accident  of 
his  birth  at  Cashel. 

AVe  read  in  the  sacred  Scriptures  (Eccles.  Ixxvii.),  that 
"  the  sense  of  oppression  maketh  a  man  mad ;"  and  whoso- 
ever will  peruse  those  splendid  eifusions  of  a  patriot  soul, 
"  the  Story  of  an  injured  Lady"  (Dublin,  1725),  "  Maxims 
controlled  in  Ireland  **  (Dublin,  1724),  "  Miserable  State  of 
Ireland  "  (Dublin,  1727),  must  arise  from  the  perusal  im- 

Eressed  with  the  integrity  and  fervour  of  the  Dean's  love  of 
is  oppressed  country.  The  *'  Maxims  controlled  "  develop, 
accordmg  to  that  highly  competent  authority,  Edmund 
Burke,  the  deepest  and  most  statesmanslike  views  ever  taken 
ofthe  mischievous  mismanagement  that  has  constantly  marked 
England's  conduct  towards  her  sist«r  island.  In  the  "  Miser- 
able State,  &c.,  we  have  evidence  that  the  wretched  peasantry 
at  that  time  was  at  just  the  same  stage  'of  civilization  and 
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comfort  as  they  are  at  the  present  day ;  for  we  find  the 
Dean  thus  depicting  a  state  of  things  which  none  but  an 
Irish  landlord  could  read  without  blushing  for  human  nature — 
"  There  are  thousands  of  poor  creatures  who  think  themselves 
blessed  if  they  can  obtain  a  hut  worse  than  the  squire's  dog- 
kennel,  and  a  piece  of  ground  for  potato-plantation,  on  con- 
dition of  being  as  very  slaves  as  any  in  America,  starving  in 
the  midst  of  plenty."  Further  on,  he  informs  us  of  a  sin- 
gular item  of  the  then  traffic  of  the  Irish : — "  Our  fraudu- 
lent trade  in  wool  to  France  is  the  best  branch  of  our 
commerce." 

And  in  his  "  Proposal  for  the  Use  of  Irish  Manufactures," 
which  was  prosecuted  by  the  government  of  the  day,  and 
described  by  the  learned  judge  who  sent  the  case  to  the  jury 
as  a  plot  to  bring  in  the  Pretender !  we  have  this  wool- 
traffic  again  alluded  to :  "  Our  beneficial  export  of  wool  to 
France  has  been  our  only  support  for  several  years :  we  con- 
vey our  wool  there,  in  spite  ot  all  the  harpies  of  the  custom- 
house." In  this  tract,  he  introduces  the  story  of  Pallas  and 
the  nymph  Arachne,  whom  the  goddess,  jealous  of  her  spin- 
ning, changed  into  a  spider;  and  beautifully  applies  the 
allegory  to  the  commercial  restrictions  imposed  by  the  sister- 
ooiintrv  on  Ireland.  "  Arachne  was  allowed  still  to  spin ; 
hut  J^ritain  will  take  our  bowels,  and  convert  them  into  tho 
web  and  warp  of  her  own  exclusive  and  intolerant  in- 
dustry." 

Of  the  "  Drnpicr's  Letters,"  and  tho  signal  discomfiture 
of  tho  base-eurrency  scheme  attempted  by  William  Woods, 
it  were  su peril uo us  to  speak.  Never  was  there  a  more  barc- 
faoed  attempt  to  swindle  the  natives  than  the  copper  impo- 
Kit  ion  of  that  notorious  hardwareman  ;  and  tho  only  thing 
th:it  in  modern  times  can  be  placed  in  juxtaposition,  is  the 
begging-box  of  O'Connell.  O  for  a  Drapier  to  expose  that 
second  and  most  impudent  scheme  for  victimising  a  deluded 
and  starving  peasantry  ! 

The  Seotch  rebellion  of  1745  found  the  Dean  an  inmale 
of  his  last  sad  dwelling — his  own  hospital ;  but  tho  crisis 
awakened  all  his  energies,  and  he  found  an  interval  to  pub- 
lish that  address  to  his  fellow-euuntrymen  which  some  at- 
tributed to  the  liord-Lieutenant  Chesterfield,  but  whii'h 
bears  intrinsic  evidence  of  his  pen.     It  is  printed  by  Sir 
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W.  Scott,  in  the  appendix  of  the  "  Drapier's  Letters.** 
There  is  a  certain  cliemical  preparation  called  sympathetic 
ink,  which  leaves  no  trace  on  the  paper ;  but  if  applied  to 
the  heat  of  a  fire,  the  characters  will  become  at  once  legible. 
Such  was  the  state  of  Swift's  soul — a  universal  blank ;  but 
when  brought  near  the  sacred  flame  that  burnt  on  the  altar 
of  his  country,  his  mind  recovered  for  a  time  its  clearness, 
and  found  means  to  communicate  its  patriotism.  Touch 
but  the  interests  of  Ireland,  and  the  madman  was  sane 
again ;  such  was  the  mysterious  nature  of  the  visitation. 

*'  O  Reason !  who  shall  say  what  spells  renew, 
\      When  least  we  look  for  it,  thy  broken  clue ; 

Through  what  small  vistas  o'er  the  darken*d  brain 

The  intellectual  daybeam  bursts  again ! 
i      Enough  to  shew  the  maze  in  which  the  sense 

Wandered  about,  but  not  to  guide  thoe  hence  ^ 

Enough  to  glimmer  o'er  the  yawning  wave, 

But  not  to  point  the  harbour  wliich  might  save  !** 

When  Eichard  Coeur  de  Lion  lay  dormant  in  a  dungeon, 
the  voice  of  a  song  which  he  had  known  in  better  davs  came 
upon  his  ear,  and  was  the  means  of  leading  him  forth  to  light  and 
freedom ;  but,  alas !  Swift  was  not  led  forth  from  his  lonely 
dwelling  by  the  note  of  long -remembered  music,  the  anthem 
of  fatherland.  Gloomy  insanitv  had  taken  too  permanent 
possession  of  his  mind ;  and  right  well  did  he  know  that  he 
should  die  a  maniac.  For  this,  a  few  years  before  his  death, 
did  he  build  unto  himself  an  asylum,  where  his  own  lunacy 
might  dwell  protected  from  the  vulgar  gaze  of  mankind.  He 
felt  the  approach  of  madness,  and,  like  Ccesar,  when  about 
to  fall  at  the  feet  of  Pompey's  statue,  he  gracefully  arranged 
the  folds  of  his  robe,  conscious  of  his  own  dignity  even  in 
that  melancholy  downfal.  The  Pharaohs,  we  are  told  in 
Scripture,  built  unto  themselves  gorgeous  sepulchres :  their 
pyramids  still  encumber  the  earth.  Sardanapalus  erected  a 
pyre  of  cedar- wood  and  odoriferous  spices  when  death  was 
inevitable,  and  perished  in  a  blaze  of  voluptuousness.  The 
asylum  of  Swift  will  remain  a  more  characteristic  memorial 
than  the  sepulchres  of  Egypt,  and  a  more  honourable  fune- 
real pyre  than  that  heaped  up  by  the  Assyrian  king.  He 
died  mad,  among  fellow- creatures  similarly  visited,  but 
Bheltered  by  his  munificence ;  and  it  now  devolves  on  me 
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to  reveal  to  the  world  the  unknown  cause  of  that  sad 
calamity. 

I  have  stated  that  his  affections  were  centered  in  that  ac- 
complished woman,  the  refined  and  gentle  Stella,  to  whom 
he  had  been  secretly  married.  The  reasons  for  such  secrecy, 
though  perfectly  familiar  to  me,  may  not  be  divulged ;  but 
enough  to  know  that  the  Dean  acted  in  this  matter  with  his 
usual  sagacity.  An  infant  son  was  bom  of  that  marriage 
after  many  a  lengthened  year,  and  in  this  child  were  con- 
centrated all  the  energies  of  the  father's  affection,  and  all 
the  sensibilities  of  the  mother's  heart.  In  him  did  the  Deau 
fondly  hope  to  live  on  when  his  allotted  days  should  fail, 
like  unto  the  self-promised  immortality  of  the  bard — "  Non 
omnia  moriar,  multaque  pars  mei  vitabit  Libitinam  I"  How 
vain  are  the  hopes  of  man !  That  child  most  unaccountably, 
most  mysteriously  disappeared ;  no  trace,  no  clue,  no  shadow 
of  conjecture,  could  point  out  what  had  become  its  destiny, 
and  who  were  the  contrivers  of  this  sorrowful  bereavement. 
The  babe  was  gone !  and  no  comfort  remained  to  a  despond- 
ing father  in  this  most  poignant  of  human  afflictions. 

In  a  copy  of  Verses  composed  on  hie  own  Death,  the  Dean 
indulges  m  a  humorous  anticipation  of  the  motives  that 
would  not  fail  to  be  ascribed,  as  determining  his  mind  to 
mnke  the  singular  disposal  of  his  property  which  (after  the 
loss  of  his  only  child)  he  resolved  on  : 

'*He  ffavo  the  litUo  wealth  he  had 
To  build  a  house  for  people  mad, 
To  shew,  bj  one  satiric  touch, 
No  nation  wanted  it  so  much." 

Eut  this  bitter  pleasantry  only  argued  the  sad  inroads  which 
grief  was  making  in  his  heart.  The  love  of  offspring,  whicli 
the  Greeks  call  ffro^yti  (and  which  is  said  to  De  strongest 
in  the  stork),  was  eminently  perceptible  in  the  diagnosis 
of  the  Dean's  constitution.  Sorrow  for  the  loss  of  his  child 
bowed  down  his  head  eventually  to  the  grave,  and  unsettled 
a  mind  the  most  clear  and  well-regulated  that  philosophy 
and  Christianity  could  form. 

These  patehs  will  not  meet  the  public  eye  until 

i  I  too  ASi  NO  MORE  •   BUT  WHEN  THAT    DAY    SHALL    COME — 

\ 
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WIIEX  THE  PASTOB  OF  THIS  OBSCUBE  UPLAND  SHALL,  IN  A 
GOOD  OLD  AGE,  BE  LAID  IN  THE  EABTH— WHEN  NEITUEB 
PBIDE  OF  BIETH  NOB  HUMAN  APPLAUSE  CAN  MOVE  THE 
COLD  EAB  OF  THE  DEAD,  THE  SECBET  OF  THAT  CHILD'b 
HI8T0BY,  OF  SwIFT's  LONG-LOST  CHILD,  SHALL  BE  TOLD  ; 
AND  THE  OLD  MAN  WHO  HAS  DEPABTED  FBOM  THIS  WOBLD 
OF  WOE  IN  PEACE,  WILL  BE  FOUND  TO  HAVE  BEEN  THAT 
LONG-SOUGHT  SON,  WHOM  "WiLLIAM  "WoODS,  IN  THE  BASE- 
NESS OF  A  VILE  VINDICTIVENESS,  FILCHED  FBOM  A  FATHEB'S 
AFFECTIONS. 

Baffled  in  his  wicked  contrivances  by  mv  venerable  father, 
and  foiled  in  every  attempt  to  brazen  out  his  notorious  scheme 
of  bad  halfpence,  this  vile  tinker,  nourishing  on  implacable 
resentment  in  his  soul, 

*  iEtemum  scryans  sub  pcctoro  yulnus," 

resolved  to  wreak  his  vengeance  on  tlie  Dean  ;  and  sought 
out  craftily  the  most  sensitive  part  to  inflict  the  contem- 
plated wound.  In  the  evening  of  October,  1741,  he  kid- 
napped me,  Swift's  innocent  child,  from  my  nurse  at  Glcn- 
dalough,  and  fraudulently  hurried  off  his  capture  to  tlie 
extremity  of  Munster ;  where  he  left  me  exposed  as  a  found- 
ling on  the  bleak  summit  of  AVatergrasshill.  The  reader 
will  easily  imagine  all  the  hardships  I  had  to  encounter  in 
this  my  first  and  most  awkward  introduction  to  my  future 
parishioners.  Often  have  I  told  the  sorrowful  tale  to  my 
college  companion  in  France,  the  kind-hearted  and  sensi- 
tive Qresset,  who  thus  alludes  to  me  in  the  well-known  lines 
of  his  "  Lutrin  Vivant :" 

"Et  puist  d'ailleurs,  le  petit  malheureux, 
OuTrago  no  d'un  autcur  anonymc, 
Ke  connaissant  parens,  ni  legitime, 
N'arait,  en  tout  dans  co  sterile  lieu. 
Pour  so  chaufTor  que  la  grace  do  Dieu !" 

Some  are  born,  says  the  philosophic  Goldsmith,  with  a 
silver  spoon  in  their  mouth,  some  with  a  wooden  ladle  ;  but 
wretched  I  was  not  left  by  Woods  even  that  miserable  im- 
plement as  a  stock-in-trade  to  begin  the  world.  Moses  lay 
ensconced  in  a  snug  cradle  of  bulrushes  when  he  was  sent 
adril't ;  but  I  was  cast  on  the  flood  of  life  with  no  equipage 
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or  outfit  whatever ;  and  found  myself,  to  use  the  solemn 
language  of  my  Lord  Byron, 

"  Sent  afloat 
^^      With  nothing  hut  the  sky  for  a  great  coat."  <-««i» 

But  stop,  I  mistake.  I  had  an  appendage  round  my  neck 
—a  trinket,  which  I  still  cherish,  and  by  which  I  eventually 
found  a  clue  to  my  real  patronage.  It  was  a  small  locket 
of  my  mother  Stella's  hair,  of  raven  black,  (a  distinctive 
feature  in  her  beauty,  which  had  especially  captivated  the 
Sean)  :  around  this  locket  was  a  Latin  motto  of  my  gifted 
father's  composition,  three  simple  words,  but  beautiful  in 
their  simplicity  -^  pbout  stella  eefuloes  !"  )  So  that, 
when  I  was  taken  into  the  "  Cork  Foundling  Hospital,"  I 
was  at  once  christened  "  Prout,"  from  the  adverb  that  begins 
the  sentence,  and  which,  being  the  shortest  word  of  the 
three,  it  pleased  the  chaplain  to  make  my  future  patro- 
nymic. 

Of  all  the  singular  institutions  in  Great  Britain,  philan- 
thropic, astronomic,  Hunterian,  ophthalmic,  obstetric,  or 
zoological,  the  "  lloyal  Cork  Foundling  Hospital,"  where  I 
had  the  honour  of  matriculating,  was  then,  and  is  now,  de- 
cidedly the  oddest  in  ])rin('ii)le  and  the  most  comical  in  prae- 
tice.  Until  the  happy  and  eventful  day  when  1  nianufijed, 
by  mother-wit,  to  aeconipliah  my  deliverance  I'rom  its  walls, 
(having  escaped  in  a  churn,  as  1  will  recount  presently),  it 
waH  my  iinhaj)py  lot  to  witness  and  to  endure  all  the  va- 
rieties of  human  misery.  The  prince  of  Latin  song,  when 
he  wishes  to  convey  to  his  readers  an  idea  of  the  lower 
regions  and  the  abodes  of  Erebus,  begins  his  affecting  ])ic- 
turu  by  placing  in  the  foreground  the  souls  of  infants  taken 
by  the  mischievous  policy  of  such  institutions  from  the 
mother's  breast,  and  perishing  by  myriads  under  tiie  inflic- 
tion of  a  mistaken  philanthropy  : 

"  Tnfuntumqiie  unimrc  (Icntcs  in  liiniino  i)riino : 
Qiios  (hilcis  vitro  cxsortos,  ct  ah  uhere  mplox^ 
Abstulit  atra  dic3,  ct  funcro  nicrsit  accrbo." 

The  inimitable  and  philosophic  Searron's  translation  of  this 
passage  in  the  ^ueid  is  too  much  in  my  father's  owu  style 
not  to  give  it  insertion : 
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"  Lors  il  entend,  en  ce  lieu  sombre, 
Les  cris  aigus  d'cnfants  sans  nombre. 
I'auvres  bambins !  lis  font  grand  bruit, 
Et  braillent  de  jour  et  de  nuit — 
Pcut-^tre  faute  de  nourrice?"  &c.  &o. 

Eneid  iraveti,  6. 

But  if  I  had  leisure  to  dwell  on  the  melancholy  subject,  I 
could  a  tale  unfold  that  would  startle  the  Legislature,  and 
perhaps  arouse  the  Irish  secretary  to  examine  into  an  evil 
crying  aloud  for  redress  and  suppression.  Had  my  perse- 
cutor, the  hard-hearted  coppersmith,  Woods,  had  any  notion 
of  the  sufferings  he  entailed  on  Swift*s  luckless  infant,  he 
would  never  have  exposed  me  as  an  enfant  trouvi  ;  he  would 
have  been  satisfied  with  pluuging  my  father  into  a  mad- 
house, without  handing  over  his  child  to  the  mercies  of  a 
foundling  hospital.  Could  he  but  hear  my  woful  story,  I 
would  engage  to  draw  "  copper"  tears  down  the  villain's 
cheek. 

Darkuess  and  mystery  have  for  the  last  half  century  hung 
over  this  establishment ;  and  although  certain  returns 
have  been  moved  for  in  the  House  of  Commons,  the  public 
knows  as  little  as  ever  about  the  fitleen  hundred  young 
foundlings  that  there  nestle  until  supplanted,  as  death  col- 
lects them  under  his  wings,  by  a  fresh  supply  of  victims 
offered  to  the  Moloch  of  •>J/iu3o-philanthropy.  Horace  tells 
us,  that  certain  proceedings  are  best  not  exhibited  to  the 
general  gaze — 

"  Neo  natos  ooram  populo  Medea  trucidet.** 

Such  would  appear  to  be  the  policy  of  tliese  institutions, 
the  onlv  provision  which  the  Legislature  has  made  for  Irish 
pauperism. 

Home  steps,  however,  have  been  taken  latterly  by  Q-ovem- 
ment ;  and  from  a  paper  laid  before  Parliament  last  month 
(May  1830),  it  appears  that,  in  consequence  of  the  act  of 
1822,  the  annual  admissions  in  Dublin  have  fallen  from  2000 
to  400.  But  who  will  restore  to  society  the  myriads  whom 
the  system  has  butchered  ?  who  will  recall  the  slain  ?  When 
the  flower  of  Eoman  chivalry,  under  improvident  guidance, 
fell  in  the  Qerman  forests, ''  Yams,  give  back  my  legions  !** 
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was  the  frantic  cry  wrung  from  the  bitterness  of  patriotic 
Borrow. 

Mj  illustrious  father  has  written,  among  other  bitter  sar- 
casms on  the  cruel  conduct  of  Goyemment  towards  the 
Irish  poor,  a  treatise,  which  was  printed  in  1729,  and  which 
he  entitled  "  A  Modest  Proposal  for  preventing  Poor  Chil- 
dren from  being  a  Burden  to  their  Parents."  He  recom- 
mends, in  sober  sadness,  that  they  should  be  made  into  salt 
proyisions  for  the  navy,  the  colonies,  and  for  exportation ; 
or  eaten  fresh  and  spitted,  like  roasting-pigs,  by  the  alder- 
men of  Cork  and  Dublin,  at  their  civic  banquets.  A  quo- 
tation  from  that  powerful  pamphlet  may  not  be  unaccept- 
able here : 

*'  Infant's  flesh  (quoth  the  Dean)  will  be  in  season  through-  ^ 
out  the  year,  but  more  plentifully  in  March,  or  a  little  be-  f 
fore ;  for  we  are  told  by  a  grave  author,  an  eminent  French  ' 
pfajrsician,  that  flsh  being  a  prolific  diet,  there  are  more  chil- 
dren born  in  Soman  Catholic  countries  about  nine  months 
after  Lent  than  at  any  other  season.    Therefore,  reckoning     i 
a  year  after  Lent,  the  markets  will  be  more  glutted  than 
usual,  because  the  number  of  Popish  infants  is  at  least  three 
to  one  in  the  kingdom  ;  and  therefore  it  will  have  one  other 
collateral  advantage,  by  lessening  the  number  of  Papists 
amongst  us." 

These  lines  were  clearly  penned  in  the  very  gall  and  bit- 
terness of  his  soul ;  and  while  the  Irish  peasant  is  still  con- 
sidered by  the  miscreant  landlords  of  the  country  as  less 
worthy  of  his  food  than  the  boasts  of  the  field,  and  less 
entitled  to  a  legal  support  in  the  land  that  bore  him ;  while 
the  selfish  demagogue  of  the  island  joins  in  the  common 
hostility  to  the  claims  of  that  pauper  who  makes  a  stock- 
purse  for  him  out  of  the  scrapings  of  want  and  penury ; 
the  proposal  of  Swift  should  be  reprinted,  and  a  copy  sent 
to  every  callous  and  shallow-pated  disciple  of  modem  poli- 
tical economy.  Poor-laws,  forsooth,  they  cannot  reconcile 
to  their  clear-sighted  views  of  Irish  legislation  ;  fever  hos^ 
pitaU  and  yaoh  they  admire  ;  grammar- schools  they  will  ad- 
vocate, where  half-starved  urchins  may  drink  the  physic  of 
the  soul,  and  forget  the  cravings  of  hunger ;  and  they  will 
provide  in  the  two  great  foundling  hospitals  a  receptacle  for 
troublesome  infants,  who,  in  those  "  white-washed  sepul- 
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chres,"  soon  cease  to  be  a  burden  on  the  community.  The 
great  agitator,  meantime  (Grod  wot !)  will  bring  in  *'  a  bill  '* 
lor  a  grand  national  cemetery  in  Dublin  •*  such  is  the  pro- 
vision he  deigns  to  seek  for  his  starving  fellow-countrymen ! 

"  The  great  have  still  some  favour  in  reserve — 
They  help  to  bury  whom  they  help  to  starve." 

The  Dublin  Hospital  being  supported  out  of  the  consoli- 
dated fund,  has,  by  the  argumentum  ad  cnimenam,  at  last 
attracted  the  suspicions  of  government,  and  is  placed  under 
a  course  of  gradual  reduction ;  but  the  Cork  nursery  is  up- 
lield  by  a  compulsory  local  tax  on  coal,  amounting  to  the 
incredible  sum  of  £6000  a-year,  and  levied  on  the  unfor- 
tunate Corkonians  for  the  support  of  children  brought  into 
their  city  from  "Wales,  Conuaught,  and  the  four  winds  of 
heaven !  Three  hundred  bantlings  are  thus  annually  saddled 
on  the  beautiful  city,  with  a  never-failing  succession  of  con- 
tinuous supply : 

"  Miranturque  novas  frondcs,  ct  non  sua  ponia  V* 

By  the  Irish  act  of  Parliament,  these  young  settlers  are 
entitled,  on  coming  of  age  (which  few  do),  to  claim  as  a 
right  the  freedom  of  that  ancient  and  loyal  corporation ;  so 
that,  although  of  the  great  bulk  of  them  it  may  be  said 
that  we  had  "  no  hand  in  their  birth,"  they  have  the  bene- 
lit  of  their  coming — "  a  place  in  the  commonwealth"  {ita 
Shakespeare), 

My  sagacious  father  used  to  exjiort  his  countr}'men  to 
burn  every  article  that  came  from  England,  except  coals ; 
and  in  1729  he  addressed  to  the  "  Dublin  Weekly  Journal" 
a  scries  of  letters  on  the  use  of  Irish  coals  exclusively.  But 
it  strikes  me  that,  as  confessedly  we  cannot  do  without  the 
English  article  in  the  present  state  of  trade  and  manufac- 
tures, the  most  mischievous  tax  that  any  Irish  seaport  could 
be  visited  with,  would  be  a  tonnage  on  so  vital  a  commodity 
to  the  productive  interests  of  the  community.  Were  this 
rile  impost  withdrawn  from  Cork,  every  class  of  manufac- 
ture would  hail  the  boon ;  the  iron  foundry  would  supply 
us  at  home  with  what  is  now  brought  across  the  Channel ; 
the  glassblower's  furnace  would  glow  with  inextinguishable 
fires ;  the  steam  engine,  that  giant  power,  as  yet  so  feebly 

•  lEfltorical  fact.    Vide  parL  proceedings. — O.  F. 
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ilcrelopeil  among  us,  would  delight  to  wield  on  our  behalf, 
its  energies  unfettered,  and  toil  unimpeded  for  tlie  national 
prosperity ;  new  enterprize  would  inspirit  the  capitalist ; 
while  the  humble  artificer  at  the  forge  would  learn  the 
tidings  with  satisfaction, — 

**  Relax  his  ponderous  strength,  and  lean  to  hear.'* 

Something  too  much  of  this.  But  I  haye  felt  it  incum- 
bent on  me  to  place  on  record  my  honest  conviction  of  the 
impolicy  of  the  tax  itself,  and  ot  the  still  greater  enormity 
of  the  evil  which  it  goes  to  support.  To  return  to  my  own 
history. 

In  this  "  hospital,'*  which  was  the  first  alma  mater  of  my 
juvenile  days,  i  graduated  in  all  the  science  of  the  young 
gipsies  who  swarmed  around  me.  My  health,  which  was 
naturally  robust,  bore  up  against  the  fearful  odds  of  mor- 
tality by  which  I  was  beset ;  and  although  I  should  have 
ultimately,  no  doubt,  perished  with  the  crowd  of  infant  suf- 
ferers that  shared  my  evil  destiny,  still,  like  that  favoured 
Crrecian  who  won  the  good  graces  of  Polyphemus  in  his  an- 
thropophagous cavern,  a  signal  privilege  would  perhaps 
have  been  granted  me :  Prout  would  have  been  the  last  to 
be  devoured. 

But  a  ray  of  light  broke  into  ray  prison-house.  Tlie  idea 
of  escape,  a  bold  thought !  took  possession  of  my  soul.  Yot 
how  to  accomplish  so  daring  an  enterprise  ?  how  elude  the 
vigilance  of  the  fat  door-keeper,  and  the  keen  eye  of  the 
chaplain  ?  Bight  well  did  they  know  the  muster-roll  of  their 
slock  of  urchins,  and  often  verified  the  same : 

*'  Bisque  die  numcrant  ambo  pocus,  alter  et  hrodos." 

Heaven,  however,  soon  granted  what  the  porter  denied.  Thc^ 
milkman  from  Watergrasshill,  who  brought  the  supplies 
tvery  morn  and  eve,  prided  himself  particularly  on  the  size 
and  b(»auty  of  his  churn, — a  capacious  wooden  recipient 
wliieli  my  young  eye  admired  with  more  than  superficial 
cnriosily.  Having  accidentally  got  on  the  wagon,  and  ex- 
plored the  caparious  hollow  of  the  machine,  a  bright  an<i;ei 
whispered  in  \\\y  ear  to  secrete  myself  in  the  cavity.  J  did 
Ko;  and  shortly  after,  the  gates  of  the  hospital  were  filing 
wide  for  my  egress,  and  1  found  myself  jogging  onward  on 
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the  high  road  to  light  and  freedom !  Judge  of  my  sen- 
sations !  Milton  iias  sung  of  one  who,  ''  long  in  populous 
city  pent,"  makes  a  visit  to  Highgate,  and,  snumng  the 
rural  breeze,  blesses  the  country  air :  my  rapture  was  of  a 
nature  that  defies  description.  To  be  sure,  it  was  one  of 
the  most  boisterous  *days  of  storm  and  tempest  that  ever 
vexed  the  heavQ^s ;  but  secure  in  the  chum,  I  chuckled  with 
joy,  and  towardii^enrening  fell  fast  asleep.  In  my  subsequent 
life  I  have  often  dwelt  with  pleasure  on  that  joyous  escape ; 
and  when  in  my  course  of  studies  I  met  with  the  following 
beautiful  elegy  of  Simonides,  I  could  not  help  applying  it  to 
myself,  and  translated  it  accordingly.  There  have  been  ver- 
sions by  Denman,  the  Qtteen^s  solicitor  ;•  by  Elton,  by  W. 
Hay,  and  by  Doctor  Jortin ;  but  I  prefer  my  own,  as  more 
literal  and  more  conformable  to  genuine  Greek  simplicity. 

C]^e  lament  of  Sanae. 

By  Shnottidei,  the  elegiac  Poet  of  Cot. 

On  Xa^vax/  sv  da/daXtqp,  dniio^ 
Bpffit  crvwv^  xtvri^iKfa  rt  Xt/j,va 
Aetfiari  ri^i'nv,  cub*  adiavrot<ri 

Ila^f/a/;,  a/ip  di  Hi^tfsi  jSaXf 

<I>/Xav  XH^9  ^'^^^  ^^'    ^  rixog, 

O'lov  lyjA  tswcr  cm  d*  awrs/;,  yaXaOtivtf)  r* 

llropi  xvu(f<fug  cv  artp^tt  dufLarij 

Xa\xsoyofip(fi  6t  yxtxrikoLfi/icu 

KvavUfj  rs  dvo^(ff  cm  6*  audkiav 

'Tm^Ot  rtav  xofLav  BaQuav 

ria^/ovro;  xu/taro^  oux  aXe^i/^, 

Oud*  ayifMM  ^&oyy(ti)f^  co^^u^f^ 

£/  hi  rot  dfivov  royB  dtivov  fiv^ 

Kai  xtv  ifiuv  ptifiaruv  Xeorou 

'T-nt^ii  ouaf  XiXofiai,  rodi  iSoi^oj, 

Eudsro  di  ceovrog^  tvbsro  afitrpov  xaxov* 

"MaraioZouXia  di  rig  ^avtiTi, 

ZsD  Tarfp,  tx  do'  6  ri  dri  9oLp(fa\tot 

Ecro;,  fup^o.aai  rsxvop  dixag  fitu, 

•  We  never  employed  liim. — Bsoiva.   'Twas  Caroline  of  Brunswick. 


DEAN   SWIPT'b  MADNESS.  181 

(P^e  lament  of  dtella. 

By  Father  ProuL 

While  round  the  ohum,  'mid  sleet  and  rain, 
It  blow  a  perfect  hurricane, 
Wrapt  in  slieht  garment  to  protect  her, 
Methought  i  saw  my  mother's  spectre, 
Who  took  her  infant  to  her  breast— 
Me,  the  small  tenant  of  that  chest—*  / 
While  thus  she  luUed  her  babe :  "  How  oruel 
Have  been  the  Fates  to  thee,  my  jewel  i 
But,  caring  naught  for  foe  or  sconer. 
Thou  sleepest  in  this  milky  coffer, 
Coopered  with  brass  hoops  weather-tight. 
Impervious  to  the  dim  moonlight. 
The  shower  cannot  get  in  to  soak 
Thy  hair  or  little  purple  cloak  ; 
Heedless  of  gloom,  in  dark  sojourn. 
Thy  face  illuminates  the  chum ! 
Small  is  thine  ear,  wee  babe,  for  hearing. 
But  grant  my  prayer,  ye  gods  of  Erin ! 
And  may  folks  find  that  this  young  follow 
Does  credit  to  his  mother  Stella** 


c/ 


No.  V. 

THE  E0QUEBIE8  OF  TOM  MOORE. 

dTrom  t{)e  $rout  ^npevd. 

"  Grata  carpcndo  thyma  per  laborem 
riurimum,  circa  ncmus*  uvidiquo 
Tiburis  ripas,  opcrosa  PAUVua 
Carmina  fingo." 

QuiNTUS  HoBATirrs  Flaccus. 

"  Bj  taking  time,  and  some  advice  from  Prout, 
A  polipli'd  book  of  songs  I  hammered  out ; 
But  still  my  Muse,  for  she  tlio  fact  confosBes, 
Haunts  that  sweet  hill,  rcnown'd  for  watcr-cressca." 

Thomas  L.  Moohe. 

When  the  star  of  Father  Prout  (a  genuine  son  of  the  ac- 

*  L  e,  Blameum  ncmus. 


».-.mnt:sii«*ii  :!C«»iLi.  ami  jl  n'Ttiai*?r'  ulie  mMt^  gceentric  laini- 
nai";  'iia-*:  jaa   :t  laif*  liiiicnthi  jut  ::Iaaecacy  jjatem)  firai 

•'.»*  rizk*  :c  •iit^  jearaaL  uuiri^erai  ::iie  e^f  jc  rhe  a^.  Ve 
.i.ii'.'v  r^tx  Tiaz  msLj  !ia^re  ^etai  lixe  3enisi:n.*:n.  is  ^pearance 
T'-^r^-ii  J.  :i:r»i;ri  'ino^^^iea. — ac  uoe  Obeer^^asocnf  AOjai  of 
Pir.if,  l:i  •.iie  Vil  ■!  Ant:,  or  ar  F^scu:.  wileI>^.  ia  Milton's 
^i.iie.  'riit*^  *:tLa  :c  •iL-le:-  zLed  -iie  i:i':iri!i:£  telescope  to  de- 
it^r"  ne'w  iiesfrn!'!'  i-ieniicuHiik.  "rl'^'frsor  !noci3.iaiiis  in  the 

-TiAiirr  :a  zwti  L-CLtiic  UnlT\*r*nj :  :1:-r  all  Srlnk^jmauee  hath 
..►rer.  ~,er^'.riirii  iz  z'zm  lOTarld-:!!.  Tie  leanieu.  Ciuildeaos 
or  ''>,*T-*r  '^TTr^  :-Lz.»?  z.^z  iz  5:n*?».ii«rs  a'.'carng  2'.»i  to  the 

•i".  *  cf  ?r:'ir.  tle-^ict'LT  Triic.zi:r  :':r  !ii*  -eii-^**  Withthrob- 
.'-.r.j  ir.i.e^j.  =.;r.-  if:ern.:ziu  has  Dr.  LarrLier  ipLted  on  the 
ii.'.."«.V;r  ;/.jr-r:^.  jr»r[v-L  J.  ^Kiii  lie  ill  ot  Dr.  Babc»ai:e"s  caleu- 
\xr.  r.j:  ::.:\.':..l^.  Zk  i*>:r:a:a  :Iie  f  r.bable  y«:rlcKi  <c'  its  fiuiil 
^i--.. -,'»-^.  ar.i  •'rr.rTL,  r::-^ttrrlzi;i  ::s  naz-e.  ~to  rell  ciow  he  hates 
.1-1  -,e:i ".:«."  If-i  i-i*  =*rt3.  i:  Lis:  April  sh'iiLiL^  conspicu- 
<.■.*'.■•  ..  t;,rr  ■?  .:.*:r:/.it:::i  or  P*4Tts^  wli^rn  *::e  vijtlv  conned 
'  ■-.'•  *.-.■>  •  Ai'-l  .*-•'  i.T  Lent/'  ej:;-!  tlie  IX:cCs?r  ::as  reported 
•  o  *„ >;  r ':. ;  r ^ r* . : -.'  B- . i ri .  that,  •* advascioj  ik l: h  r^l ro^rade 
r,'. ',•■-:  r.f^r.'.  ;ri  t.-r:  z/>iiac/'  this  disascrvHLs  orb  was  last 
•>,-'':  T>>i  ;r.  •,;.=•':  »*'.<*/  If'*-!/. enter!ni:the?';:aoi"  Amnhora," 
^r  ■'•.'./i  t;-.  .r;.."  li-it  "a*:;*!  do  the  pubtie  car\\  while  tno 
:'--r..:r*K.  <:j.>  1*  'i:^'.  jr.ttrd  by  its  irraduanvw  t^at  aiewowls 
;»-;.*:  C.v/-^  ir>  vra.-r^i  by  its  efi'ulcenoyr  Ttv  iTOonxium 
-^  -:  .<  f..<:  \*r.r.\':i  4  -.i'jjn.  the  Soleil  d'Au«w\«au  the  Stai- 
z".  Vv,?.',A.  ,  W:  Sfj*f:  of  Lord  Chancellor  Vaux.*  and  the 

•  7"  .».  f-,.>,-»,-.?  «/.:.;:  w»  a  faroarite  with  ibf  <yJl<tail<vl  Cliaiicell«)r 
'.'  A:'  ."■»*•»!»  .  l\  ,H  'x>'A*:'>na2!r  *unz,  in  our  o*"*  1*»w»  bj  a  moder.j 
if^!  yr:.'^'  */:.  \u*:  ■w'>',>K:k,  in  the  interrals  at"  bttK^iKni^ ; 

"  c*: ' :  cue  1a  lumitTC 
Kedore  ;:os  c^teaux, 
Je  corr.m«icc  ma  carriere 
Par  visiter  mes  tonncaux. 

Bari  dt*  rcroir  raurore, 
\         Lc  rerre  en  main,  je  lui  ili», 
\     Voh-tu  done  plutf  ehes  ie  Muurtt 
Que  iur  inon  ner,  de  rubitf** 
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ivinplished  Stella,  and  in  himself  the  most  eccentric  lunii 
nary  that  has  of  late  adorned  our  planetary  system)  fin 
nw  in  the  iinnament  of  literature,  it  deservedly  attracte 
the  gaxo  of  the  learned,  and  riveted  the  eye  of  the  sage.  "W 
know  not  what  may  have  been  the  sensation  its  appearand 
oriented  in  fortMgn  countries, — at  the  Observatoire  Royal ' 
hiris,  in  the  Val  dWrno,  or  at  Fesolc,  where,  in  Milton 
tinu\  the  sons  of  OaliUH>  plied  the  untiring  telescope  to  d 
Bory  now  hoavonly  phonomenn,  "  rivers  or  mountains  in  tl 
slmdowy  moon/*— but  we  can  vouch  for  the  iinpressic 
««ulo  on  the  London  University ;  for  all  Stinkomalee  ha 
Ihhmi  |H*r[^loxed  at  the  apparition.  The  learned  Chaldea 
of  itoworStnvt  opine  that  it  forebodes  nothinff  good  to  t 
ortuse  t»f  •*  U8et\il  knowledge,"  and  they  watch  the  "  tra 
»it  '*  of  Prout,  devoutly  wishing  for  his  "  exit."  With  thro 
bin>»  anxiety*  night  after  night  has  Dr.  Lardner  gazed  on  t 
siuistor  plnuet,  cocking,  with  the  aid  of  Dr.  Babbage's  cak 
lating  uuu'hine,  to  ascertain  the  probable  period  of  its  iii 
tvli|wi\  aiul  often  muttering  its  name,  "  to  tell  how  he  hai 
itH  beams."  lie  has  seen  it  last  April  shining  conspic 
ou»ly  in  the  constellation  of  Pisces,  when  he  duly  conn 
ov 
t( 
niov 

penvivod  in  the  milh/  way,  entering  the  sign  of  "  Amphon 
or  "the  churn."  But  what  do  the  public  care,  while  1 
g\M\eral  eve  is  delighted  by  its  irradiance,  that  a  few  o> 
and  dunces  an>  scared  by 'its  eflulgency  ?  The  Gcorgii 
JSidns.  the  .\striinn  Julium,  the  Soleil  d'Austerlitz,  the  S 
at  Vauvhall,  the  Nose  of  Lord  Chancellor  Vaux,*  and 

•  Tho  f\»Uowiurt  nouj*  WW  n  (iwourite  with  the  wlebrateil  Chance 
((  AttMo»ii(H«\i,  \\  in  iHVM9tion.iUy  Ming,  in  «nir  own  times,  by  a  mod 
IvrUnnuor  *m\  tho  wooliMiok.  in  tho  intonrrdd  of  business  ; 

**  Sn^^^  qao  la  lumiore 

^K«^lor\»  niv«»  oMoiiux, 
Jo  \\M«n»»Muv  lua  v•am^re 
Vm  \  i»itor  inc*  touncaux. 

K«vi  iU»  jvToir  r:uiror-v\ 
lo  ^vHN*  on  I'.nwn^  jo  lui  di», 

I'lMvlH  U.M»f  ^M,  chrs  U  «Vuiire, 
W^  ♦*•*  mm  Hts^  tit  r»5w/** 
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complished  Stella,  and  in  himself  the  most  eccentric  lumi- 
nary that  has  of  late  adorned  our  planetary  system)  first 
rose  in  the  firmament  of  literature,  it  deservedly  attracted 
the  gaze  of  the  learned,  and  riveted  the  eye  of  the  sage.  We 
know  not  what  may  have  been  the  sensation  its  appearance 
created  in  foreign  countries, — at  the  Observatoire  Koyal  of 
Paris,  in  the  Val  d*Arno,  or  at  Fesolc,  where,  in  Milton's 
time,  the  sons  of  Galileo  plied  the  untiring  telescope  to  de- 
scry new  heavenly  phenomena,  "  rivers  or  mountains  in  the 
shadowy  moon," — but  we  can  vouch  for  the  impression 
made  on  the  London  University ;  for  all  Stinkomalee  hath 
been  perplexed  at  the  apparition.  The  learned  Chaldeans 
of  Gower  Street  opine  that  it  forebodes  nothing  good  to  tiio 
cause  of  "  useful  knowledge,*'  and  they  watch  the  "  tran- 
sit "  of  Prout,  devoutly  wishing  for  his  "  exit."  "With  throb- 
bing anxiety,  night  after  night  has  Dr.  Lardner  gazed  on  the 
sinister  planet,  scekiug,  with  the  aid  of  Dr.  Babbage's  calcu- 
lating machine,  to  ascertain  the  probable  period  of  its  final 
eclipse,  and  often  muttering  its  name,  "  to  tell  how  he  hates 
its  beams."  He  has  seen  it  last  April  shining  conspicu- 
ously in  the  constellation  of  Pisces,  when  he  duly  conned 
over  the  "  Apology  for  Lent,"  and  the  Doctor  has  reported 
to  tlie  University  Board,  that,  "advancing  with  retrograde 
movement  in  the  zodiac,"  this  disastrous  orb  was  last 
perceived  in  the  milky  way,  entering  the  sign  of  "  Amphora," 
or  "  the  chum."  But  what  do  the  public  care,  while  the 
general  eye  is  delighted  by  its  irradiance,  that  a  few  owls 
and  dunces  are  scared  by  its  eftulgency?  The  Goorgiiini 
Sid  us,  the  Astrium  Julium,  the  Soleil  d*Au8terlitz,  the  Star 
at  Vauxhall,  the  Nose  of  Lord  Chancellor  Vaux,*  and  the 

*  The  following  song  was  a  favourite  witli  the  celebrated  Chaiieclloi* 
d'Aguesseau.  It  is  occAi*ionally  sung,  in  our  own  timen,  by  a  modcr  » 
performer  on  the  woolsack,  in  the  intervals  of  business  ; 

"  SitAt  que  la  lumiere 
Redore  nos  cdtcaux, 
Je  commence  ma  ca^ri^^e 
Par  visiter  mes  tonncaux. 

Ravi  de  rcvoir  Taurorc, 

Lc  vcrrc  on  main,  je  lui  dis, 
Vois'ln  done  pita,  chez  ie  Maure, 

Que  iur  mon  nez,  de  rubisf^ 


x/.   /^. 
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grand  Eomon  Girandola  shot  off  from  the  mole  of  Adnan, 
to  the  annual  delight  of  modem  "  Quirites,"  are  all  fine 
things  and  ruhicund  in  their  veneration;  but  nothing  to  the 
star  of  Watergrasshill.  Nor  is  astronomical  science  or  pyro- 
technics the  only  department  of  philosophy  that  has  been 
influenced  by  this  extraordinary  meteor — the  kindred  study 
of  OASTBonomy  has  derived'  tibe  hint  of  a  new  combination 
from  its  inspiring  ray ;  and,  after  a  rapid  perusal  of  "  Prout*s 
Apology  for  Fish,"  the  celebrated  Monsieur  Ude,  whom 
Croquis  has  so  exquisitely  delineated  in  the  gallery  of  Re- 
oiXA,  has  invented  on  the  spot  an  original  sauce,  a  novel 
obsoniumy  more  especially  adapted  to  cod  and  turbot,  to 
which  he  has  given  the  reverend  father's  name  ;  so  that  Sir 
William  Curtis  will  be  found  eating  his  "  turbot  a  la  Prout " 
as  cooastantly  as  his  "  cotelette  k  la  Maintenon.*'  The  fasci- 
nating Miss  Landon  has  had  her  fair  name  affixed  to  a  frozen 
lake  in  the  map  of  Ci^tain  Boss's  discoveries ;  and  if  Front 
be  not  equally  fortunate  in  winning  terraqueous  renown 
with  his  pen,  ("  Nititur  penn&  vitreo  daturus  nomina 
ponto"),  ne  will  at  least  figure  on  the  "carte"  at  our 
neijifhbour  Verey's. 

Who  can  tell  what  posthumous  destinies  await  the  late 
incumbent  of  Water^nisshill  ?  In  truth,  his  celebrity  (to 
use  an  expression  of  Edmund  Burke)  is  as  yc't  but  a  "  speck 
in  the  horizon — a  small  seminal  principle,  rather  tliaii  a 
formed  body  ;'*  and  when,  in  tho  disembuj^uini;  of  the  chest, 
in  the  evolving  of  his  MSS.,  he  shall  be  unfolded  to  the  view 
in  all  his  dimensions,  developing  his  proportions  in  a  j;or- 
gcous  shape  of  matchless  originality  and  grandeur,  then  will 
be  the  hour  for  the  admirers  of  the  beautiful  and  the  vota- 
ries of  the  sublime  to  hail  him  with  beconiing  veneration, 
and  welcome  him  with  the  sound  of  tho  cornc^t,  lliite,  hai*j), 
saokbut,  psaltery,  and  dulcimer,  and  all  kinds  of  music. — 
(Dan.  viii.  15.) 

"  Tlicn  shall  the  reipn  of  mind  commencp  on  earth. 
And,  starting  fresh,  as  from  a  second  birth, 
Man,  in  the  sunshine  of  the  worhl's  now  H]>rinjr, 
Sliall  walk  transparent,  like  some  holy  tiling  ! ! ! 
Then,  too,  your  pro])het  from  his  angel-hrow 
Shall  cast  the  veil  that  hides  its  splendour  now. 
And  gladdcn'd  earth  shall,  through  lier  wide  expanse, 
Bask  in  the  glories  of  his  countenance !" 
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The  title  of  this  second  paper  taken  from  the  Prout  Col- 
lection is  enough  to  indicate  that  we  are  only  firing  off  the 
small  arms — the  pop-guns  of  this  stupendous  arsenal,  and 
that  we  reserve  the  heavy  metal  for  a  grander  occasion,  when 
the  Whig  ministry  and  the  dog-days  shall  be  over,  and  a 
merry  autumn  and  a  Wellin^n  administration  shall  mellow 
our  October  cups.  To  talk  of  Tom  Moore  is  but  small 
talk — "  in  tenui  labor,  at  tenuis  non  gloria ;"  for  ProutNs 
great  art  is  to  magnify  what  is  little,  and  to  fling  a  dash,'t>f 
the  sublime  into  a  two-penny-post  communication.  T*  use 
Tommy's  own  phraseology,  Prout  could,  with  great  ease  and 
comfort  to  himself, 

**  Teach  an  old  cow  pater-noster. 
And  whistle  Moll  Boe  to  a  pig.*' 

But  we  have  another  reason  for  selecting  this  "  Essay  on 
Moore  "  from  the  papers  of  the  deceased  mvine.  "We  have 
seen  with  regret  an  effort  made  to  crush  and  annihilate  the 
young  author  of  a  book  on  the  "  Eound  Towers  of  Ireland," 
with  whom  we  are  not  personally  acquainted,  but  whose 
production  gave  earnest  of  an  ardent  mind  bent  on  abstruse 
and  recondite  studies ;  and  who,  leaving  the  frivolous  bou- 
doir and  the  drawing-room  coterie  to  bsp  their  ballads  and 
retail  their  Epicurean  gossip  unmolested,  trod  alone  the 
craggy  steeps  of  venturous  discovery  in  the  regions  of  Ori- 
ental learning ;  whence,  returning  to  the  isle  of  the  west, 
the  "  iBan  of  the  fire- worshipper,"  he  trimmed  his  lamp,  well 
fed  with  the  fragrant  oil  of  uiesc  sunny  lands,  and  penned  a 
work  which  will  one  day  rank  among  the  most  extraordinary 
of  modem  times.  The  "Edinburgh  Eeview"  attempted, 
long  ago,  to  stifle  the  unfledged  muse  of  Byron  ;  these  trucu- 
lent northerns  would  gladly  have  bruiseJ  in  the  very  shell 
the  young  eagle  that  afterwards  tore  with  his  lordly  talons 
both  Jeffery  and  his  colleague  Moore  (of  the  leadless  pistol), 
who  were  glad  to  wax  subservient  slaves,  after  being  impo- 
tent bullies.  The  same  review  undertook  to  cry  down 
Wordsworth  and  Coleridge ;  they  shouted  their  vulgar 
"  crucifigatur*'  against  Robert  Southey ;  and  seemed  to 
have  adopted  the  motto  of  the  French  club  of  witlings, 

"  Nul  n*aura  de  Tosprit  qne  nous  et  nos  amis.'* 

But  in  the  present  case  they  wiU  find  themselves  equally 
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impotent  for  evil :  O'Brien  may  defy  tham.  He  may  defy- 
his  own  alma  mater,  the  silent  and  improductive  Trin.  Coll. 
Dub. ;  he  may  defy  the  Boyal  Irish  Academy,  a  learned  as- 
sembly, which,  alas !  has  neither  a  body  to  be  kicked,  nor  a 
soiil  to  be  damned ;  and  may  rest  secure  of  the  applause 
which  sterling  merit  challenges  from  every  freebom  inhabi. 
tant  of  these  islands, — 

•*  Save  where,  from  yonder  ivy-xnaatled  tower,  /] 

The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain        v j        f{ 


Of  those  who,  venturing  near  her  silent  hower, 
-  olit 


y 


Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign.** 

Moore — (we  beg  his  pardon) — the  reviewer,  asserts  that 
O'Brien  is  a  plagiary,  and  pilfered  his  discovery  from  "  Nim- 
rod."  Now  we  venture  to  offer  a  copy  of  the  commentaries 
of  Cornelius  a  Lapide  (which  we  find  in  Prout's  chest)  to 
Tom,  if  he  will  shew  us  a  single  passage  in  "  Nimrod"  (which 
we  are  confident  he  never  read)  warranting  his  assertion. 
But,  apropos  of  plagiarisms ;  let  us  hear  the  prophet  of 
Watergrasshill,  who  enters  largely  on  the  subject. 

OLIVEE  TOEKB. 

ReffHU  Sinetf  Isi  Augutt,  1834. 


Watercirauhill^  Feb,  1834* 

That  notorious  tinker,  William  Woods,  who,  as  I  have  re- 
corded among  the  papers  in  my  coffer  somewhere,  to  spite 
my  illustrious  father,  kidnapped  me  in  my  childhood,  little 
dreamt  that  the  infant  Prout  would  one  day  emerge  from 
the  Royal  Cork  Foundling  Hospital  as  safe  and  unscathed 
as  the  children  from  Nebuchadnezzar's  furnace,  to  hold  up 
his  viUany  to  the  execration  of  mankind : 

"  Kon  sine  Dis  animosus  infans  I*' 

Among  the  Eomans,  whoever  stole  a  child  was  liable  by 
law  to  get  a  sound  flogging  ;  and  as  plaga  in  Latin  means  a 
iiripe,  or  lashy  kidnappers  in  Cicero's  time  were  called  plagi- 
ariif  or  cat'o'^nine- tail-villains.  I  approve  highly  of  this  law 
of  the  twelve  tables ;  but  perhaps  my  judgment  is  biassed. 
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and  I  should  be  an  unfair  juror  to  give  a  verdict  in  a  case 
which  comes  home  to  my  own  feelings  so  poignantly.  The 
term  plagiary  has  since  been  applied  metaphorically  to  lite- 
rary shop-lifiters  and  book-robbers,  who  stuff  their  pages 
with  other  men's  goods,  and  thrive  on  indiscriminate  piils^. 
This  is  justly  considered  a  high  misdemeanour  in  the 
republic  of  letters,  and  the  lash  of  criticism  is  unsparingly 
dealt  on  pickpockets  of  this  description.  Among  the  Latins, 
Martial  is  the  only  classic  author  by  whom  the  term  plagi- 
arius  is  used  in  the  metaphorical  sense,  as  applied  to  litera- 
ture ;  but  surely  it  was  not  because  the  practice  only  began 
in  his  time  that  the  word  had  not  been  used  even  in  the 
Augustan  age  of  Eome.  Be  that  as  it  may,  we  first  find 
the  term  in  Martial's  Epigrams  (lib,  i.  epigr.  53)  :  talking 
of  his  verses,  he  says, 

"  Dicas  esse  xneos,  manuque  missos : 
Hoc  81  terque  quaterque  clamitlbris, 
Imponcs  plagiario  pudorem." 

Cicero  himself  was  accused  by  the  Greeks  of  pilfering  whole 
passages,  for  his  philosophical  works,  from  the  scrolls  of 
Athens,  and  cooking  up  the  fragments  and  broken  meat  of 
Greek  orations  to  feed  the  hungry  barbarians  of  the  Boman 
forum.  My  authority  is  that  excellent  critic  St.  Jerome, 
who,  in  the  "  Proemium  in  qu.  Heb.  lib.  Genesis,"  distinctly 
says,  "  Cicero  repetundarum  accusatur  d  Graecis,"  &c.  &c. ; 
and  in  the  same  passage  he  adds,  that  Yirdl  being  accused 
of  taking  whole  similes  from  Homer,  gloned  in  the  theft, 
exclaiming,  "  Think  ye  it  nothing  to  wrest  his  club  from 
Hercules  ?"  (it,  ibidem.)  Vide  S****  Hieronymi  Opera,  tom. 
iv.  fol.  90.  But  what  shall  we  say  when  we  find  tferome  ac- 
cusing another  hohj  father  of  plagiarism  ?  Verily  the  tempt- 
ation must  have  been  very  great  to  have  shaken  the  probity 
of  St.  Ambrose,  when  he  jpilTaged  his  learned  brother  in  the 
faith,  Origen  of  Alexandria,  by  wholesale.  "  Nuper  Sandrus 
Ambrosius  Hexaemeron  illius  compilavit"  (S*"Hieronymi 
Opera,  tom.  iii.  fol.  87,  in  episiold  ad  Pammach),  It  is  well 
known  that  Menandcr  and  Aristophanes  were  mercilessly 
pillaged  by  Terence  and  Plautus ;  and  the  Latin  freebooters 
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thouglit  nothing  of  stopping  the  Thespian  waggon  on  the 
highways  of  Parnassus.  The  French  dramatists  are  simi- 
larly waylaid  by  our  scouts  from  the  green-room, — and  the 
plunder  is  awful  1  What  is  Talleyrand  about,  that  he  can- 
not protect  the  property  of  the  French  P  Perhaps  he  is  better 
employed  ? 

I  am  an  old  man,  and  have  read  a  great  deal  in  my  time — 
being  of  a  quiet  disposition,  and  having  always  had  a  taste 
for  books,  which  I  consider  a  great  blessing ;  but  latterly  I 
find  that  I  may  dispense  with  further  perusal  of  printed 
volumes,  as,  unfortunately,  memory  serves  me  but  too  well ; 
and  all  I  read  now  strikes  me  as  but  a  new  version  of  what 
I  had  read  somewhere  before.  Plagiarism  is  so  barefaced 
and  80  universal,  that  I  can't  stand  it  no  longer :  I  have 
shut  up  shop,  and  won't  be  taken  in  no  more.  Quare  pere^ 
grinum?  clamo,  I'm  sick  of  hashed-up  works,  and  loathe 
the  baked  meats  of  antiquity  served  in  a  fricassee.  Give  me 
a  solid  joint,  in  which  no  knife  has  been  ever  fleshed,  and  I 
will  share  your  intellectual  banquet  most  willingly,  were  it 
but  a  mountain  kid,  or  a  limb  of  Welsh  mutton.  Alas ! 
whither  shall  I  turn  ?  Let  me  open  the  reviews,  and  lo !  the 
critics  are  but  repeating  old  criticisms ;  let  me  fly  to  the 
poets,  'tis  but  the  old  lyre  with  catgut  strings ;  let  me  hear 
the  orators, — '*  that's  my  thunder !"  says  the  ghost  of  Sheri- 
dan or  the  spectre  of  Burke ;  let  me  listen  to  the  sayers  of 
good  things,  and  alas  for  the  injured  shade  of  Joe  Miller ! 
I  could  go  through  the  whole  range  of  modern  authors  (save 
Scott,  and  a  few  of  that  kidney),  and  exclaim,  with  more 
truth  than  the  chieftain  of  the  crusaders  in  Tasso — 

•*  Di  chi  di  voi  non  so  la  patria  o  '1  semo  ? 
Qual  spada  m'  5  igiiota  ?  c  qual  sactta, 
Benc'li^  per  Y  aria  ancor  sospesa  treme, 
>fon  saprei  dir  s'  h  Franca,  o  s'  ft  d'Irlanda, 
E  quale  appunto  il  braccio  5  cho  la  munda  ?" 

Oerusal.  Liber,  canto  xx.  st.  18. 

To  state  the  simple  truth,  such  as  I  feel  it  in  my  own 
conviction,  I  declare  that  the  whole  mass  of  contemporary 
Bcribblement  might  bo  bound  up  in  one  tremendous  volume, 
and  entitled  "  Elegant  Extracts ;"  for,  if  you  except  the  form 
and  style,  the  varnish  and  colour,  all  the  rest  is  what  I  have 
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known  in  a  different  shape  foiiy  years  ago ;  and  there  in 
more  philosophy  than  meets  the  Yulgar  eye  in  that  excellent 
song  on  the  transmutation  of  things  here  helow,  which  per- 
petually offer  the  same  intrinsic  substance,  albeit  under  a 
different  name : 

"  Dear  Tom,  this  brown  jug,  which  now  foams  with  mUd  ale, 
Was  once  Toby  Philpot,  a  meny  old  soul,"  &c.  &c. 

This  transmigration  of  intellect,  this  metempsychosis  of 
literature,  goes  on  silently  reproducing  and  reconstructing 
what  had  gone  to  pieces.  But  those  whose  memory,  like 
mine,  is  unfortunately  over-tenacious  of  its  young  impres- 
sions, cannot  enjoy  the  zest  of  a  twice-told  tale,  and  conse- 
quently are  greatly  to  be  pitied. 

It  has  lately  come  out  tnat  "  Childe  Harolde  **  (like  other 
naughty  children  whom  we  daily  read  of  as  terminating  their  "life 
in  London  "  by  being  sent  to  the  "Euryalus  hulk,")  was  given 
to  picking  pockets.  IVIr.  Beckford,  the  author  of  "  Vathek," 
and  the  builder  of  Fonthill  Abbey,  has  been  a  serious  sufferer 
by  the  Childe's  depredations,  and  is  now  determined  to  pub- 
lish his  case  in  the  shape  of  "  Travels,  in  1787,  through  Por- 
tugal, up  the  Ehine,  and  through  Italy;'*  and  it  also  appears 
that  Saml.  Bogers,  in  his  "  Italy,"  has  learued  a  thing  or 
two  from  the  "  Bandits  of  Terracina,"  and  has  devalue  Mr. 
Beckford  aforesaid  on  more  than  one  occasion  in  the  Apen- 
nines. I  am  not  surprised  at  all  this:  murder  will  out ;  and 
a  stolen  dog  will  naturally  nose  out  his  original  and  primi- 
tive master  among  a  thousand  on  a  race-course. 

These  matters  may  be  sometimes  exaggerated,  and  (honour 
bright !)  far  be  it  from  me  to  puU  the  stool  from  under  every 
poor  devil  that  sits  down  to  write  a  book,  and  sweep  away,  with 
unsparing  besom,  all  the  cobwebs  so  industriously  woven 
across  Paternoster  Bow.  I  don't  wish  to  imitate  Father 
Ilardouin,  the  celebrated  Jesuit,  who  gained  great  renown 
among  the  wits  of  Louis  XlVth's  time  by  his  paradoxes. 
A  favourite  maggot  hatched  in  his  prolific  brain  was,  that  the 
Odes  of  Horacenever  were  written  by  the  friend  of  Mecaenas, 
but  were  an  imposture  of  some  old  Benedictine  monk  of  the 
twelfth  century,  who,  to  amuse  his  cloistered  leisure,  per- 
sonated Flaccus,  and  under  his  name  strung  together  those 
lyrical  effusions.  This  is  maintftined  in  a  laxge  foUo,  printed 
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at  Amsterdam  in  1733,  viz.  "  Harduini  Opera  Varia,  -^^^iuoo- 
Horatius."  One  of  his  arguments  is  drawn  from  the  Chris- 
ium  allusiana  which,  he  asserts,  occur  so  frequently  in  these 
Odes :  ex,  gratid,  the  "  praise  of  celibacy ;" 

"  Flatanusque  coelebs 
Erincit  ulmos ;" 

Lib.  ii.  ode  15. 

for  the  elm-tree  used  to  be  married  to  the  vine ;  not  so  the 
sycamore,  as  any  one  who  has  been  in  Italy  must  know.  The 
rebuilding  of  the  temple  by  Julian  the  Apostate  is,  accord- 
ing to  the  Jesuit,  thus  denounced : 

**  Sed  bellicosiB  fiita  Quiritibus 
HAo  lego  dico,  ne  nimiiim  pii, 
Tecta  velint  reparare  Ti*oJ80.*' 

Lib.  iii.  Ode  3. 

Again,  the  sacred  mysteries  of  the  Lord's  Supper,  and  the 
concealed  nature  of  the  bread  that  was  broken  among  the  pri- 
mitive Christians  : 

"  Vetabo,  qui  Cereris  sacrum 


Yulj^&rit  arcanttf  sub  iisdem 
Sit  trabibus,  fragilemve  mecum 

Solvat  phaselum  "  (i".  e.  the  bark  of  Peter), 

Lib.  iii.  ode  2. 

And  the  patriarch  Joseph,  quoth  Hardouin,  is  clearly  pointed 
out  under  the  strange  and  un-lloman  name  of  Proculeius,  of 
whom  pagan  history  says  naught : 

"  Vivet  extento  Proculeius  avo, 
Notus  infratrei  animi  pateniir 

Lib.  ii.  ode  2. 

For  tlic  rest  of  Ilardouin's  discoveries  I  must  refer  to  the 
work  itself,  as  quoted  above ;  and  I  must  in  fairness  add, 
that  his  other  literary  efforts  and  deep  erudition  reflect  tho 
highest  credit  on  the  celebrated  order  to  which  he  belonged 
— the  Jesuits,  and,  I  may  add,  the  Benedictines  being  r*:s 
distinct  and  as  superior  bodies  of  monastic  men  to  the  re- 
maining tribes  of  cowled  coonobites  as  the  Brahmins  in  India 
are  to  the  begging  Farias.* 

•  Father  Hardouin,  who  died  at  Paris  3rd  Sept.  1729,  was  one  of 
the  many  high  ornaments  of  the  society  and  the  century  to  which  he 
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There  is  among  the  lyric  poems  of  the  lower  Irish  a  very 
remarkable  ode,  the  authorship  of  which  has  been  ascribed 
to  the  very  Eev.  Robert  Biirrowes,  the  mild,  tolerant,  and 
exemplary  Dean  of  St.  Finbarr's  Cathedral,  Cork,  whom  I 
am  proud  to  call  my  friend :  it  refers  to  the  last  tragic  scene 
in  the  comic  or  melodramatic  life  of  a  Dublin  gentleman, 
whom  the  above-mentioned  excellent  divine  accompanied  in 
his  ministerial  capacity  to  the  gallows ;  and  nothing  half  so 
characteristic  of  toe  genuine  Irish  recklessness  of  death  was 
ever  penned  by  any  national  Labruy^re  as  that  incompar- 
able elegy,  beginning — 

"  The  night  before  Larry  was  stretched, 
The  boys  they  all  paid  him  a  visit,"  &o. 

Now,  were  not  this  fact  of  the  clerical  authorship  of  a  most 
sublime  Pindaric  composition  chronicled  in  these  papers, 
some  future  Hardouin  would  arise  to  unsettle  the  belief  of  i 
posterity,  and  the  claim  of  my  friend  Dean  Burrowes  would .' ' 
be  overlooked ;  whUe  the  songster  of  Turpin  the  highway-  ' 
man,  the  illustrious  author  of  "  Eookwood,"*  would  infal- 1 
libly  be  set  down  as  the  writer  of  "  Larry's"  last  hornpipe. 
But  let  me  remark,  en  passant,  that  in  that  interesting  depart- 
ment of  literature  "  slang  songs,"  Ireland  enjoys  a  proud 
and  lofty  pre-eminence  over  every  European  country :  her 
musa  pedestriSf  or  ^^  footpad  poetry  ^^  being  unrivalled;  and,  as 
it  is  observed  by  Tacitus  (in  his  admirable  work  "  De  Mori- 
bus  G^ermanoioira")  of  the  barbarians  on  the  Ehine — the 
native  Irish  find  an  impulse  for  valorous  deeds,  and  a  com- 
fort for  all  their  tribulations,  in  a  song. 

belonged.  His  Collection  of  the  Councils  ranks  among  the  most  eln- 
borate  efforts  of  theological  toil,  "  ConciL  CoUect.  ifcgia,"  15  vols, 
folio,  Paris,  1715.  The  best  edition  extant  of  the  naturalist  Plinj  is 
his  (in  utum  Delphini),  and  displays  a  wondrous  range  of  reading.  lie 
was  one  of  the  witty  and  honest  crew  of  Jesuits  wno  conduct^  that 
model  of  periodical  criticism,  the  ''Journal  de  Tr^voux."  Bishop 
Atterbury  of  Bochester  has  written  his  epitajph  : 

"  Hie  jacet  Petrus  Harduinvs, 
Hominum  paradoxotatos,  vir  summsB  fiiemon>, 

Judicium  expectans."  Pboitt. 

•  Prout  must  have  enjoyed  the  gift  of  prophecy,  for  "  Rookwood" 
was  not  published  till  four  months  after  his  death  at  Watergrassliill. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Ainsworth  submitted  his  embryo  romance  to  the  priest's 
inspection  when  A«  went  to  kiss  the  ttone. — O.  Y. 
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Many  folks  like  to  write  anonymously,  others  posthu- 
mously, others  under  an  assumed  name  ;  and  for  each  of  these 
methods  of  conveying  thought  to  our  fellow-men  there  may 
be  assigned  sundry  solid  reasons.  But  a  man  should  never 
be  ashamed  to  avow  his  writings,  if  called  on  by  an  injured 
party,  and  I,  for  one,  will  never  shrink  from  that  avowal. 
If,  as  my  friend  O'Brien  of  the  Eound  Towers  tells  me, 
Tom  Moore  tried  to  run  him  down  in  the  "  Edinburgh  Ee- 
view,"  after  holding  an  unsuccessful  negotiation  with  him 
for  his  services  in  compiling  a  joint-stock  history  of  Ireland, 
why  did  not  the  man  of  the  paper  bullet  fire  a  fair  shot  in 
his  own  name,  and  court  the  publicity  of  a  dirty  job,  which 
done  in  the  dark  can  lose  nothing  of  its  infamy  ?  Dr.  John- 
son tells  us  that  Bolingbroke  wrote  in  his  old  age  a  work 
against  Christianity,  which  he  hadn't  the  courage  to  avow 
or  publish  in  his  lifetime;  but  left  a  sum  of  money  in  his 
will  to  a  hungry  Scotchman,  Mallet,  on  condition  of  print- 
ing in  his  own  name  this  precious  production.  "  He  loaded 
the  pistol,"  says  the  pious  and  learned  lexicographer,  "  but 
made  Sawney  pull  the  trigger."  Such  appear  to  be  Ihe 
tactics  of  Tommy  in  the  present  instance  :  but  I  trust  the 
attempt  will  fail,  and  that  this  insidious  miesile  darted 
against  the  towers  of  O'Brien  will  prove  a  "telum  iiiibelle, 
sine  ictu." 

The  two  most  original  writers  of  the  day,  and  also  the 
two  most  ill-treated  by  the  press,  are  decidedly  Miss  Harriet 
jMartineau  and  Henry  O'Brien.  Of  Miss  Martineau  I 
shall  say  little,  as  she  can  defend  herself  against  all  her 
foes,  and  give  them  an  effectual  cheek  when  hard-pressed  in 
literary  encounters.  Her  fame  can  be  comprised  in  one 
brief  ])entameter,  whieh  I  would  recommend  as  a  motto  lur 
the  title-page  of  all  her  treatises  : 

"  Fojinina  tractavit  *  propria  quo?  maribus.'  " 

But  over  Henry  O'J^rien,  as  lie  is  young  aiTd  artless,  Tmu^t 
throw  the  shield  of  my  fostering  protection.  It  is  now 
some  time  sinee  he  called  at  AVatergrasshill ;  it  was  in  the 
summer  after  I  had  a  visit  from  Sir  Walter  Scott.  The 
young  man  was  then  well  versed  in  the  Oriental  languages 
and  the  Celtic  :  he  had  read  the  *'  Coran"  and  the  '*  J'salter 
of  Cashil,"  the  "  Zendavesta"  and  the  "  Ogygia,"  *'  Lalla 
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Eookh"  and  "  Eock's  Memoirs,"  besides  other  books  that 
treat  of  Phoenician  antiquities.  From  these  authentic 
sources  of  Irish  and  Hindoo  mj^thology  he  had  derived 
much  internal  comfort  and  spiritual  consolation ;  at  the 
same  time  that  he  had  pickea  up  a  rude  (and  perhaps  a 
crude)  notion  that  the  Persians  and  the  boys  of  Tipperary 
were  first  cousins  after  all.  This  might  seem  a  startling 
theory  at  first  sight ;  but  then  the  story  of  the  fire- worship- 
pers in  Arabia  so  corresponded  with  the  exploits  of  General 
Decimus  Rock  in  Mononia,  and  the  camel-driver  of  Mecca 
was  so  forcibly  associated  in  his  mind  with  the  bog-trotter 
of  Derrynane,  both  having  deluded  an  untutored  tribe  of 
savages,  and  the  flight  of  the  one  being  as  celebrated  as  the 
vicariot4s  imprUonnient  of  the  other,  he  was  sure  he  should 
find  some  grand  feature  of  this  striking  consanguinity, 
some  lanamark  indicative  of  former  relationship  : 

Journeying  with  that  intent,  ho  eyed  these  TowsBS  j 
And,  Heaven- directed,  came  this  way  to  find 
The  noble  truth  that  gilds  his  humble  name. 

Being  a  tolerable  Greek  scholar  (for  he  is  a  Kerryman), 
with  Lucian,  of  course,  at  his  fingers'  ends,  he  probably 
bethought  himself  of  the  two  great  phallic  towers  which 
that  author  describes  as  having  been  long  ago  erected  in 
the  countries  of  the  East,  (^'  ante  SyrisD  Dee  templum  stare 
phallos  duos  mine  altitudinis ;  sacerdotem  per  funes  ascen- 
dere,  ibi  orare,  sacra  facere,  tinnitumque  ciere,"  &c.  &c.)  ; 
a  ray  of  light  darted  through  the  diaphanous  casement  of 
O'Brien's  brain, — 'twas  a  most  eurikish  moment, — 'twas  a 
coup  de  8oleilf  a  manifestation  of  the  spirit, — 'twas  a  divina 
partieula  aura, — twas  what  a  Frenchman  would  call  Vheure 
duherger;  and  on  the  spot  the  whole  theory  of  **  Bound 
Towers"  was  developed  in  his  mind.  The  dormant  chrysalis 
burst  into  a  butterfly.     And  this  is  the  bright  thing  of  sur- 

Eassing  brilliancy  that  Tom  Moore  would  extinguish  with 
is  flimsy  foolscap  pages  of  the  "  Edinburgh  Review." 
Forbid  it,  Heaven !  Thoup;h  all  the  mercenary  or  time- 
serving scribes  of  the  periodical  press  should  combine  to 
slander  and  burke  thee,  O'B. !  though  all  the  world  betray 
thee,  one  pen  at  least  thy  right  shall  guard,  and  vindicate 
thy  renown :  here,  on  the  summit  of  a  bleak  Irish  hill — 
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here,  to  the  child  of  genius  and  enthusiasm  my  door  is  still 
open  ;  and  though  the  support  which  I  can  give  thee  is  but 
a  scanty  portion  of  patronage  indeed,  I  give  it  with  good 
will,  and  assuredly  with  good  humour.  O'Brien !  historian 
of  round  towers,  has  sorrow  thy  young  days  faded  ? 

Does  Moore  with  his  cold  winff  wither 

Each  feeUne  that  once  was  dear  P 
Then,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither^ 

I'll  weep  with  thee  tear  for  tear. 

When  O'Brien  consulted  me  as  to  his  future  plans  and 
prospects,  and  the  development  of  his  theory,  in  the  first 
instuice  confidentially  to  Tom  Moore,  I  remember  distinctly 
that  in  the  course  of  our  conversation  (over  a  red  herring), 
I  cautioned  the  young  and  fervent  enthusiast  against  tne 
tricks  and  rogueries  of  Tommy.  No  man  was  better  able 
to  give  advice  on  this  subject — Moore  and  I  having  had 
many  mutual  transactions,  the  reciprocity  of  which  was  all 
on  ono  side.  We  know  each  other  intus  et  in  cute,  as  the 
reader  of  this  posthumous  paper  will  not  fail  to  learn  be- 
fore he  has  laid  down  the  aocument ;  and  if  the  ballad- 
monger  comes  off  second  best,  I  can't  help  him.  I  warned 
O'B.  against  confiding  his  secret  to  the  man  of  melody,  or 
else  he  would  surely  repent  of  his  simplicity,  and  to  his 
cost  find  himself  some  day  the  dupe  of  his  credulous  reli- 
ance :  while  he  would  have  the  untoward  prospect  of  seeing 
his  discovery  swamped,  and  of  beholding,  through  the  me- 
dium of  a  deep  and  overwhelming  fiood  of  treachery, 

"  Ilis  round  towers  of  other  days 
Beneath  the  waters  shining." 

For,  to  illustrate  by  a  practical  example  the  man's  way  of 
doing  business,  I  gave,  as  a  striking  instance,  his  "  Travels 
in  Search  of  Keli^ion."  Now,  since  my  witty  father's  cele- 
brated book  of  *•  (julliver's  Travels,"  I  ask,  was  there  ever 
a  more  clever,  or  in  every  way  so  well  got  up  a  perfomiance 
as  this  Irish  f^entlemnn's  "steeple  chase?"  But  unfortu- 
nately memory  siij)i)lies  me  with  the  fact,  that  this  very  same 
identical  Tommy,  who  in  that  work  quotes  the  ''  leathers  " 
BO  accurately,  and,  I  may  add  (without  going  into  polemics), 
BO   felicitously    and   triumphantly,  has  written  the  most 
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abusive,  scurrilous,  and  profane  article  that  ever  sullied  the 
pages  of  the  "  Edinburgh  Eeview," — the  whole  scope  of 
which  is  to  cry  down  the  Fathers,  and  to  turn  the  highest 
and  most  cherished  ornaments  of  the  primitive  church  into 
ridicule.  See  the  24th  volume  of  the  "Edinburgh  Eeview,"* 
p.  65,  Nov.  1814,  where  you  will  learn  with  amazement  that 
the  most  accomplished  Christian  writer  of  the  second 
century,  that  most  eloquent  churchman,  Africa's  glorious 
son,  was  nothing  more  in  Tommy's  eye  than  the  "  harsh, 
muddy,  and  unintelligible  TertuUian!"  Further  on,  you 
will  hear  this  Anacreontic  little  chap  talk  of  "  the  pompous 
rigidity  of  Chrysostom  ;'*  and  soon  after  you  are  equally 
edified  by  hearing  him  descant  on  the  "  antithetical  trifling 
of  Gregory  Nazianzene  " — of  G-regory,  whose  elegant  mind 
was  the  result  and  the  index  of  pure  unsullied  virtue,  ever 
most  attractive  when  adorned  with  the  graces  of  scholar- 
ship— Gregory,  the  friend  of  St.  Basil,  and  his  schoolfellow 
at  Athens,  where  those  two  vigorous  champions  of  Chris- 
tianity were  associated  in  their  youthful  studies  with  that 
Julian  who  was  afterwards  an  emperor,  a  sophist,  and  an 
apostate — a  disturber  of  oriental  provinces,  and  a  fellow  who 
perished  deservedly  by  the  javelin  of  some  young  patriot 
admirer  of  round  towers  in  Persia.  In  the  article  alluded 
to,  this  incredulous  Thomas  goes  on  to  say,  that  these  same 
Fathers,  to  whom  he  afterwards  refers  his  Irish  gentleman 
in  the  catch-penny  travels,  are  totally  ^^  unfit  to  he  guiden 
either  in  faith  or  moraUy  (it.  ib.)  The  prurient  rogue  dares 
to  talk  of  their  ^^ pagan  imaginations  /"  and,  having  turned  up 
his  ascetic  nose  at  these  saintly  men,  because,  forsooth,  they 
appear  to  him  to  be  but  "  indifferent  Christians,^*  he  pro- 
nounces them  to  be  also  "  elephants  in  battle,"  and,  chuckling 
over  this  old  simile,  concludes  ^^^th  a  complacent  smirk  quite 
self-satisfactory.  O  for  the  proboscis  of  the  royal  animal  in 
the  Surrey  Menagerie,  to  give  this  poet's  carcass  a  sound 
drubbing !  O  most  theological,  and  zoological,  and  super- 
eniiucutly  logical  Tommy  !  'tis  you  that  are  fit  to  travel  in 
search  of  religion ! 

If  there  is  one  plain  truth  that  oozes  forth  from  the  fecu- 
lent heap  of  trash  which  the  reviewer  accumulates  on  the 

•  The  book  reviewed  bv  Mooro  is  entitled  "  Select  Tadiagos  from  tlie 
Fathcw,"  by  Hugh  Boyd,  Ksq.    I>ubliii,  1814. 
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merits  of  the  Fathers,  it  is  the  conyiction  in  every  observant 
mind,  drawn  from  the  simple  perusal  of  his  article,  that  he 
never  read  three  consecutive  pages  of  their  works  in  his  life. 
No  one  that  ever  did — ^do  one  who  had  banqueted  with  the 
gorgeous  and  mamificent  Chrysostom,  or  drained  the  true 
Athenian  cup  of  Gregory  Nazianzene,  or  dwelt  with  the 
eloquent  and  feelingly  devout  Bernard  in  the  cloistered 
shades  of  Clairvaux,  or  mused  with  the  powerful,  rich,  and 
scrutinizing  mind  of  Jerome  in  his  hermitage  of  Palestine, — 
could  write  an  article  so  contemptible,  so  low,  so  little.  He 
states,  truly  with  characteristic  audacity,  that  he  has  mounted 
to  the  most  inaccessible  shelves  of  the  library  in  Trin.  Coll. 
Dublin,  as  if  he  had  scaled  the  "  heights  of  Abraham,'*  to 
get  at  the  original  editions ;  but  believe  him  not :  for  the 
old  folios  would  have  become  instinct  with  life  at  the  ap- 
proach of  the  dwarf— they  would  have  awakened  from  their 
slumber  at  his  touch,  and,  tumbling  their  goodly  volumes 
on  their  diminutive  assailant,  would  have  overwhelmed  him, 
like  Tarpeia,  on  the  very  threshold  of  his  sacrilegious  in- 
vasion. 

Towards  my  young  friend  O'Brien  of  the  towers  he  acts  the 
same  part,  appearing  in  his  favourite  character — that  of  an 
anonymous  reviewer,  a  veiled  prophet  of  Khorasan.  Having 
first  negotiated  by  letter  with  him  to  extract  his  brains,  and 
make  use  of  him  for  his  meditated  "  History  of  Ireland  " — 
(the  correspondence  lies  before  me)— he  winds  up  the  con- 
lidential  intercourse  by  an  Edinburgh  volley  of  canister  shot, 
"  quite  in  a  friendly  way."  He  has  the  ineflfable  impudence 
to  accuse  0*B.  oi plagiarism,  and  to  state  that  this  grand  and 
unparalleled  discovery  had  been  previously  made  by  the  author 
of  "Nimrod;"*  a  book  which  Tommy  read  not,  neither  did 
he  care,  so  he  plucked  the  laurel  from  the  brow  of  merit.  But 
to  accuse  a  writer  of  plagiarism,  he  should  be  himself  im- 

•  Nimrod,  by  the  Hon.  Reginald  Herbert.  1  toL  8to.  London,  1826. 
Pricntley.  A  work  of  uncommon  erudition ;  but  the  leading  idea  of 
whirU  i*,  tliat  tbe»e  towers  were  Jire-altarn,  O.  B.*8  theory  is  not  to 
bo  found  in  auy  page  of  it  hating  the  remotest  reference  to  Ireland ;  and 
wo  are  aptonibhod  at  the  unfairness  of  giving  (as  Mooro  has  done)  a 
]>rotended  quotation  from  "  Mmrod "  without  indicating  where  it  is 
to  bo  met  witli  iu  Iho  volume. — O.  Y. 

L 
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maculate ;  and  while  be  dwells  in  a  glaas  house,  he  should 
not  throw  stones  at  a  man  in  a  tower. 

The  Blarney-stone  in  my  neighbourhood  has  attracted  hither 
many  an  illustrious  visitor ;  but  none  has  been  so  assiduous 
a  pilgrim  in  my  time  as  Tom  Moore.  While  he  was  engaged 
in  his  best  and  most  unexceptionable  work  on  the  melodious 
ballads  of  his  country,  he  came  regularly  every  summer,  and 
did  me  the  honour  to  share  my  humble  roof  repeatedly.  He 
knows  well  how  ofben  he  plagued  me  to  supply  him  with 
original  songs  which  I  had  picked  up  in  France  among  the 
merry  troubadours  and  carol-loving  inhabitants  of  that 
once  happy  land,  and  to  what  extent  he  has  transferred 
these  foreign  inventions  into  the  "  Irish  Melodies." 
Like  the  robber  Cacus,  he  generally  dragged  the  plundered 
cattle  by  the  tail,  so  as  that,  moving  backwards  into  his 
cavern  of  stolen  goods,  the  foot-tracks  might  not  lead  to 
detection.  Some  songs  he  would  turn  upside  down,  bv  a 
figure  in  rhetoric  called  vffrtpov  irponpay ;  others  he  would  dis- 
guise in  various  shapes ;  but  he  would  still  worry  me  to 
supply  him  with  the  productions  of  the  Gallic  muse;  **for, 
d'ye  see,  old  Prout,"  the  rogue  would  say, 

"  The  best  of  all  ways 
To  lengthen  our  layij 
Is  to  steal  a  few  thoughts  from  the  French, '  my  dear.*  " 

Now  I  would  have  let  him  enjoy  unmolested  the  renown 
which  these  "Melodies"  have  obtained  for  him;  but  his 
last  treachery  to  my  round-tower  friend  has  raised  my  bile, 
and  I  shall  give  evidence  of  the  unsuspected  robberies  : 

"  Abstractflsque  boves  abjurateeque  rapinie 
Coelo  ostendentur." 

It  would  be  easy  to  point  out  detached  fragments  and 
stray  metaphors,  which  he  has  scattered  here  and  there  iu 
such  gay  confusion  that  every  page  has  within  its  limits  a 
mass  of  felony  and  plagiarism  sufficient  to  hang  him.  For 
instance,  I  need  only  advert  to  his  "  Bard*s  Legacy."  Even 
on  his  dying  bed  this  "  dying  "bard  "  cannot  help  indulging 
his  evil  pranks ;  for,  in  bequeathing  his  "  heart "  to  his 
"mistress  dear,"  and  recommending  her  to  ^borrow**  balmy 
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drops  of  poVt  wine  to  bathe  the  relic,  he  is  all  the  while  rob- 
bing old  Clement  Mar6t,  who  thus  disposes  of  hU  remains : 

**  Quand  je  siub  xnort,  je  yenx  qu*on  m'ent^ 
Dans  la  cave  oil  est  le  yin ; 
Le  corps  sous  un  tonneau  de  Mad^re, 
Bt  la  bouohe  sous  le  robin." 

But  I  won't  strain  at  a  gnat,  when  I  can  capture  a  camel — 
a  huge  dromedary  laden  with  pilfered  spoil ;  for,  would  you 
believe  it  if  you  had  never  learned  it  from  Prout,  the  very 
opening  and  foremost  song  of  the  collection, 

"  Gk>  where  glory  waits  thee," 

is  but  a  literal  and  servile  translation  of  an  old  French 
ditty,  which  is  among  my  papers,  and  which  I  believe  to  have 
been  composed  by  that  beautifiil  and  interesting  "  ladye," 
Fran9oise  de  Foix,  Comtesse  de  Chateaubriand,  born  in 
1491,  and  the  favourite  of  Francis  I.,  who  soon  abandoned 
her :  indeed,  the  lines  appear  to  anticipate  his  infidelity. 
They  were  written  before  the  battle  of  Pavia. 


Cf)antfon 

4$  la  Comtetne  de  Chateattbrtand  h 
Francois  /. 

Va  oh  la  gloire  t'inyite  ; 
Et  quand  d*orgueil  palpito 

Ce  CGDur,  qu'il  poiise  h.  moi  I 
Quand  relogc  ennamme 
Touterardeurdoton  Amo, 

Pcnso  encore  h  moi ! 
Autres  charmcs  pcut-6tro 
Tu  Toudras  connattre, 
Autre  amour  en  maitre 

Regnera  sur  toi ; 
Main  quand  ta  Icvre  prcsse 
Celle  qui  to  caresse, 

Mi'ctiant,  pense  i.  moi ! 

Quand  au  soir  tu  erres 
bous  Tastrc  des  bergeres, 
Penso  aux  doux  instans 


Com  j£{oort'«{ 

Translation  of  this  Song  in  the  Irish 
I  ^  Melodies, 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee ; 
But  while  fame  elates  thee, 

Oh,  still  remember  me  ! 
When  the  praise  thou  meetcst 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest, 

Oh,  then  remember  me ! 
Other  arms  may  press  thee. 
Dearer  friends  caress  thee — 
All  the  joys  that  bless  thee 

Dearer  far  may  he  : 
But  when  friends  are  dearest, 
And  when  joys  are  nearest. 

Oh,  then  remember  me ! 

When  at  ere  thou  rorest 
By  the  star  thou  lovest, 
Oh,  then  remcmbci:  me  1 


148 


7ATHEB  PBOUT's  BELIQtJES. 


Lorsque  oette  ^toile, 
Qu'un  beau  ciel  dcvoilc, 

GKiidadeux  amans! 
Quand  la  fleur,  symbole 
D'^U  qui  s'eiiTole, 
Fenche  sa  t^te  mo]le, 

S*ezhalant  k  I'air, 
Pcnse  k  la  e^uirlande, 
De  ta  mie  roflrande— 

Don  qui  fut  si  cher ! 

Quand  la  feuille  d*auiomne 
Sous  tea  pas  resonne, 

Pense  alors  h.  moi ! 
Quand  de  la  famiUe 
L'antique  foyer  brille, 

Pense  encore  k  moi ! 
£t  si  de  la  chanteuse 
La  Toix  melodieuse 
Berco  ton  &me  heureu3e 

Et  ravit  tes  sens, 
Pense  k  I'air  que  chante 
Pour  toi  ton  amante — 

Tant  aimds  accens ! 


Think,  when  home  rehiming, 
Bright  weVe  seen  it  burnings* 

Oh,  then  remember  me  I 
Oft  aa  summer  closes, 
When  thine  eye  reposes 
On  its  lingering  roses, 

Once  so  loved  by  thee, 
Think  of  her  who  wore  them — 
Her  who  made  thee  love  them : 

Oh,  then  remember  me ! 

When  around  thee,  dying, 
Autumn  leaves  are  lying, 

Oh,  then  remember  me ! 
And  at  night,  when  gazing 
On  the  gay  hearth  blazing, 

Oh,  still  remember  me ! 
Then,  should  music,  stealing 
All  the  soul  of  feeling. 
To  thy  heart  appealing, 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee ; 
Then  let  memory  bring  thee 
Strains  I  used  to  sing  thee — 

Oh,  then  remember  me ! 


Any  one  who  has  the  slightest  tincture  of  French  litera- 
ture must  recognise  the  simple  and  unsophisticated  style  of 
a  genuine  love-song  in  the  ahove,  the  language  being  tnat  of 
the  century  in  which  Clement  Mar6t  and  Maitre  Adam 
wrote  their  incomparable  ballads,  and  containing  a  kindly 
admixture  of  gentleness  and  sentimental  delicacy,  which 
no  one  but  a  "  ladye"  and  a  lovely  heart  could  infuse  into 
the  composition.  Moore  has  not  been  infelicitous  in  ren- 
dering the  charms  of  the  wondrous  original  into  English 
lines  adapted  to  the  measure  and  tune  of  the  French.  Tiic 
air  is  plamtive  and  exquisitely  beautiful ;  but  I  recommend 
it  to  be  tried  first  on  the  French  words,  as  it  was  sung  by  the 
charmine^  lips  of  the  Countess  of  Chateaubriand  to  the  en- 
raptured ear  of  the  gallant  Francis  I. 

The  following  pathetic  strain  is  the  only  literary  relic 
which  has  been  preserved  of  the  unfortunate  Marquis  de 
Cinqmars,  who  was  disappointed  in  a  love  affair,  and  who, 
'^  to  fling  forgetfulness  around  him,"  mixed  in  politics,  con- 
spired against  Cardinal  Eichelieu,  was  betrayed  by  an  ac- 
complice, and  perished  on  the  Bcaffold«    Moore  has  trans- 
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planted  it  entire  into  Ids  "  National  Melodies ;"  but  is  very 
careful  not  to  give  the  nation  or  writer  whence  he  translated 


it. 


Tu  n'as  fait,  o  xnon  ccBur !  qu*un 
beau  songe, 
Qui  te  fut,  h^8 !  rayi  trop  t^t ; 
Ce  doux  rfiye,  ah  dieux !  qu'il  se 
prolonse, 
Je  consens  &  n*aspirer  plus  haut. 
Eaut-il  que  d'ayaace 
Jeune  eflp^nce 
Iio  destin  (MtruiBe  ton  avenir  P 
Eaut*il  que  la  rose 
La  premi^  ^lose 
8oit  celle  qu*il  bo  plaise  k  fl^trir  ? 
TvL  n*a8  fait,  &c. 

Que  de  foia  iu  trompaa  notre  at- 
tente, 
Amiti^,  SQDur  de  Tamour  trom- 
peurl 
De  Tamour  la  coupe  encore  en- 
chanto 
A  I'amionliTro  encor*  son  coeur : 
L'insccte  qui  file 
Sa  trame  inutile 
Voit  p^rir  cent  fois  le  fr61e  tissu; 
Tel,  amour  ensorcele 
L'homme  qui  renouvclle 
Pes    liens    qui    Tout  cent  fois 
de^u! 

Tu  n*a8  fait,  &c. 


O!  'twas  all  but  a  dream  at  the 
beat — 
And  still  when  happiest,  soonest 
o*er : 
But  e'en  in  a  dream  to  be  blest 
Is  so  sv/eet,  that  I  ask  for  no 
morel 
The  bosom  that  opes 
With  earliest  hopes 
The  soonest  finds  thof  e  hopes  un- 
true ; 
Like  flowers  that  first 
In  spring-time  burst, 
The  soonest  wither  too ! 

Oh,  'twas  all  but,  &o. 

By  friendship  we've  oft  been  de- 
ceived, 
And  love,  even  love,  too  soon  is 
past ; 
But  friendsliip  will  stillbo  believed, 
And  love  trusted  on  to  the  last ; 
Like  tlie  web  in  the  leaves 
The  spider  weaves, 
Is  thecharm  that  hangs  o'er  men  — 
Tho'  oft  as  ho  sees 
It  broke  by  tho  breeze, 
lie  weaves  tho  bright  hno  again ! 
O  !  'twas  all  but,  &c. 


Every  thing  was  equally  acceptable  in  tho  way  of  a  song 
to  Tommy  ;  and  provided  I  brought  grist  to  his  mill,  he  did 
not  care  where  the  produce  came  from— even  the  wild  oats 
and  the  thistles  of  native  growth  on  Watergrasshill,  all  was 
good  provender  for  his  Pegasus.  There  was  an  old  Latin 
song  of  my  own,  which  I  made  when  a  boy,  smitten  with 
the  charms  of  an  Irish  milkmaid,  who  crossed  by  the  hedr/e- 
school  occasionally,  and  who  used  to  distract  my  attention 
from  "  Corderius*'  and  "  Erasmi  Colloquia."    I  have  often 
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laughed  at  my  juvenile  gallantry  when  my  eye  has  met  tlie 
copy  of  verses  in  overhauling  my  papers.  Tommy  saw  it, 
grasped  it  with  avidity  ;  and  I  find  he  has  given  it,  word 
for  word,  in  an  English  shape  in  his  "  Irish  Melodies."  Let 
the  intelligent  reader  judge  if  he  has  done  common  justice 
to  my  young  muse. 


in  pulcldram  Sarttteram. 

Carmen^  Auetore  ISiiui. 

Lesbia  semper  hinc  et  indo 

Ociiloruin  tela  movit ; 
Captat  omnes,  sed  deind^ 

Quia  amctur  nemo  norit. 
Palpebrarum,  Nora  cara. 

Lux  tuarum  non  cat  foria, 
Flnmma  micat  ibi  rara, 

Sed  ainceri  lux  amorig. 
Nora  Creina  sit  regina, 

y  ultu,  greasu  tun  modealo ! 
Hire,  pueUaa  inter  bellaa, 

Jure  omnium  dux  esto  ! 


Lesbia  Testes  auro  frnxvcs 

Fort,  et  ^emtaiis,  juxtn  normarn ; 
Orntiic  Bed,  ebeu!  suaves 

Cinctani  reliqudrc  furinam. 
Norm  tuniram  proefen-es, 

Fl.inte  zc'j)hyi'0  volantcm ; 
Oeulisi  et  rapt  is  erres 

C):itcin])l.itiflo  .inbulantom ! 
Vr?<ta  Norji  taiii  'Icconl 

Soni]ier  indni  nieniento, 
Sciiipor  puiic  sic  uaturo) 

Ibid  tocU  vei^tinienlo. 


Co  a  beautiful  ;0itlbmattr. 

A  Melodjft  bff  Tkoma9  Moore, 

Lesbia  hath  •  beaming  ere. 
But  no  one  knows  lor  whom 
it  beameth  ] 
Bight  and  left  its  arrows  fly, 
But  what  they  aim  at^  no  one 
dreameth. 
Sweeter  *tis  to  gaie  npon 
My  Norah'a  lid,   that  seldom 
rises; 
Few  her  looks,  bat  erexy  one 

Like  unexpected  ^ht  surprises. 
0,  jny  Noran  Creina  dear ! 
My  gentleybashfuINorah  Creiua ! 
Beauty  lioa 
In  maiiy  eyes— 
But  Lore's  m  thinei  my  Norah 
Creina! 

Lesbia  wears  a  robe  of  gold ; 
But  all  so  tight  \jfud  nymph  hath 
laced  it, 
Not  a  charm  of  beautj^s  mouUl 
Presume!)  to  stay  where  nature 
placed  it. 
O,  my  Norali's  gown  for  nie, 
Tliat  floats  m  wild  ad  Diouiitaiii 
breozL'.-*, 
lioavinp  ovory  beauty  free 

To  sink  orhwoUas Heaven  jiloa.'cs. 
Yo:*,  my  Xorali  Croina  dear  ! 
^ly  Bimple,^racvful  Noruli  Creini  I 
Natiirt''.s  (ln'S:< 
J.-^  Invi'line.-s — ■ 
Tlic  (Ire.-H  you  wear,  my  Noruh 
Crciiu ! 
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Lesbia  mentis  pncfert  lumen, 

Quod  coruscat  perlibenter ; 
Sed  quia  optct  hoc  acumen, 

Quando  acupuncta  dentur  P 
Korse  sinu  cum  rccliner, 

Dormio  luxuriose, 
Nil  corrugat  hoc  pulyinar, 

ISiidi  crispoD  ruga  roses. 
Nora  blanda,  lux  amanda, 

Expers  usque  tenebrarum, 
Tu  cor  mulces  per  tot  dulces 

Dotcsy  foufl  illecebrarum ! 


Lesbia  hath  a  wit  refined ; 

But  when  its  points  are  gleam- 
ing round  us. 
Who  can  tell  if  they're  designM 

To  dazzle  merely,  or  to  wound 

UB? 

Pillow'd  on  my  Norah's  breast, 

In  safer  slumber  Love  reposes — 
Bed  of  peace,  whose  roughest  part 
Is  butthecrumpling  of  the  roses. 
O,  my  Norah  Creina  dear ! 
Hy    mild,   my   artless  Norah 
Creina  t 
Wit,  though  briffht, 
Hath  not  the  li^t 
That  warms  your  eyes,  my  Norah 
Creina  1 


It  will  be  seen  by  these  specimens  that  Tom  Moore  can 
eke  out  a  tolerably  fair  translation  of  any  given  ballad ;  and 
indeed,  to  translate  properly,  retaining  all  the  fire  and  spirit 
of  the  original,  is  a  merit  not  to  be  sneezed  at — it  is  the 
next  best  thing  to  having  a  genius  of  one's  own ;  for  he 
who  can  execute  a  clever  forgery,  and  make  it  pass  current, 
is  ahnost  as  well  off  as  the  capitalist  who  can  draw  a  sub- 
stantial check  on  the  bank  of  sterling  genius :  so,  to  give 
the  devil  his  due,  I  must  acknowledge  that  in  terseness, 

i)oint,  pathos,  and  elegance,  Moore's  translations  of  these 
[?Vench  and  Latin  trifles  are  very  near  as  good  as  the  pri- 
mary compositions  themselves.  He  has  not  been  half  so 
lucky  in  hitting  off  Anacreon ;  but  he  was  a  young  man 
then,  and  a  "  wild  fellow  ;"  since  which  time  it  is  thought 
that  he  has  got  to  that  climacteric  in  life  to  which  few  poets 
attain,  viz.  the  years  of  discretion.  A  predatory  sort  of 
\H\\  the  career  of  a  literary  freebooter,  has  had  great  charms 
for  him  from  liia  cradle  ;  and  I  am  afraid  that  he  will  pur- 
sue it  on  to  final  impenitence.  He  seems  to  care  little 
about  the  «tcrn  reception  he  will  one  day  receive  from  that 
inlh^xiblo  juilp:e,  Khadanianthus,  who  will  make  him  confess 
all  his  rogueries — "  Castigatque  doles,  subigitque  fateri" — 
our  bard  being  of  that  epicurean  and  careless  turn  of  mind 
BO  strikingly  expressed  in  these  Hues  of  "  Lalla  Bookh" — 

"  O !  if  there  bo  an  Elysium  on  earth. 
It  is  iliis  I  it  is  this !" 
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Which  verses,  by  the  by,  are  alone  enough  to  convict  him  of 
downright  plagiarism  and  robbery ;  for  they  are  (as  Tommy 
knows  right  well)  to  be  seen  written  in  large  letters  in  the 
Mofful  language  over  the  audience-chamber  of  the  Kin^  of 
Delhi  :*  in  fact,  to  examine  and  overhaul  his  "  Lalla  Eookh" 
would  be  a  most  diverting  task,  which  I  may  one  day  un- 
dertake. He  will  be  found  to  have  been  a  chartered  pirate 
in  the  Persian  Gulf,  as  he  was  a  highwayman  in  Europe^- 
"  spoliis  Orientis  onustum." 

But  the  favourite  field  in  which  Tommy  has  carried  on 
his  depredations,  to  an  almost  incredible  extent,  is  that  of 
the  early  French  troubadours,  whose  property  he  has  thought 
fair  game,  availing  himself  thereof  without  scruple.  In  his  sot- 
(iisant  "  Irish  "  Melodies,  and  indeed  in  all  his  effusions  of 
more  refined  gallantry,  he  has  poured  in  a  large  infusion  of 
tlie  spirit  and  the  letter  of  southern  France.  To  be  sure, 
he  has  mixed  up  with  the  pure,  simple,  and  genuine  inspi- 
rations of  these  primitive  hearts,  who  loved,  in  the  olden  time, 
after  nature's  fashion,  much  of  his  own  overstrained  fancy, 
strange  conceits,  and  forced  metaphors ;  but  the  initiated 
can  easily  distinguish  when  it  is  he  speaketh  sit  proprid  per^ 
9ond,  and  when  it  is  that  he  uses  tne  pathetic  and  soul- 
stirring  language  of  the  m^nSsireh  of  Gaul,  those  legitimate 
laureates  of  love.  There  has  been  a  squib  fired  off  by  some 
wag  of  the  sixteenth  century  against  an  old  astrologer,  who 
practised  many  rogueries  in  his  generation,  and  which  I 
think  not  inapplicable  te  Moore : 

'*  Nostra  damus  ciim  ffilsa  damus,  nam  fallere  nostrum  est : 
Et  ciim  fidsa  damus,  non  nisi  Nottra  damut" 

And,  only  it  were  a  profanation  to  place  two  such  person- 
J  ages  in  juxtaposition,  I  would  say  that  Moore  might  use  the 
affecting,  the  soul-rending  appeal  of  the  ill-fated  Mary  Stii-^ 
art,  adcuHBssed  te  that  land  of  song  and  civilisation  whicTT 
sher^as  quitting  for  ever,  when  she  exclaimed,  as  the  Gallic 
shore  receded  from  her  view,  that  "  half  of  her  heart  would 
still  be  found  on  the  loved  plains  of  France,  and  even  tiio 
other  half  pined  to  rejoin  it  in  its  primitive  abodes  of  plea- 
santness and  joy."  The  song  of  the  unfortunate  queen  is  too 


V 


•  See  the  «  Aaiatic  Journal"  for  May,  1831,  p.  2. 
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exquisitely-  beautiful  not  to  be  given  here  by  me,  such  as 
she  sang  it  on  the  deck  of  the  vessel  that  wafted  her  away 
from  the  scenes  of  her  youth  and  the  blessings  of  friendship, 
to  seek  the  dismal  regions  of  bleak  barbarity  and  murderous 
fanaticism.  I  also  give  it  because  Tommy  has  modelled  on 
it  his  melody,  "  As  slow  our  ship  its  foamy  track,"  and 
Byron  his  "  Native  land,  good  night !" 

"  Adieu,  plaisant  pays  de  France  I  "  Farewell  fair  land, 

Oh,  ma  patrie  la  plus  ch^rie,  Mine  heart's  countrie ! 

Qui  as  nourri  ma  jeune  enfance —  Where  girlhood  planned 

Adieu,  France !  adieu,  mes  beaux  Its  wild  freaks  free. 

jours !  The  bark  that  bears 

La  nef  qui  d^oint  mes  amours  A  Queen  to  Scots, 

ITa  id  de  moi  que  la  moiti^ ;  In  twain  but  tears 

Une  part  te  reste,  elle  est  tienne,  Her  who  allots 

Je  la  fie  &  ton  amiti^ —  Her  dearer  half  to  thee  : 

Four  que  de  I'autre,  il  te  souvienne  !'*  Keep,  keep  her  memorie  I*' 

I  now  come  to  a  more  serious  charge.  To  plunder  the 
French  is  all  right;  but  to  rob  his  own  countrymen  is 
what  the  late  Lord  -Liverpool  would  call  **ioo  bad,**  I 
admit  the  claims  of  the  poet  on  the  gratitude  of  the  abori- 
ginal Irish ;  for  glorious  Dan  might  have  exerted  his 
leathern  lungs  during  a  century  in  haranguing  the  native 
sttfts  culottes  on  this  side  of  the  Channel ;  but  had  not 
the  "  Melodies  "  made  emancipation  palatable  to  the  think- 
ing and  generous  portion  of  Britain's  free-born  sons — had 
not  his  poetry  spoken  to  the  hearts  of  the  great  and  the 
good,  and  enlisted  the  fair  daughters  of  England,  the  spoutors 
would  have  been  but  objects  of  scorn  and  contempt.  The 
"  Melodies "  won  the  cause  silently,  imperceptibly,  elTt^c- 
tually ;  and  if  there  be  a  tribute  due  from  that  class  of  tlic 
native,  it  is  to  the  child  of  song.  Poets,  however,  arc 
always  destined  to  be  poor ;  and  such  used  to  be  the  case 
with  patriots  too,  until  the  rint  opened  the  eyes  of  the 
public,  and  taught  them  that  even  that  sacred  and  exalted 
passion,  love  of  country,  could  resolve  itself,  through  an 
Irish  alonibic,  into  an  ardent  love  for  the  coj)per  currency 
of  one's  native  land.  The  dagger  of  Harmodius,  vvhifli 
used  to  be  concealed  under  a  wreath  of  myrtle,  is  now-a-days 
hidden  within  the  cavity  of  a  church-door  begging-box  :  and 
Tom  Mooro  can  only  claim  the  second  part  of  the  cele- 
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bratcd  line  of  Virgil,  as  the  first  evidently  refers  to  Mr. 
O'Connell ; 

'*  ^r€  ciere  Tiros — ^Martemque  accendere  eaniu" 

But  I  am  digressing  from  the  serious  charge  I  mean  to 
bring  against  the  author  of  that  beautiful  melody,  "  The 
Shamrock."  Does  not  Tom  Moore  know  that  there  was 
suci)  a  thing  in  France  as  the  Irish  brigade  ?  and  does  he 
not  fear  and  tremble  lest  the  ghosts  of  that  valiant  crew, 
whom  he  has  robbed  of  their  due  honours,  should,  "  in  the 
stilly  night,  when  slumber's  chains  have  bound  him,"  drag 
his  small  carcass  to  the  Styx,  and  give  him  a  well-merited 
sousing?  For  why  should  he  exhibit  as  his  production 
their  favourite  song  ?  and  what  ineffable  audacity  to  pawn 
off  on  modem  drawing-rooms  as  his  own  that  glorious  carol 
which  made  the  tents  of  Fontenoy  ring  with  its  exhilarating 
music,  and  which  old  Qeneral  Stack,  who  lately  died  at 
Calais,  used  to  sing  so  gallantly  P 

Se  CreSe  li'fclantie.  Clje  d|)Amrocit. 

Chamon  de  la  Brigade,  1748.  J  "  Melody''  of  Tom  Moor^a,  1813. 

Un  jour  en  Hybemie,  Through  Erin's  isle, 

D'AitoUB  le  beau  gdnie  To  sport  awhile, 

Et  le  dicu  dc  la  Yaleub  firent  ren-  As  Love  and  Valour  wandered 
contre  With  Wit  the  sprite, 

Avec  le  "  Bel  Esparr,"  Whose  quiver  bright 

Ce  dr61e  qui  se  rit  A  thousand  arrows  squandered : 
Dc  tout  CO  qui  luivient  k  I'encontre ;  Wliere'er  they  pass, 

Partout  leur  pas  reveille*  A  triple  grass 

Uno  herbo  k  triple  feuille.  Shoots  up,  with  dew-drops  stream- 
Quo  la  nuit  humecta  de  ses  plcui*8,  ing, 

Et  que  la  douce  aurore  As  softly  green 

Fraichcment  fait  eclorre,  As  emeralds  seen 

De  Tcmcraudc  clle  a  les  couleurs.  Through  purest  crystal  gleaming. 
Vive  le  trefle !  O  the  shamrock ! 

Vive  le  vert  gazon  !  TJie  green  immortal  sliamroL-kl 

De  la  patrie,  tcrre  cherio  1  Chosen  leaf  of  bard  and  chief — 
L'emblbmo  est  bcl  et  bon !  Old  Erin's  native  i<}iamrock! 

Valbub,  d'un  ton  superbc.  Says  Valour,  "  Sec ! 

S'ecrie,  "  Poiu*  moi  cettc  herbe  They  spring  for  mc. 

Cr6it  sitot  qu'eilc  mc  voit  ici  pa-  Those  leafy  gems  of  morning  ;" 
raitre  j  * 

•  Ali.'i  lectio  :  parloiif  leur  main  reawillc. 
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Says  Lore^  *'Ko,  no^ 

"Fat  me  thej  grow. 
My  fin^pruit  path  •doming." 

But  Wit  peroeiTOi 

The  triple  leavet, 
And  oriet,  **  O,  do  not  sew 

A  ^pe  that  Uenda 

Three  godlike  friends — 
Wit,  Valour,  Lore,  for  erer  l" 

O  theshamrookt 

The  green  immortal  thamrookl 
Choaen  lul  of  hard  and  chief, 

Old  Erin't  native  ■hamrock  1 


Ajtmrm  lui  dit,  **Kan,  non, 

Oeat  moi  que  le  gaaon 
Eonore  en  oea  h^ouz  qu'il  fiut 
natti«:*' 

Maia  BxL  Bspbit  dirige 

Bur  rherbe  ik  triple  tige 
Un  cnl  obaerrateur,  k  son  tour, 

•'fouiquoi,"  dit-il,  «*d6&ire 

Un  noBud  u  heau,  oui  aerre 
Sn  oe  type  Bbpbit,  y  ALixni,  et 
Ahovs!" 

YiTe  le  trifle ! 

Vire  le  Tert  gaion  I 
Be  la  patrie^  tenre  ohirie  I 

L'emU^e  est  bel  et  bon ! 

Frions  le  Ciel  qu'il  dure 

Ce  ncBud,  oil  la  nature 
ToudraitToirune  ^temelle  allianoei 

Que  nul  Tdnin  jamais 

2i'ompoisonne  les  traits 
Qu*i^  Toutour  si  gaiement  rSsPBiT 
lance! 

Que  nul  tyran  ne  rftre 

]D*user  le  noble  glaiye 
Do  U  Yaliub  contre  la  liberty ; 

Et  que  TAmoub  suspendo 

Sa  plus  bello  guirlande 
Sur  Tautol  do  la  fldt'UU ! 

Vive  lo  trifle! 

Vivo  le  vert  gazon  I 
De  la  patric,  torro  cherie  t 

LV'mbl^iiio  eet  bel  et  bou ! 

Moliore  has  written  a  pleasant  and  .instructive  comedy 
entitled  the  Fonrberiea  de  Scapin^  which  I  recommend  to 
Tom*8  perusal ;  and  in  the  "  spelling-book"  which  I  used 
to  con  over  when  at  the  hedge-school  with  my  foster- 
brother  (loorge  Knapp,  who  has  since  risen  to  eminence  as 
mayor  of  Cork,  but  with  whom  I  used  then  to  share  the 
reading  of  the  "  Universal  Spelling-Book"  (having  but  one 
between  us),  there  is  an  awful  story  about  **  Tommy  and 
Harry,"  very  capable  of  deterring  youthful  minds  from  evil 
practices,  especially  the  large  wood-cut  representing  a  lion 
tearing  the  stomiU'h  of  the  luckless  wight  who  led  a  career 
of  wickedness,  llad  Tommy  Moore  been  brouglit  up  pro- 
perly (oa  Knapp  and  I  were),  he  would  not  have  committed 


So  firm  and  fond 

Haj  last  the  bond 
They  wove  that  mom  together  i 

And  ne*er  may  fall 

One  drop  of  sail 
On  Wit's  celestial  feather! 

May  Love,  as  shoot 

His  flowers  and  fruit, 
Of  thomv  falsehood  weed  them  $ 

Let  Valour  ne'er 

His  standard  rear 
Against  the  cause  of  freedom, 

Or  of  the  shamrock, 

The  green  immortal  shamrock  \ 
Chosen  leaf  of  bard  and  chief, 

Old  Eriu's  native  sliamrock  ! 
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80  many  depredations,  which  he  ought  to  know  would  be 
discovered  on  him  at  last,  and  cause  him  bitterly  to  repent 
his  "  rogueries." 

With  all  my  sense  of  indignation,  unabated  and  unmiti- 
gated at  the  unfairness  with  which  O'Brien  '*  of  the  round 
towers"  has  been  treated,  and  which  has  prompted  me  to 
make  disclosures  which  would  have  otherwise  slept  with  me 
in  the  grave,  I  must  do  Moore  the  justice  to  applaud  his 
accurate,  spirited,  and  sometimes  exquisite  translations  from 
recondite  MSS.  and  other  totally  unexplored  writings  of 
antiquity.  I  felt  it  my  duty,  in  the  course  of  these  stric- 
tures, to  denounce  the  version  of  Anacreon  as  a  total  faihire, 
only  to  be  accounted  for  by  the  extreme  youth  and  inexpe- 
rience of  the  subsequently  matured  and  polished  melodist ; 
but  there  is  an  obscure  Greek  poet,  callea  Iraxxoc  Mo^psdrig^ 
whose  ode  on  whisky,  or  negus,  composed  about  the  six- 
teenth olympiad,  according  to  the  chronology  of  Archbishop 
Usher,  he  has  splendidly  and  most  literally  rendered  into 
English  Anacreontic  verse,  thus : 


(Stat  noininis  umbra.) 

irirl^wfiiv  ovv  KvirtWov 
'VoiQ  avOiftottrt  ^f^iJC* 
Toic  ^fpraroic  ^pivi^  y*  a 
*llfiiv  ivvatvr'  li^tvpiiv, 
Tavry  yap  ovpavovSi 
Ty  vvKTi  in  wtravOaij 
Tavrifv  Xirovrfc  aiat^. 
Ki  y'  ovv  £p(i»c  ^aOoiro 
'VoiQ  9Tififiarf9<r'  &  Tcpif^ic 
*Hfiii'  ftayoc  ^td*>><y^yt 
Ovirw  ^otoQ  ytvotra, 
*Uc  Y«P  iraptariv  oivoc, 
Ba^ui/icv  (lyt  KtvTii, 


^n  Wn^iik^  or  i^egud. 

£y  Moore, 

Wreathe  the  howl 

With  flowers  of  soiil 
The  hrightest  wit  can  find  ue ; 

We'll  take  a  flight 

Towards  heaven  to-night, 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us. 

Should  Love  amid 

Tlie  wreath  bo  hid. 
That  joy  th'  enchanter  brings  us ; 

No  danger  fear 

While  wine  is  near — 
We'll  drown  him  if  he  stinss  us. 

Then  wreathe  the  bowl,  &c.  &c. 


*U(  /lot  Xfyovtri,  vfKrap 
IlaAat  intvop  'tlPAl 
Km  ZHNKS  fjSi  ♦OIBOI. 
liKiffTt  Kat  fiporoiaiv 

*H/1»*  TTOUtV  TO  VtKTap' 

UotiiTtov  yap  itdt' 


'Twas  nectar  fed 

Of  old,  'tis  said. 
Their  Junos.  Joves,  Apollos ; 

And  man  may  brew 

Uis  nectar  too — 
GThe  rich  receipt's  as  follows : 


..^ 
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Ttfvrvy  XaCovrcc  wvok,  Take  wine  like  this, 

Tpv  xoPf<a''0C  irpo<r«iroic  Let  look*  of  bliss 

A^ft  ffKv^oc  ffri^vnc,  Around  it  well  be  blended ; 
Tori  ^pf  vwy  ^fcyifv  Then  bring  wit's  beam 

fiery  xw¥T%^  avyifv,  To  warm  tiie  stream— 

Itfoir,  woiMffri  yf  crap.  And  there's  your  neot«r  splendid. 

Then  wmtthe  the  bowl,  &c.  &o. 

Tivr*  ow  Xpovoc  yi  ^ftfiy  Saji  why  did  Time 

T^y  cXf^tf^^v  cirXi|9f  His  ^lass  sublime 

Tiyy  ayXaqy  aciM i ;  Fill  up  with  sands  unsightly, 

Kv  |icy  ^tfp  oc^f y  oivov  When  wine,  he  knew, 

Tnxvrfpov  ^tappicv,  Buns  brisker  through, 

SriXi-vwrcpos'^  ri  Xa/iirfiv  And  sparkles  far  more  brightly  P 

Aoc  9W.  ioQ  ifuy  avTtiv,  O  lend  it  us, 

Kat  ^(i^iwv-cc  ovTUfQ  And,  smiling,  thus 

Tify  KXtiffvipav  ox^aavTig,  The  glass  in  two  we'd  serer, 

net^fTMif V  yi  ^irXy  Make  pleasure  glide 

Mi^  4*ovJtv  pi i(^py  In  double  tide, 

Eitwkti90iuv  6*  iraipoi  And  flU  both  ends  for  erer. 

A|if «  cvr4  f  c  am.  Then  wreathe  the  bowl,  &o.  Ac. 

Sucli  carefully  finished  translations  as  this  from  Sraxxo^, 
in  which  not  an  idea  or  beauty  of  the  Ghreek  is  lost  in  the 
English  version,  must  necessarily  do  Tommy  infinite  credit ; 
and  the  only  drawback  on  the  abundant  praise  which  I 
should  otherwise  feel  inclined  to  bestow  on  the  Anacreontic 
versifier,  is  the  fatal  neglect,  or  perhaps  wilful  treachery, 
which  has  led  him  to  deny  or  suppress  the  sources  of  his 
iusniration,  and  induced  him  to  appear  in  the  discreditable 
iashiou  of  an  Irish  jackdaw  in  the  borrowed  plumage  of  a 
(irecian  peacock.  The  splendour  of  poesy,  like  "  Malachy's 
rollar  of  gold,"  is  round  his  neck ;  but  he  won  it  from  a 
stranger :  the  green  glories  of  the  emerald  adorn  his  glow- 
ing crest — or,  as  Fhssdrus  says, 

"  Nitor  smaragdi  collo  refulget  tuo— ** 

but  if  you  ruffle  his  feathers  a  little,  you  will  find  that  his 
literary  toilette  is  composed  of  what  the  French  coiffeurs 
call  dea  ornemens  pastiches  ;  and  that  there  was  never  a  more 
called-for  declaration  than  the  avowal  which  he  himself 
makes  in  one  of  his  Melodies,  when,  talking  of  the  wild 
strains  of  the  Irish  harp,  he  admits,  he  "  was  but  the  wind 
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passing  heedlessly  over  "  its  chords, and  that  the  music  was  by 
no  means  his  own. 

A  simple  hint  was  sometimes  enough  to  set  his  muse  at 
work  ;  and  he  not  only  was,  to  my  knowledge,  an  adept  in 
translating  accurately,  but  he  could  also  string  together 
any  number  of  lines  in  any  given  measure,  in  imitation  of  a 
song  or  ode  which  casually  came  in  his  way.     This  is  not 
such  arrant  robbery  as  what  I  have  previously  stigmatised ; 
but  it  is  a  sort  of  ^wcwi-pilfering,  a  kind  of  petty  larceny, 
not  to  be  encouraged.     There  is,  for  instance,  nis  "  National 
Melody,"  or  jingle,  called,  in  the  early  edition  of  his  poems, 
"  Those  Evening  Bells,"  a  "  Petersburg  air;**  of  which  1  could 
unfold  the  natural  history.     It  is  this : — In  one  of  his  fre- 
quent visits  to  Watergrasshill,  Tommy  and  1  spent  the  even- 
ing in  talking  of  our  continental  travels,  and  more  particu- 
larly of  Paris  and  its  mirabilia ;  of  which  he  seemed  quite 
enamoured.    The  view  from  the  tower  of  the  central  church, 
N6tre  Dame,  greatly  struck  his  fancy  ;  and  I  drew  the  con- 
versation to  the  subject  of  the  simiritaneous  ringing  of  all 
the  bells  in  all  the  steeples  of  that  vast  metropolis  on  some 
feast-day,  or  public  rejoicing.     The  effect,  he  agreed  with 
me,  is  most  enchanting,  and  the  harmony  most  surprising. 
At  that  time  Victor  Hugo  had  not  written  his  glorious  ro- 
mance,  the  Hunchback  Quasimodo;  and,   consequently,  I 
could  not  have  read  his  beautiful  description :  "  In  an  ordi- 
nary way,  the  noise  issuing  from  Paris  in  the  day-time  is 
the  talking  of  the  city ;  at  night,  it  is  the  breathing  of  the 
I     city  ;  in  this  case,  it  is  the  singing  of  the  city.     Lend  your 
i    ear  to  this  opera  of  steeples.     Diffuse  over  the  whole  the 
buzzing  of  half  a  million  of  human  beings,  the  eternal  mur- 
mur of  the  river,  the  infinite  piping  of  the  wind,  the  grave 
and  distant  quartette  of  the  four  forests,  placed  like  im- 
mense organs  on  the  four  hills  of  the  horizon  ;  soften  down 
as  with  a  demi-tint  all  that  is  too  shrill  and  too  harsh  in  the 
central  mass  of  sound, — and  say  if  you  know  anything  in 
'    the  world  more  rich,  more  gladdening,  more  dazzling,  than 
i    that  tumult  of  bells — than  that  furnace  of  music — than 
'.    those  ten  thousand  brazen  tones,  breathed  all  at  once  from 
.  fiutes  of  stone  three  hundred  feet  high — than  that  city  which 
j    is  but  one  orchestra — ^than  that  symphony,  rushing  and 
I   xx>aring  like  a  tempest."    All  these  matters,  we  agreed, 
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were  very  fine ;  but  there  is  nothing,  after  all,  like  the  asso- 
ciations which  earlv  infancy  attaches  to  the  well-known  and 
long-remembered  chimes  of  our  own  parish-steeple :  and  no 
magic  can  equal  the  effect  on  our  ear  when  returning  after 
long  absence  in  foreign,  and  perhaps  happier  countries.  As 
wo  perfectly  coincided  in  the  truth  oi  this  observation,  I 
added,  that  long  ago,  while  at  Eome,  I  had  thrown  my  ideas 
into  the  shape  of  a  song,  which  I  would  sing  him  to  the 
tune  of  the  "  Groves." 


THE  SHANDON  BELLS.* 

,    i^abbata  aango 
<f  ,   dmftWra  ptango, 
^    iMltmma  clanso. 


With  deep  affection 
And  recollection 
I  often  think  of 

Thoie  Shandon  bells, 
Whose  sounds  so  wild  would. 
In  the  days  of  childhood, 
Fling  round  my  cradle 

Tlieir  magic  epella. 
On  this  I  ponder 
Where'er  I  wander, 
And  thus  grow  fonder, 

Sweet  Cork,  of  thee  ; 
With  thy  bells  of  Sliandon, 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

I've  heard  bells  chiming 
Full  many  a  clime  in. 
Tolling  sublime  in 
Cathedral  shrine, 
While  at  a  glibc  rate 
Urass  tongues  woiUd  vibrate — 


"^flDcrtp.  on  an  old  Bell, 

But  all  their  music 

Spoke  naught  like  thine  j 
For  memory  dwelling 
On  each  proud  sweUing 
Of  the  belfry  knelling 

Its  bold  notes  free. 
Made  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Leo. 

I've  heard  bells  tollinc: 
Old  "Adrian's  Mole"  in, 
Their  thunder  rolling 

From  the  Vatican, 
And  cymbals  glorious 
Swinging  uproarious 
In  the  gorgeous  turrets 

Of  N6tre  Dame ; 
But  thy  sounds  were  sweeter 
Tlian  the  dome  of  Peter 
Flings  o'er  tlio  Tiber, 

Pealing  solemnly  ;— 


•  The  spire  of  Shandon,  built  on  the  ruins  of  old  Shandon  Castle 
(forwhicli  see  the  plates  in  "  Pacata  llybemia"),  is  a  prominent  object, 
from  whatever  side  the  traveller  approaches  our  beautiful  city.  In  a 
vault  at  its  foot  sleep  some  generations  of  the  writer's  kith  and  kin. 
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O !  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  fiakr  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  river  Lee. 

There's  a  bell  in  Moscow, 
Wliile  on  tower  and  kiosk  o ! 
In  Saint  Sophia 

The  Turlunan  gets, 
And  loud  in  air 
Calls  men  to  prayer 


From  the  tapering  summit 

Of  tall  minarets. 
Such  empty  phantom 
I  freely  grant  them ; 
But  there  is  an  anthCTi 

More  dear  to  me, — 
'Tis  the  bells  of  Shandon, 
Tliat  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 


Shortly  afterwards,  Moore  publisbed  Lis  "  Evening  Bells, 
a  Petersburg  air^  But  any  one  can  see  that  he  only  rings 
a  few  changes  on  my  Eoman  ballad,  cunningly  shifting  the 
scene  as  far  north  as  he  could,  to  avoid  detection.  He  de- 
serves richly  to  be  sent  on  a  hurdle  to  Siberia. 

I  do  not  feel  so  much  hurt  at  this  nefarious  "beUe's 
stratagem  "  regarding  me,  as  at  his  wickedness  towards  the 
man  of  the  round  towers ;  and  to  this  matter  I  turn  in  con- 
clusion. 

"  0  blame  not  the  bard !"  some  folks  will  no  doubt  ex- 
claim,  and  perhaps  think  that  I  have  been  over-severe  on 
Tommy,  in  my  vindication  of  O'B. ;  I  can  only  say,  that  if 
the  poet  of  all  circles  and  the  idol  of  his  own,  as  soon  as  this 
posthumous  rebuke  shall  meet  his  eve,  begins  to  repent  him 
of  his  wicked  attack  on  my  young  friend,  and,  turning  him 
from  his  evil  ways,  betakes  him  to  his  proper  trade  of  ballad- 
making,  then  shall  he  experience  the  comfort  of  living  at 
peace  with  all  mankind,  and  old  Front's  blessing  shall  fall 
as  a  precious  ointment  on  his  head.  In  that  contingency 
if  (as  I  understand  it  to  be  his  intention)  he  should  happen 
to  publish  afresh  number  of  his  "  Melodies,"  may  it  be  emi- 
nently successful ;  and  may  Power  of  the  Strand,  by  some 
more  sterling  sounds  than  the  echoes  of  fame,  be  convinced 
of  the  power  of  song — 

For  it  is  not  the  magic  of  streamlet  or  hill  t 

O  no !  it  is  something  that  sounds  in  the  *'  till  P* 


My  humble  patronage,  it  is  true,  cannot  do  much  for  him  in 
fashionable  circles ;  for  I  never  mixed  much  in  the  beau 
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monde  (at  least  in  Ireland)  during  my  life-time,  and  can  beef 
110  service  of  course  when  I'm  dead;  nor  will  his  "Melodies," 
I  fear,  though  well  adapted  to  mortal  piano-fortes,  answer 
the  purposes  of  that  celestial  choir  in  which  I  shall  then  be 
an  ODScure  but  cheerful  vocalist.  But  as  I  have  touched 
on  this  grave  topic  of  mortality,  let  Moore  recollect  that  his 
course  here  below,  however  harmonious  in  the  abstract, 
must  have  a  finale ;  and  at  his  last  hour  let  him  not  treasure 
up  for  himself  the  unpleasant  retrospect  of  young  genius 
nipped  in  the  bud  by  the  frost  of  his  criticism,  or  glad  en- 
tliusiasm's  early  promise  damped  by  inconsiderate  sneers. 
O'Brien's  book  can,  and  will,  no  doubt,  afford  much  matter 
for  witticism  and  merriment  to  the  superficial,  the  unthink- 
ing, and  the  profane ;  but  to  the  eye  of  candour  it  ought  to 
liave  presented  a  page  richly  fraught  with  wondrous  research 
— reaolent  with  ail  the  perfumes  of  Hindostan ;  its  leaves, 
if  they  failed  to  convince,  should,  like  those  of  the  myste- 
rious lotus,  have  inculcated  silence ;  and  if  the  finger  of  me- 
ditation did  not  rest  on  every  line,  and  pause  on  every  pe- 
riod, the  volume,  at  least,  should  not  be  indicated  to  the 
vulgar  by  the  finger  of  scorn.  Even  granting  that  there 
were  in  the  book  some  errors  of  fancy,  of  judgment,  or  of 
style,  which  of  us  is  without  reproach  in  our  juvenile  produc- 
tions ?  and  though  I  myself  am  old,  I  am  the  more  inclined 
to  forgive  the  inaccuracies  of  youth.  Again,  when  all  is 
dark,  who  would  object  to  a  ray  of  light,  merely  because  of 
the  faulty  or  flickering  medium  by  which  it  is  transmitted  ? 
And  if  these  round  towers  have  been  hitherto  a  dark  puzzle 
and  a  mystery,  must  we  scare  away  O'Brien  because  he  ap- 
])roaches  with  a  rude  and  unpolished  but  serviceable  lantern  ? 
So ;  forbid  it,  Diop;cnes :  and  though  Tommy  may  attempt 
t«)  put  his  extinguisher  on  the  towers  and  their  historian , 
tijcre  is  enough  of  good  sense  in  the  British  public  to  mako 
oommon  cause  with  O'Brien  the  cnlightener.  Moore  should 
n'collect.  that  knowledge  conveyed  in  any  shape  will  ever 
lind  a  welcome  among  us ;  and  that,  as  he  himself  beautifully 
observes  in  his  *'  Loves  of  the  Angels" — 

"  Sunshine  broken  in  Iho  rill, 
Tliough  tui'ncd  a^ido,  is  sunsliino  still." 

For  my  own  part,  1  protest  to  Heaven,  that  were  I,  while 
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wandering  in  a  gloomy  forest,  to  meet  on  my  dreary  path 
the  small,  faint,  glimmering  light  even  of  a  glow-worm,  I 
should  shudder  at  the  thought  of  crusting  with  my  foot  that 
dim  speck  of  brilliancy ;  and  were  it  only  for  its  being  akin 
to  brighter  rays,  honouring  it  for  its  relationship  to  the 
stars,  1  would  not  harm  the  little  lamplighter  as  I  passed 
along  in  the  woodland  shade. 

]f  Tommy  is  rabidly  bent  on  satire,  why  does  he  not  fall 
foul  of  Doctor  Lardner,  who  has  got  the  clumsy  machinery 
of  a  whole  Cyclopaedia  at  work,  grinding  that  nonsense 
which  he  calls  "  Itseiul  Knowledge  f"  Let  the  poet  mount 
his  Pegasus,  or  his  Hoainante,  and  go  tilt  a  lance  against 
the  doctor's  windmill.  It  was  unworthy  of  him  to  turn  on 
O'Brien,  after  the  intimacy  of  private  correspondence ;  and 
if  he  was  inclined  for  battle,  he  might  have  found  a  seemlier 
foe.  Surely  my  young  friend  was  not  the  quarry  on  which 
the  vulture  should  delight  to  pounce,  when  there  are  so 
many  literary  reptiles  to  tempt  his  beak  and  glut  his  maw ! 
Heaven  knows,  there  is  fair  game  and  plentiful  carrion  on 
the  plains  of  BoDotia.  In  the  poet's  picture  of  the  pursuils 
of  a  royal  bird,  we  find  such  sports  alluded  to— 

'*  In  reluctantcs  droconcs 
Egit  amor  dapis  atque  pugne.** 

Jjct  Moore,  then,  vent  his  indignation  and  satiate  his  vora- 
city on  the  proper  objects  of  a  volatile  of  prey  ;  but  he  will 
find  in  his  own  province  of  imaginative  poetry  a  kindlier 
element,  a  purer  atmosphere,  for  his  winged  excursions. 
Long,  long  may  we  behold  the  gorgeous  bird  soaring  tiirough 
the  regions  of  inspiration,  distinguished  in  his  loftier  as  in 
his  gentler  flights,  and  combining,  by  a  singular  niiravle  of 
ornithology,  the  voice  of  the  turtle-dove,  the  eagle's  eye  and 
wing,  with  the  plumage  of  the  "  bird  of  Paradise." 


l\rEM.— 0«  the  2RM  of  June,  1835,  tlied,  at  the  Hermitage, 
Ilanwell,  "  Henry  O'Brien,  author  of  the  Round  Towers  of 
Ireland.^*  His  portrait  was  hung  up  in  the  gallery  of 
liogina  on  the  1st  of  August  folh)wing;  and  the  functionary 
who  exhibits  the  **  Literary  Characters"  dwelt  thus  on  his 
merits : 


1/ 
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In  the  TiUapfo  graveyard  of  Honwell  (ad  viii,  ab  tirbe  lapidein)  sleeps 
the  original  of  yonder  sketch,  and  the  rude  forefathers  of  the  Saxon 
hamlet  have  consented  to  receive  among  them  the  clay  of  a  Milesian 
scholar.  That  "  original"  was  no  stranger  to  us.  Some  time  back  we 
had  our  misgivings  tliat  the  oil  in  his  flickering  lamp  of  life  would  soon 
dry  up ;  still,  we  were  not  prepared  to  hear  of  his  light  being  thus 
abruptly  extiuguishod.  "  One  mom  we  missed  him"  from  the  accus- 
tomed table  at  the  library  of  the  British  Museum,  where  the  page  of 
antiquity  awaited  his  perusal ;  "  another  came — nor  yet"  was  he  to  bo 
seen  behind  the  pile  of  "Asiatic  Besearchcs,"  poring  over  his  flEtvourito 
Herodotus,  or  deep  in  the  Zondavesta.  ''The  next"  brought  tidings 
of  his  death. 

"  Au  banquet  de  la  vie,  infortun^  conTiye, 
J*apparu8  un  jour,  ot  je  meurs : 
Je  meurs,  et  sur  la  tombe  oili,  jeune  encor,  j*arrivo 
Nul  ne  viendra  rcrser  des  pleura." 

His  book  oil  "  the  Hound  Towers  "  has  thrown  more  light  on  the  early 
history  of  Ireland,  and  on  the  freemasonry  of  these  gigantic  puzzles, 
Uuin  will  ever  shine  from  the  cracked  pitchers  of  the  "  Royal  Irish 
Academy,"  or  the  farthing  candle  of  Tommy  Moore.  And  it  was  quit<) 
natural  that  he  should  have  received  from  them,  during  his  lifetime, 
such  tokens  of  mahgnaut  hostility  as  might  sufficiently  •*  tell  how  they 
hated  liis  beams."  The  "  Royal  Irish "  twaddlers  must  surely  feel 
some  compunction  now,  when  they  look  back  on  their  paltry  trans- 
actions in  the  matter  of  the  "  prize-essay ;"  and  though  we  do  not  ex- 
pect much  from  "  Tom  Brown  the  younger,"  or  "  Tom  Little,"  tho 
author  of  bundry  Tomfudgerics  and  TomfbokTies,  still  it  would  not 
surprihc  us  if  he  now  felt  tlio  necessity  of  atoning  for  his  individual 
misconduct  by  doing  appropriate  penance  in  a  white  sheet,  or  a  "  blue 
and  yellow"  blanket,  ^vhen  next  ho  walks  abroad  in  that  rickety  go- 
cart  of  drivelling  dotage,  tho  "  Edinburgh  Review." 

While  Cicero  was  quffstor  in  Sicily,  he  discovered  in  the  suburbs  of 
Syracuse  tin';  nc«;lc(?tcd  grave  of  Archimedes,  from  the  circumstance  of 
a  Hymbolical  cylinder  indicating  tho  pursuits  and  favourite  theories  of 
the  illustrious  dead.  Great  was  his  joy  at  tho  recognition.  No  emblem 
will  mark  tho  sequestered  ppot  where  lies  the  Oedipus  of  the  Round 
Tower  riddle — no  hieroglypliic, 

*'  Save  daisies  on  tho  mould,  ) 

\Miero  children  spell,  athwart  tho  churchyard  gate,  *) 
His  name  and  hfo's  brief  dat^j." 

But  ye  who  wi.sh  for  monuments  to  his  memory,  po  to  his  native  land, 
and  xhyrc—chcurfjiUiicite J  —  L\  1<  ndal()u<;h,  Devcnit-h,  Clondalkin,  Innis- 
cfttterj',  rear  their  arcliifectiirnl  cylinders ;  and  each,  through  those 
niystic  apcrturesllr.it  fate  the  cardinal  points,  proclaims  to  tho  four 
winils  of  heaven,  trun^i)tt-tongucd,  the  name  of  him  who  solved  the 
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problem  of  8000  years,  and  wbo  first  disclosed  the  drift  of  these 
orcotions ! 

Fame,  in  the  Latin  poet's  celebrated  personification,  is  described  aa 
perched 

**  Sublimi  culmine  tecti, 
Turribus  aut  altis.** 

jEneidlV, 

That  of  0*B.  is  pre-eminently  so  circumstanced.  From  these  proud 
pinnacles  nothing  can  dislodge  his  renown.  Moore,  in  the  recent  pitiful 
compilation  meant  for  "  a  history,"  talks  of  these  monuments  as  being 
so  many  **  astronomical  indexes."  He  might  as  well  have  said  they 
were  tubes  for  the  purposes  of  gastronomy.  'Tis  plain  he  knew  as  little 
about  their  ori^  as  he  may  be  supposed  to  know  of  the  "  Hanging 
Tower  of  Pisa,  or  the  "  Torre  degh  Asinelli,"  or  how  the  nose  of  the 
beloved  resembled  the  tower  of  Damascus. 

Concerning  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  suffice  it  to  add  that  he  was 
bom  in  the  kingdom  of  lyeragh,  graduated  in  T.C.D.  (having  been 
classically  "brought up  at  the  feet  of"  the  Bev.  Charles  Boyton)  ;  and 
fell  a  victim  here  to  the  intense  ardour  with  which  he  pursued  the  anti- 
quarian researches  that  he  loved. 

"  Kerria  me  genuit ;  studia,  heu !  rapu^re ;  tenet  nunc 
Anglia :  s^  patriam  turrigeram  cecini." 

Regeni  Street,  Avgtut  1, 1836. 


No.  VI. 

LITEBATUBE   AND   THE  JESUITS. 

dTrom  t^t  9rout  ^apertf. 

"  Alii  spem  gentis  adultos 
Educnnt  fcstus :  alii  purissima  mclla 
Stipant,  et  liquido  distendunt  nectare  oellas." 

Vma.  Georgic  IV. 

•*  Through  floweir  patlis 
Skilled  to  guide  youth,  in  haunts  where  learning  dwells, 
They  filled  with  honey*d  lore  their  cloistered  cells." 

Pbout. 

The  massacre  this  month  by  a  brutal  populace  in  Madrid 
of  fourteen   Jesuits,  in  the  hall  of  their  college  of  St 


LITEBATUBB  AND  THE  JESUITS.  165 

bidoro,  has  drawn  somewhat  of  notice,  if  not  of  sympathy, 
to  this  singular  order  of  literati,  whom  we  never  fail,  for 
the  last  three  hundred  years,  to  find  mixed  up  with  every 
political  disturbance.  There  is  a  certain  species  of  bird 
well  known  to  ornithologists,  but  better  still  to  mariners, 
which  is  sure  to  make  its  appearance  in  stormy  weather^  so 
constantly  indeed,  as  to  inauce  among  the  sailors  (durum 
ffenui)  a  belief  that  it  is  the  /owl  that  has  raised  the  tem- 
pest. Leavinjg  this  knotty  point  to  be  settled  by  Dr. 
Lardner  in  his  "  Cydopiedia,  at  the  article  of  "  Mother 
Carey's  chickens,**  we  cannot  help  observing,  meantime, 
that  since  the  days  of  the  French  League  under  Henri 
Trois,  to  the  late  final  expulsion  of  the  branehe  ainie  (nn 
event  which  has  marked  the  commencement  of  Beoika's 
accession  to  the  throne  of  literature),  as  well  in  the  revo- 
lutions of  Portugal  as  in  the  vicissitudes  of  Yenice,  in  the 
revocation  of  the  edict  of  Nantz,  in  the  expulsion  of  James 
II.,  in  the  severance  of  the  Low  Countries  from  Spain,  in 
the  invasion  of  Africa  by  Don  Sebastian,  in  the  Scotch  re- 
bellion of  '46,  in  the  conquest  of  China  by  the  Tartars,  in 
all  the  Irish  rebellions,  from  Father  Salmeron  in  1561,  and 
Father  Archer  (for  whom  see  "  Facata  Hibemia**),  to  that 
anonymous  Jesuit  who  (according  to  Sir  Harcourt  Lees) 
threw  the  bottle  at  the  Lord  Lieutenant  in  the  Dublin 
theatre  some  years  ago, — there  is  always  one  of  this  ill- 
i'uted  society  found  in  the  thick  of  the  confusion — 

**  And  whether  for  good,  or  whether  for  ill, 
It  is  not  mine  to  say  ; 
l^ut  still  to  the  house  of  AmtindeTille 
He  abideth  night  and  day  I 

When  an  heir  is  bom,  he  is  heard  to  mourn, 

And  when  ought  is  to  befidl 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonthint 
He  walk!  from  hall  tohalL" 

Btbok. 

However,  notwithstanding  the  vanous  and  manifold  com- 
motions which  these  Jesuits  have  confessedly  kicked  up  in 
the  kingdoms  of  Europe  and  the  commonwealth  of  Christen- 
dom, we,  Oliyeb  Yobke,  must  admit  that  they  have  not 
deserved  ill  of  the  Republic  of  Letters  i  and  therefore  do  we 
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decidedly  set  our  face  against  the  Madrid  process  of  knock- 
ing out  their  brains ;  for,  in  our  view  of  things,  the  pineal 
glund  and  the  cerebellum  are  not  kept  in  such  a  high  state 
of  cultivation  in  Spain  as  to  render  superfluous  a  few  col- 
leges and  professors  of  the  literee  humaniores.  George  Knapj), 
the  vigilant  mayor  of  Cork,  was,  no  doubt,  greatly  to  be 
applauded  for  demolishing  with  his  civic  club  the  mad  dogs 
which  invested  his  native  town;  and  he  would  have  won 
immortal  laurels  if  he  had  furthermore  cleared  tliat  beautiful 
city  of  the  idlers,  gossips,  and  cynics,  who  therein  abound ; 
but  it  was  a  great  mistake  of  the  Madrid  folks  to  apply  the 
club  to  the  learned  skulls  of  the  few  literati  they  possessed. 
We  are  inclined  to  think  (though  full  of  respect  for  Robert 
Southey's  opinion)  that,  after  aJl,  Roderick  was  not  the  last 
of  the  Goths  in  Spain. 

When  the  Cossacks  got  into  Paris  in  1814,  their  first  ex- 
ploit was  to  eat  up  all  the  tallow  candles  of  the  conquered 
metropolis,  and  to  drink  the  train  oil  out  of  the  lamps,  so 
as  to  leave  the  "Boulevards"  in  Cimmerian  darkness.  By 
murdering  the  schoolmasters,  it  would  seem  that  the  parti- 
sans of  Queen  Christina  would  liave  no  great  objection  to 
a  similar  municipal  arrangement  for  Madrid.  But  all  this 
is  a  matter  of  national  taste ;  and  as  our  gracious  Regina  is 
no  party  to  "  the  quadruple  alliance,"  she  has  determined  to 
adhere  to  her  fixed  system  of  non-intervention. 

Meantime  the  public  will  peruse  with  some  curiosity  a 
paper  from  Father  Prout,  concerning  his  old  masters  in 
literature.  "We  suspect  that  on  this  occasion  sentimental 
gratitude  has  begotten  a  sort  of  "drop  serene"  in  his  eye, 
for  he  only  winks  at  the  rogueries  of  the  Jesuits ;  nor  does 
he  redden  for  them  the  gridiron  on  which  he  gently  roasts 
Dr.  Lardner  and  Tom  Moore.  But  the  great  merit  of  the 
essay  is,  that  the  composer  evidently  had  opportunities  of  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  his  subject — a  matter  of  rare  occur- 
rence, and  therefore  quite  refreshing.  He  appears,  indeed, 
to  be  fully  aware  of  his  vantage-ground  :  hence  the  tone  of 
confidence,  and  the  firm,  unhesitating  tenour  of  his  asser- 
tions. This  is  what  we  like  to  see.  A  chancellor  of  England 
w^ho  rarely  got  drunk.  Sir  Thomas  ^fore,  has  left  this  bit  of 
advice  to  folks  in  general : 
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tEBLiMt  men  altoaQc  anotlcr  facultfc 

afirmc  anti  Aap  "ft  simple  flatter 

t^t  tU  best  (or  a  man  sioulo  not  go  smattcr 

HiUgcntlv  in  piyilosop^ie ; 

foT  to  apple  nor  ongf^t  a  pcUDlar          / 

to  t^  InsincsB  |^:  cans  ibccomc  a  mcUDlar 

anH  hi  no  lofisc  in  tf^colosic* 
to  cntirpriw 

Acting  on  this  principle,  how  gladlj  would  we  open  our 
columna  to  a  treatise  by  oujr  particular  friend,  Marie  Taglioni, 
on  the  philosophy  of  hops  ! — how  cheerfullj  would  we  wel- 
come an  essay  on  htaty  toet  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Wade,  or 
of  Jack  Beeve,  or  any  other  similarly  qualified  Chevidier 
de  Maltel  We  should  not  x)bject  to  a  tract  on  ein  from 
Charley  Pearson;  nor  would  we  exclude  Lord  Althorp's 
thick  notions  on  ^^  flummery^*  or  Lord  Brougham's  XXX. 
ideas  on  that  mild  alcohol  which,  for  the  sake  of  peace  and 
quietness,  we  shall  call  "  tea**  Who"  would  not  bsten  with 
attention  to  Irving  on  a  matter  of  ''  unknown  tongues,"  or 
to  O'Brien  on  "Sound  Towers  P"  Verily  it«belongeth  to 
old  Benjamin  Eranklin  to  write  scientifically  on  the  paraton^ 
ndres  and  his  contemporary,  Talleyrand,  has  a  paramount 
claim  to  lecture  on  the  weather-cock, 

**  Sumite  materiam  ycstriB  qiii  BcribitiB  cquam 
Viribufl." 

^ummg  finally  to  thee,  O  Prout !  truly  great  was  thy 
love  of  frolic,  but  still  more  remarkable  thy  wisdom.  Thou 
wcrt  a  most  rare  combination  of  Socrates  and  Sonebo  Pauza, 
of  Scarron  and  the  venerable  Bede !  What  would  we  not 
have  given  to  have  cracked  a  bottle  with  thee  in  thy  hut  on 
Watergrasahill,  partaking  of  thy  hospitable  "  herring,"  and 
imbibing  thy  deep  fiood  of  knowledge  with  the  plenitude  of 
thy  "Medoc?"  Nothing  gloomy,  narrow,  or  pharisaical, 
ever  entered  into  thy  composition — "  In  wit,  a  man ;  sim- 
plicity, a  child."  The  wrinkled  brow  of  antiquity  softened 
into  smiles  for  thee ;  and  the  Muses  must  have  marked  thee 

*  See  this  excellent  didactic  poem  printed  at  length  in  the  elaborate 
preface  to  Dr.  Johnson's  Dictionary.  It  is  entitled,  *'  A  merrio  Jest, 
now  a  Sarjeant  would  Icam  to  play  y*  Frere ;  by  Maistor  Thomae  More^ 
in  liya  youthe." 
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in  thy  cradle  for  their  own.  Such  is  the  perfume  that 
breathes  from  thy  chest  of  posthumous  elucubrations,  con- 
veying a  sweet  fragrance  to  the  keen  nostrils  of  criticism, 
and  recalling  the  funeral  oration  of  the  old  woman  in  Phie- 
dnis  over  her  emptied  flagon — 


"  O  snayis  anima !  quale  te  dicam  bonum  i 
AntehlUs  fuissc,  talcs  cilun  siiit  reliquiiB.**  ^/^ 

.    OLIVER  YOEKE. 

Regent  Street,  Itt  Sept,  1834. 


WatergrasehiU,  Dee,  1833. 

About  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century,  after  the 
vigorous  arm  of  an  Augustinian  monk  had  sounded  oi»-^he 
banks  of  the  Rhine  that  loud  tocsin  of  reform  that  found 
such  responsive  echo  among  the  Gothic  steeples  of  Germany, 
there  arose  in  southern  Europe,  as  if  to  meet  the  exigency 
of  tlie  time,  a  body  of  popish  men,  who  have  been  called 
(assuredly  by  no  friendly  nomenclator)  the  Janissarfes  of 
the  Vatican.  Professor  feobertson,  in  his  admirable  "  His- 
tory of  Charles  V.,"  introduces  a  special  episode  concerning 
tlie  said  "janissaries ;"  and,  sinking  for  a  time  the  affairs  of 
the  belligerent  continent,  turns  his  grave  attention  to  the 
operations  of  the  children  of  Loyola.  The  essay  forms  an 
agreeable  interlude  in  the  melodrama  of  contemporary  war- 
fare, and  is  exquisitely  adapted  to  the  purpose  of  the  pro- 
fessor ;  whose  object  was,  I  presume,  to  furnish  his  readers 
with  a  light  divertimento.  For  surely  and  soberly  (pace 
tanti  viri  dixerim)  he  did  not  expect  that  his  theories  on  the 
origin,  development,  and  mysterious  organisation  of  that 
celebrated  society,  would  pass  current  with  any  save  the 
uninitiated  and  the  profane ;  nor  did  he  ever  contemplate 
the  adoption  of  his  speculations  by  any  but  the  careless  and 
unreflecting  portion  of  mankind.  It  was  a  capital  peg  on 
which  to  hang  the  flimsy  mantle  of  a  superficial  philosophy ; 
it  was  a  pleasant  race-ground  over  which  to  canter  on  the 
gentle  back  of  a  metapliysical  hobby-horse :  but  what  could 
a  Presbyterian  of  Edinburgh,  even  though  a  piUar  of  the 
kirk,  know  about  the  inmost  and  most  recondite  workings 
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of  Catholic  freemasonry  ?  "What  could  he  tell  of  Jerusalem, 
he  being  a  Samaritan?  Truly,  friend  Eobertson,  Father 
Prout  would  have  taken  the  liberty,  had  he  been  in  the  his- 
torical workshop  where  thou  didst  indite  that  ilk,  of  acting 
the  unceremonious  part  of  "  Cynthius"  in  the  eclogue : 

"  Aurem 
Tellit  et  admonuit, '  Pastorem,  Titjre,  pingues 
Pasoere  oportet  oves,  deductum  dicere  cannon.* " 

What  could  have  possessed  the  professor  ?  Did  he  ever 
go  through  the  course  of  *'  spiritual  exercises  ?**  Did  he  ever 
eat  a  peck  of  salt  with  Loyola's  intellectual  and  highly 
disciplined  sons  ?  "  Had  he  ever  manifested  his  conscience  ?'* 
Did  nis  venturous  foot  ever  cross  the  threshold  of  the  Jesui- 
tical  sauctuarv  ?  Was  he  deeply  versed  in  the  "  ratio 
stud^'^rum"  Had  his  ear  ever  drank  the  mystic  whisperings 
of  the  monita  secreta  ?  No !  Then  why  the  deuce  did  he 
sit  down  to  write  about  the  Jesuits?  Had  he  not  the 
Brahmins  of  India  at  his  service  ?  Could  he  not  take  up 
the  dervishes  of  Persia  ?  or  the  bonzes  of  Japan  ?  or  the 
illustrious  brotherhood  of  Bohemian  gipsies  ?  or  the  "  ancient 
order  of  Druids  ?"  or  all  of  them  together  ?  But,  in  the 
name  of  Cornelius  Ji  Lapide,  why  did  he  undertake  to  write 
about  the  Jesuits  ? 

I  am  the  more  surprised  at  the  learned  historian's  thus 
indulging  in  the  Homeric  luxury  of  a  transient  nap,  as  he 
generally  is  broad  awake,  and  scans  with  scrutinising  eye 
the  doings  of  his  fellow-men  through  several  centuries  of 
interest.  To  talk  about  matters  of  which  he  must  necessa- 
rily be  ignorant,  never  occurs  (except  in  this  case)  to  his 
comprehensive  habit  of  thought:  and  it  was  reserved  for 
modem  days  to  produce  that  school  of  writers  who  indus- 
triously employ  their  pens  on  topics  the  most  exalted  above 
their  range  of  mind,  and  the  least  adapted  to  their  powers 
of  illustration.  The  more  ignorance,  the  more  audacity. 
"Prince  Puckler  Muskaw"  and  "Lady  Morgan"  fiimish 
the  beau  idM  of  this  class  of  scribblers.  Let  them  get  but 
a  peep  at  the  "toe  of  Hercules,"  and  they  will  produce 
forthwith  an  accurate  mezzotinto  drawing  of  his  entire 
godship.  Let  them  get  a  footing  in  any  country  in  the 
habitable  globe  for  twenty-four  hours,  and  their  volume  of 
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"  France,"  "  England,"  "  Italy,"  or  "  Belgium"  is  ready  for 
the  press. 

"  Oh  give  but  a  glance,  let  a  vifita  but  gleam, 
Of  any  given  country^  and  mark  how  they'll  feel !'' 

It  is  not  necessary  that  they  should  know  the  common 
idiom  of  the  natives,  or  even  their  own  language  grammati- 
cally ;  for  Lady  Morgan  (aforesaid)  stands  convicted,  in  her 
printed  rhapsodies,  of  being  very  little  acquainted  with 
French,  and  not  at  all  with  Italian :  while  her  English,  of 
which  every  one  can  judge,  is  poor  enough.  The  Austrian 
authorities  shut  the  gates  of  Germany  against  her  impos- 
tures, not  relishing  the  idea  of  such  audacious  humbug :  in 
truth,  what  could  she  have  done  at  Vienna,  not  knowing 
German ;  though  perhaps  her  obstetric  spouse,  Sir  Charles, 
can  play  on  the  German  flute  ? 

"  Laaciami  por*  nella  terra  il  piede 
E  vider*  questi  inconosciuti  lidi, 
Vider*  le  gente,  e  il  colto  di  lor  fede, 
E  tutto  quello  onde  uom  saggio  m*  inyidi, 
Quando  mi  giovcr^  narrare  altrui 
Le  novitll  vedute,  e  dire,  *  io/ui  /* " 

Tasso,  Gerus.  Lib.  cant.  15,  st.  88. 

There  is  in  the  county  of  Kildare  a  veritable  Jesuits' 
college  (of  whose  existence  Sir  Harcourt  Lees  is  well  satis- 
fied, having  often  denounced  it) ;  it  is  called  "  Clongowes 
"Wood;"  and  even  the  sacred  "  Groves  of  Blarney"  do  not 
so  well  deserve  the  honours  of  a  pilgrimage  as  this  haunt  of 
classic  leisure  and  studious  retirement.  JS^ow  Lady  Morgan 
wanted  to  explore  the  learned  cave  of  these  literary  coeno- 
bites, and  no  doubt  would  have  written  a  book,  entitled 
"  Jesuitism  in  all  its  Branches,"  on  her  return  to  Dublin  ; 
but  the  sons  of  Loyola  smelt  a  rat,  and  acted  on  the  prin- 
ciple inculcated  in  the  legend  of  St.  Senanus  (Colgan.  Acta 
SS.  Hyb.) : 

**  Quid  foBminis 
CJommune  est  cum  monachis  P 
Ncc  to  neo  ullam  aliam 
Admittamus  in  insulam.** 

For  which  Prout's  blessing  on  *em !     Amen. 

In  glaring  contrast  and  striking  opposition  to  tliis  system 
of  forwardness  and  effirontery  practised  by  the  "lady"  and 
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the  "  prince,"  stands  the  exemplary  conduct  of  Denny  Mul- 
lins.  Denny  is  a  patriot  and  a  breeches-maker  in  the  town 
of  Cork,  the  oracle  of  the  "  Chamber  of  Commerce,"  and 
looked  lip  to  with  great  reverence  by  the  radicals  and  sans 
culottes  who  swarm  in  that  beautiful  city.  The  excellence 
of  his  leather  hunting  unmentionables  is  admitted  by  the 
jMac-room  fox-hunters ;  while  his  leather  gaiters  and  his  other 
straps  ai^e  approved  of  by  John  Cotter  of  the  branch  bank 
of  Ireland.  But  this  is  a  mere  parenthesis.  Now  when  the 
boys  in  the  Morea  were  kicking  against  the  Sublime  Porte, 
to  the  great  delight  of  Joe  Hume  and  other  Corinthians, 
a  grand  political  dinner  occurred  in  the  beautiful  capital  of 
Munster ;  at  which,  after  the  usual  flummery  about  Mara- 
thon and  the  Peloponnesus,  the  health  of  Prince  Ypsilanti 
and  "Success  to  the  Greeks"  was  given  from  the  chair. 
There  was  a  general  call  for  Mullins  to  speak  on  this  toast ; 
though  why  he  should  be  selected  none  could  tell,  unless  for 
the  reason  which  caused  the  Athenians  to  banish  Aristides, 
viz.  his  being  "  too  honest."  Denny  rose  and  rebuked  their 
waggery  by  protesting,  that,  "  though  he  was  a  plain  man, 
he  could  always  give  a  reason  for  what  he  was  about.  As 
to  the  modern  Greeks,  he  would  think  twice  before  he  either 
trusted  thorn  or  refused  them  credit.  He  knew  little  about 
tlunr  forefathers,  except  what  he  had  read  in  an  author 
called  Pope's  *  Homer,'  who  says  they  were  *  well-gaitered ;' 
and  he  had  learned  to  respect  them.  But  latterly,  to  call  a 
man  a  *  Greek'  vaxs,  in  his  experience  of  the  world,  as  bad 
:is  to  call  him  ^ a  Jemit  ;^  though,  in  both  cjtscs,  lew  people 
had  ever  any  personal  knowledge  of  a  real  Jesuit  or  a  ho)id 
fide  (irecian."  Such  was  the  wisdom  of  the  Aristides  of 
Cork. 

Nevertheless,  it  is  not  my  intention  to  enter  on  the  de- 
batable ground  of  "the  order's"  moral  or  political  character. 
Cerutti,  the  secretary  of  Mirabeau  (whose  funeral  oration 
he  was  chosen  to  pronounce  in  the  church  of  8t.  Eustaehe, 
April  \,  1791),  has  written  most  eloquently  on  that  topic; 
and  in  the  whole  rancje  of  French  polemics  I  know  nothin;^ 
8o  full  of  manly  lo^^ic  and  genuine  energy  ot  style  as  his 
celebrated  "Apologie  des  Jesuites,"  (8vo.  Soleure,  1778). 
He  afterwards  conducted,  with  Kabaud  St.  Etienne,  that 
iirebrand  newspaper,  "  La  Peuille  Villngcoijie,"   in  which 
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there  was  red-hot  enthusiasm  enough  to  get  all  the  chdteaux 
round  Paris  burnt :  but  the  work  of  his  youth  remains  an 
imperishable  performance.  My  object  is  simply  to  consider 
"the  Jesuits**  in  connexion  with  literature.  None  wouM 
be  more  opposed  than  I  to  the  introduction  of  polemics  into 
the  domain  of  the  "  belles  lettres,^*  or  to  let  angry  disputation 
find  its  way  into  the  peaceful  vale  of  Tempe, 

*'  Pour  changer  en  cliamp-clos  l*harmonieux  Tallon  !** 

MiLLEYOYS. 

The  precincts  of  Parnassus  form  a  "city  of  refuge," 
where  political  and  religious  differences  can  have  no  access, 
where  the  angry  passions  subside,  and  the  wicked  cease  from 
troubling.  Wherefore  to  the  devil,  its  inventor,  I  bequeath 
the  Gunpowder  Plot ;  and  I  shall  not  attempt  to  rake  up  the 
bones  of  Guy  Faux,  or  disturb  the  ashes  of  Doctor  Titus : — 
not  that  Titus,  "  the  delight  of  the  human  race,'*  who  con- 
sidered a  day  as  lost  when  not  signalised  by  some  bene- 
faction ;  but  Titus  Gates,  who  could  not  sleep  quiet  on 
his  pillow  at  night  unless  he  had  hanged  a  Jesuit  in  the 
morning. 

I  have  often  in  the  course  of  these  papers  introduced  quo- 
tations from  the  works  of  the  Jesuit  Gresset,  the  kind  and 
enlightened  friend  of  my  early  years ;  and  to  that  pure  foun- 
tain of  the  most  limpid  poetry  of  France  I  shall  again  have 
occasion  to  return :  but  nothing  more  evinces  the  sterling 
excellence  of  this  illustrious  poet*s  mind  than  his  conduct 
towards  the  "order,**  of  which  he  had  been  an  ornament 
until  matters  connected  with  the  press  caused  his  withdrawal 
from  that  society.  His  "  Adieux  aux  Jesuites*'  are  on  re- 
cord, and  deserve  the  admiration  which  they  excited  at  that 
period.  A  single  passage  will  indicate  the  spirit  of  this 
celebrated  composition : 

**  Je  doifl  tous  mes  regreU  aux  sagca  que  jo  quitte  I 
J 'en  pcrds  avec  douleur  Tcntrcticn  vertueux ; 
TA  si  dans  leurs  foyers  d^rmais  je  n'habitc, 

Mon  CGBur  me  survit  aupr^  d*eux. 
Car  uc  les  crois  point  tcls  quo  la  main  de  Tcnvio 

Los  point  ii  des  yeux  pr^venus : 
Si  tu  nc  les  connais  que  sur  ce  qu*en  public 
La  t^ndbreuse  calomnie, 
lis  te  sont  encore  inconnus  V* 
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To  the  saces  I  leave  here*s  a  heartfelt  farewell ! 
*Twa8  a  blessing  within  their  loyed  cloisters  to  dwell, 

And  my  dearest  affections  shall  cling  round  them  still  i 
Full  gladl?  I  mixed  their  blessed  circles  among. 
And  oh !  heed  not  tlie  wliisper  of  Envy's  foul  tongue ; 
If  you  list  but  to  her,  you  must  know  them  but  ilL 


But  to  come  at  once  to  the  pith  and  substance  of  the 
present  inquiry,  viz.  the  influence  of  the  Jesuits  on  the 
Mies  lettres.     It  is  one  of  the  striking  facts  we  meet  with 
in  tracing  the  history  of  this  ^*  order,"  and  which  D'Israeli 
may  do  well  to  insert  in  the  next  edition  of  his  "  Curiosities 
of  liiterature,"  that  the  founder  of  the  most  learned,  and 
by  far  the  most  distinguished  literary  corporation  that  ever 
arose  in  the  world,  was  an  old  soldier  who  took  up  his  ^'  Latin 
Grammar"  when  past  the  age  of  thirtv ;  at  which  time  of 
life  Don  Ignacio  de  Loyola  had  his  leg  shattered  by  an 
18-pounder,  while  defendmg  the  citadel  of  Pampeluna  against 
the  French.    The  knowle^e  of  this  interesting  truth  may 
encourage  the  c^reat  captain  of  the  age,  whom  I  do  not  yet 
despair  of  beholding  in  a  new  capacity,  covering  his  laurelled 
brow  with  a  doctor's  cap,  and  filling  the  chancellor's  chair  to 
the  great  joy  of  the  public  and  the  special  delight  of  Oxford. 
I  have  seen  more  improbable  events  than  this  take  place  in 
my  experience  of  the  world.     Bo  that  as  it  may,  this  lieu- 
tenant in  the  Ca9adores  of  his  imperial  majesty  Charles  Y., 
called  into  existence  by  the  vigour  of  his  mind  a  race  of 
highly  educated  followers.     He  was  the  parent-stock  (or,  if 
you  will,  the  primitive  block)  from  which  so  many  illustrious 
chips  were  hewn  during  the  XVIIth  century.     If  he  had 
not  intellect  for  his  own  portion,  he  most  undeniably  created 
it  around  him :  he  gathered  to  his  standard  men  of  genius 
and  ardent  spirits ;  he  knew  how  to  turn  their  talents  to  the 
best  advantage  (no  ordinary  knowledge),  and,  like  Archi- 
medes at  Syracuse,  by  the  juxtaposition  of  reflectors,  and 
the  skilful  combination  of  mirrors,  so  as  to  converge  into  a 
focus  and  conceutrate  the  borrowed  rays  of  the  sun,  he  con- 
trived to  damage  the  enemy's  fleet  and  lire  the  galleys  of 
^larcellus.     Other  founders  of  monastic  ordcra  enlisted  the 
prejudices,  the  outward  senses,  and  not  unfrequently  the 
IJuiaticism  of  mankind :  their  appeal  was  to  that  love  for  the 
marvellous  inherent  to  the  human  breast,  and  that  latent 
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pride  which  lurked  long  ago  under  the  torn  blanket  of  Dio- 
genes, and  which  would  have  tempted  Alexander  to  set  up 
a  riv^  tub.  But  Loyola's  quarry  waa  the  cultivated  mind; 
and  he  scorned  to  work  his  purpose  by  any  meaner  instru- 
mentality. When  in  the  romantic  hennitage  of  our  Lady 
of  Montserrat  he  suspended  for  ever  over  the  altar  his  hel- 
met and  his  sword,  and  in  the  spirit  of  most  exalted  chivalry 
resolved  to  devote  himself  to  holier  pursuits — one  ea<»lo 
glance  at  the  state  of  Europe,  iust  fresh  from  the  revival  of 
letters  under  Leo  X.,  taught  him  how  and  with  what  wea- 
pq^s  to  encounter  the  rebel  Augustinian  monk,  and  check 
the  progress  of  disaffection.  A  short  poem  by  an  old  school- 
fellow of  mine,  wlio  entered  the  order  in  1754,  and  died  a 
missionary  in  Cochin  China,  may  illustrate  these  views.  The 
Latin  shows  excellent  scholarship ;  and  my  attempt  at  trans- 
lation can  give  but  a  feeble  idea  of  the  original.* 

^erbtgiltum  lopolae  iSon  Ignacto  lopola'tf  Ttgil 

In  MariiB  Saeello,  1522.  In  the  Chapel  of  our  Lady  of  Montierr  at. 

CHlm  bcllicosus  Cantaber  e  tliolo   Wlicn  at  thy  slirine,  most  holy  maid ! 
Suapendit  cnaem,  "  Non  ego  lu-    Tho  Spaniard  hung  his  yotivo' blade, 
gubri  Ana  bared  his  helmed  brow — 

Pcfuncta  bello,"  dixit,  "  arma   Not  that  ho  feared  war's  visage  grim, 
Degener  aut  timidus  perire    Or  that  the  battle-field  for  him 

Had  aught  to  daunt,  I  trow ; 

Miles  resigno.    Me  nova  hue-   ,.  ^ 

eina,  "Glory!"  Iu5  cried,  "with  thee  Tve 

Me  non  profani  tessera  prselii  done . 

Deposcit ;  et  sacras  secutus  Fame !  thy  bright  theatres  I  shun, 

Auspicio  meUoro  partes,  ^  ^o  tread  fresh  imthways  now  : 

''^     .  To  track  /Ay  foot»tepj«,  Saviour  God ! 

Non  indecorus  transfuga,  glorixB  ^^'^'VilJd'.^*'^  heart,  with  icci  uu- 

Si^iis  rt4i.tis  nil  enpientium  ^^  ^[^  ^^^        ^^^ 

SucNvdo  castns,  jam  futurus  ^ 

SplendiiUorsinecl.de victor.  Yce.  Tuotr  shrit  reign!   CU.iaed  to 

thv  throne, 

Domare  MrxxES,  stringere  fer-  The  mind  of  man  thy  sway  shall  own, 

vidis  And  to  ita  conqueror  bow. 

Sacro  catenis  ixoKXirM  throno,  Genius  liis  hre  to  Thee  shall  lift, 

Et  cuneta  inranmi  subai-tu  And  intellei't  its  choicest  gift 

Corda  Deo  dan*  gestit  ardor :  Proudly  on  Thee  bestow." 

•  Like  moi^t  other  "originals,"  liiis  is  Prout's  own. — O.  Y. 
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Fraudls  magistros  artibussemnlis  Straiglit  ou  tlio  marble  floor  he  knelt, 

Deprieliando  stemcrc;  sedmagis  And  in  Ids  breast  exulting  felt 

Jjoyola  Lutberi  triumpbos  A  yivid  furnace  glow ; 

OrbenoTO  reparabit  ultor!'*  Forth  to  his  task  the  giant  sped. 

Earth  shook  abroad  beneath  his  tread, 

Xellus  gigantis  sentit  iter:  simul  And  idols  were  laid  low. 
IdoU  uutant,  fana  ruunt,  micat 
Christi  triumphantis  trophs- 
um, 

Cruxque  novos  numerat  cli-  India  repaired  half  Europe's  loss ; 

entes.  O'er  a  new  hemisphere  the  Cross 

Shone  in  the  azure  sbp ; 

Yid&re  gentee  Xaverii  jubar  And,  from  the  isles  of  far  Japan 

Igni  corusco  nubila  dividens :  To  the  broad  Andes,  won  o*er  man 

CoBpitque  mirans  Cliristianos  A  bloodless  yictory ! 
rer  medios  fluitare  Ganges. 

Professor  Eobertson  gravely  opines  that  Ignatius  was  a 
mere  fanatic,  who  never  contemplated  the  subsequent  glories 
of  his  order ;  and  that,  were  he  to  have  revisited  the  earth 
a  century  after  his  decease,  when  his  institute  was  making 
such  a  noise  in  the  world,  ho  would  have  started  back, 


**  Scared  at  the  sound  liimself  had  made." 

Never  did  the  historian  adopt  a  more  egregious  blunder. 
Had  he  had  leisure  or  patience  to  con  over  the  original  code, 
called  Institutvm  Soc.  Jesv,  ho  would  have  found  in 
every  paragraph  of  that  profound  and  crafty  volume  the 
germs  of  wondrous  future  development ;  he  would  have  dis- 
covered the  long. hidden  but  most  precious  "  soul  of  the 
hcentiate  Garcias"  under  the  inspection  that  adorns  the 
title-page.  Yes,  the  mind  of  Loyola  lies  embalmed  in  the 
leaves  of  that  mystic  tome;  aild  the  ark  of  cedar-wood, 
borne  by  the  chihlren  of  Israel  along  tlie  sands  of  the 
desert,  was  not  more  essential  to  their  happy  progress  unto 
the  land  of  promise  than  that  grand  depository  of  the 
founder's  wisdom  was  to  the  march  of  intellect  among  the 
Jesuits. 

Before  liis  death,  this  old  veteran  of  Charles  V.,  this  il- 
literate lieutenant,  this  crippled  {Spaniard  from  the  "im- 
minent and  deadly  bn^nch"  of  Pampeluna  (for  he  too  was 
Inme,  like  Tyrtrcus,  Talleyrand,  Lord  Byron,  Sir  W.  Scott, 
Tamerlane,  and  Appius  Claudius),  had  the  satisfaction  of 
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counting  twelve  "  provinces"  of  his  order  established  in 
Europe,  Asia,  Brazils,  and  Ethiopia.  The  members  of  the 
society  amounted  at  that  epoch  (31st  July,  1556),  sixteen 
years  afler  its  foundation,  to  seven  thousand  educated  men. 
Upwards  of  one  hundred  colleges  had  been  opened.  Xavier 
had  blown  the  trumpet  of  the  Gospel  over  India ;  Bobadilla 
had  made  a  noise  in  Germany ;  Guspar  Nunes  had  gone  to 
Egypt ;  Alphonso  Salmeron  to  Ireland.  Meantime  the 
schools  of  the  new  professors  were  attracting,  in  every  part 
of  Europe,  crowds  of  eager  pupils  :  industry  and  zeal  were 
reaping  their  best  reward  in  the  visible  progress  of  religion 
as  well  as  literature : 

"  Ferret  opus,  redolentque  thymo  fragrantia  mella !" 

At  the  suppression  of  the  order,  it  numbered  within  a  frac« 
tion  of  twenty  thousand  well-trained,  well- disciplined,  and 
well-taught  members. 

There  is  an  instinct  in  great  minds  that  tells  them  of  their 
sublime  destinies,  and  gives  them  secret  but  certain  warning 
of  their  ultimate  graudeur :  like  Brutus,  they  have  seen  a 
spirit  of  prophetic  import,  whether  for  good  or  evil,  who  will 
meet  them  at  Philippi :  like  Plato,  they  keep  correspondence 
with  a  familiar  dai/icav:  like  Napoleon,  they  read  their  me- 
ridian glories  of  successful  warfare  in  the  morning  sun ; — 
sure  as  fate,  Loyola  saw  the  future  laurels  of  his  order,  and 
placed  full  reliance  on  the  anticipated  energy  of  his  followers 
yet  unborn :  the  same  reliance  which  that  c[iant  fowl  of 
f   Arabia,  the  ostrich,  must  entertain,  when,  aepositing  its 
/    monstrous  e^g  on  the  sands,  it  departs  for  ever,  leaving  to 
I    the  god  of  day  the  care  of  hatchmg  into  life  its  vigorous 
I    young. 

^■'N  Industry,  untiring  ardour,  immortal  energy  were  the  cha- 
racteristics of  these  learned  enthusiasts.  Some  cleared  away 
the  accumulated  rubbish  of  the  friars,  their  ignorant  prede- 
cessors; and  these  were  the  pioneers  of  literature.  Some 
gave  editions  of  the  Fathers  or  the  Classics,  hitherto  pent 
\i[)  in  the  womb  of  MS. ;  these  were  the  accoucheurs  of  know- 
ledge. Others,  for  the  use  of  schools,  carefully  expurgated 
the  received  authors  of  antiquity,  and  suppressed  every  pru- 
rient passage,  performing,  in  usum  Defphiniy  a  very  merito- 
rious task.     I  need  not  sav  to  what  class  of  operators  in 


LITEBATUBE   AND   THE   JESUITS.  177 

surgery  these  wortby  fathers  belon2;ed.  Some  wrote  "  com- 
mentaries" on  Scripture,  wliicli  Junius  undervalues;  but, 
with  all  hi$  acquirements,  I  would  sooner  take  the  guidance 
of  Cornelius  Ji  Lapide  in  matters  of  theology.  Finally,  some 
wrote  original  works ;  and  the  shelves  of  every  European 
library  groan  under  the  folios  of  the  Jesuits. 

There  is  not,  perhaps,  a  more  instructive  and  interesting 
subject  of  inquiry  in  tlie  history  of  the  human  mind  than 
the  origin,  progress,  and  workings  of  what  are  called  monas^ 
tie  insiiiuiions.  It  is  a  matter  on  which  I  have  bestowed  not 
a  little  thought,  and  I  may  one  day  plunge  into  the  depths 
thereof  in  a  special  dissertation.  But  I  cannot  help  advert- 
ing here  to  some  causes  that  raised  the  order  of  the  Jesuits 
so  far  above  all  the  numerous  and  fantastical  fraternities  to 
which  the  middle  ages  had  previously  given  birth.  Loyola 
saw  the  vile  abuses  which  had  crept  into  these  institutions, 
and  had  the  sagacity  to  eschew  the  blunders  of  his  prede- 
cessors. Idleness  was  the  most  glaring  evil  under  which 
monks  and  friars  laboured  in  those  days ;  and  hence  inces- 
sant activity  was  the  watchword  of  his  sons.  The  rules  of 
other  "  orders"  begot  a  grovelling  and  vulgar  debasement  of 
mind,  and  were  calculated  to  mar  and  cripple  the  energies  of 
genius,  if  it  ever  happened  exceptionally  to  lurk  under  "  the 
weeds  of  Francis  or  of  Dominiek :"  but  all  the  regulations 
of  the  Jesuits  had  a  tendency  to  develop  the  aspirings  of 
intellect,  and  to  expand  the  scope  and  widen  the  career  of 
talent.  The  system  of  mendicancy  adopted  by  each  holy 
brotherhood  as  the  pround-work  of  its  operations,  did  not 
strike  Loyola  as  much  calculated  to  give  dignity  or  nianli- 
ness  to  the  human  character ;  hence  he  left  his  elder  brethren 
in  quiet  possession  of  that  interesting  department.  "When 
cities,  provinces,  or  kings  founded  a  Jesuits*  college,  tliey 
were  sure  of  getting  value  in  return :  hence  most  of  their 
collegiate  halls  were  truly  magnificent,  and  they  ought  to 
I  have  been  so.  "When  of  old  a  prince  wished  to  engage  Zono 
I  as  tutor  to  his  son,  and  sought  to  lower  the  terms  of  the 
I  philosopher  by  stating,  that  with  such  a  sum  he  could  pur- 
I  chase  a  slave,  **  Do  so,  by  all  means,  and  you  will  have  a  pair 
\  of  them,"  was  the  pithy  reply  of  the  indignant  stoic. 
^^-  I  do  not  undervalue  the  real  services  of  some  "  orders"  of 
earlier  institution.     I  have  visited  with  feelings  of  ^eep 
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respect  the  gorgeous  cradle  of  the  Benedictine  institute  at 
Monte  Cassino ;  and  no  traveller  has  explored  Italy's  proud 
monuments  of  Boman  grandeur  with  more  awe  than  I  did 
that  splendid  creation  of  laborious  and  persevering  men.  I 
have  seen  with  less  pleasure  the  work  of  Bruno,  la  Grande 
Chartreuse,  near  Grenoble ;  he  excluded  learning  from  tho 
solitude  to  which  he  drew  his  followers :  but  I  have  hailed 
with  enthusiasm  the  sons  of  Bernard  on  the  Alps  ministering 
to  the  wants  of  the  pilgrim ;  and  I  knew,  that  while  theij 
prowled  with  their  mountain-dogs  in  quest  of  waywoni  tra- 
vellers, their  brethren  were  occupied  far  off  in  the  mines  of 
Mexico  and  Peru,  soothing  the  toils  of  the  encavemed  slave. 
But  while  I  acknowledged  these  benefactions,  I  could  not 
forget  the  crowds  of  lazy  drones  whom  the  system  has  fos- 
tered in  Eiurope :  the  humorous  lines  of  Berchoux,  in  his 
clever  poem  "La  Gbstronomie,"  involuntarily  crossed  my 
mind: 

"  Oui,  j*avaifl  un  bon  onole  en  voire  ordre,  flev^ 
D*un  m^rite  blatant,  gastronome  acheve ; 
Souvent  il  m*^talait  son  brillant  rdfectoire, 
Cdtait  \k  du  convent  la  vdritable  gloire ! 
Ghumi  des  biens  exqnis  qu'onfante  rnnivers, 
Vins  d'un  bonquet  celeste,  et  mets  d*un  goAt  divers ! 

"  Cloitres  m^jestueux !  fortune  monast^ros ! 
Retraite  du  repos  des  vertus  solitaires, 
Je  vous  ai  vu  tomber,  le  coeur  gros  des  sonpirs ;  ! 

Mais  je  vous  ai  gard6  d*^temels  souvenirs ! —  , 

Je  s^ais  qu*on  a  prouvo  que  vous  aviez  grand  tort,  } 

Mais  que  ne  prouve-t-on  pas  quand  on  est  le  plus  fort  2^' 

This  last  verse  is  not  a  bad  hit  in  its  way. 

But  to  return  to  the  Jesuits.  Their  method  of  study,  or 
ratio  studiorum,  compiled  by  a  select  quorum  of  the  order, 
under  the  guidance  of  the  profound  and  original  Father 
Maldonatus,*  totally  broke  up  the  old  machinery  of  the 
schools,  and  demolished  for  ever  the  monkish  fooleries  of 
contemporary  pedagogues.  Before  the  arrival  of  the  Jesuits 
in  the  field  of  collegiate  exercises,  the  only  skill  applauded 
or  recognised  in  that  department  consisted  in  a  minute  and 
servile  adherence  to  the  deep-worn  tracks  left  by  the  passage 

*  See  Bayle's  Pict.,  arl,  Maldonat, 
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of  Aristotle's  cumbrous  waggon  over  the  plains  of  learning* 
The  well-known  fable  of  Gray,  concerning 

"  A  Qrecian  youth  of  talents  rare," 

Whom  he  describes  as  excelling  in  the.  hippodrome  of  Athens 
hy  the  fidelity  with  which  he  could  drive  his  chariot-wheels  . 
Sinthin  an  inch  of  the  exact  circle  left  on  the  race-course  by 
those  who  had  preceded,  was  the  type  and  model  of  scho- 
lastic excellence.  The  Jesuits,  in  every  university  to 
>g7hich  they  could  get  access,  broke  new  ground.  Various 
and  fierce  were  the  struggles  against  those  invaders  of  the 
territory  and  privileges  of  Boeotia;  dulness  opposed  his 
old  bulwark,  the  vis  inertia,  in  vain.     Indefatigable  in  their 

Sursuit,  the  new  professors  made  incessant  inroads  into  the 
omains  of  ignorance  and  sloth ;  awfully  ludicrous  were  the 
dying  convulsions  of  the  old  univcrsitarian  system,  that 
had  squatted  like  an  incubus  for  so  many  centuries  on 
Paris,  JPrague,  Alcala,  Valladolid,  Padua,  Cracow,  and  Coim- 
bra.  But  it  was  in  the  halls  of  their  own  private  colleges 
that  they  unfolded  all  their  excellence,  and  toiled  unimpeded 
for  the  revival  of  classic  studies.  '*  Consule  scholas  Jesuita- 
rum^^  exclaims  the  Lord  Chancellor  Bacon,  who  was  neither 
a  quack  nor  a  s wiper,  but  "  spoke  the  words  of  sobriety  and 
truth."  (Vide  Opus  de  Dignit,  Sclent,  lib.  vii.)  And  Car- 
dinal Richelieu  has  left  on  record,  in  that  celebrated  docu- 
ment* the  "  Testament  Politique,"  part  i.  chap.  2,  sect.  10,  his 
acliniratiou  of  the  rivalry  in  the  race  of  science  which  the 
order  created  in  France. 

l\)rth  from  their  new  college  of  Lafl^che  came  their  pupil 
Descartes,  to  disturb  the  existing  theories  of  astronomy  and 
metaphysics,  and  start  new  and  unexampled  inquiries.  Science 
until  then  had  wandered  a  captive  in  the . labyrinth  of  the 
P('liot)ls ;  but  the  Cartesian  Daedalus  fashioned  wines  for 
himself  and  for  her,  and  boldly  soared  among  the  clouds. 
Tutored  in  their  college  of  Fayenza  (near  liiniini),  the  im- 
mortal Torricelli  reflected  honour  on  his  intelligent  instruc- 
tors by  the  invention  of  the  barometer,  a.d.  1020.  Of  the 
education  of  Tasso  they  may  well  be  proud.  Justus  Lipsius, 
trained  in  their  earliest  academies,  did  good  service  to  the 

•  Prout  knew  very  well  tliat  this  "  testament "  was  a  forgery  by  ono 
G.  do  Courtilou,  the* author  of  "  ColbciVs  testament"  also.— O.  x. 

N  2 
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cause  of  criticism,  and  cleared  off  the  cobwebs  of  the  com- 
mentators and  grammarians.  Soon  niler,  Cassini  rose  from 
the  benches  of  their  tuition  to  preside  over  the  newly  estab- 
lished Observatoire  in  the  metropolis  of  France ;  while  the 
illustrious  Toumefort  issued  from  their  halls  to  carry  a 
searching  scrutiny  into  the  department  of  botanical  science, 
then  in  its  infancy.  The  Jesuit  Kircher*  meantime  as- 
tonished his  contemporaries  by  his  untiring  energy  and  saga- 
cious mind,  equally  conspicuous  in  its  most  sublime  as  in  its 
trifling  efforts,  whether  he  predicted  Avith  precision  the  erup- 
tion of  a  volcano,  or  invented  that  ingenious  plaything  the 
"  Magic  Lantern."  Father  Boscovichf  shone  subsequently 
with  equal  lustre :  and  it  was  a  novel  scene,  in  1759,  to  find 
a  London  Eoyal  Society  preparing  to  send  out  a  Jesuit  to 
observe  the  transit  of  Venus  in  California.  His  panegj^ric, 
from  the  pen  of  the  great  Lalande,  fills  the  Journal  des 
Sacans,  February  1792.  To  Fathers  Eiccioli  and  De  Billy 
science  is  also  deeply  indebted. 

Forth  from  their  college  of  Dijon,  in  Burgundy,  came 
Bossuet  to  rear  his  mitred  front  at  the  court  of  a  despot,  and 
to  fling  the  bolts  of  his  tremendous  oratory  among  a  crowd 
of  elegant  voluptuaries.  Meantime  the  tragic  muse  of  Cor- 
neille  was  cradled  in  their  college  of  Houen ;  and,  under  the 
classic  guidance  of  the  fathers  who  taught  at  the  CoUhye  de 
Clermont,  in  Paris,  Moli^re  grew  up  to  be  the  most  exquisite 

•  MunduB  SubterraneuB,  Amtt.  1664,  2  rols.  foL  China  Illustrat., 
ibid,  1667,  folio.  De  Usu  Obeliscor.  Jiormr,  1666,  folio.  Museum  Kir- 
cher, ibid.  1709,  folio. 

t  Bom  at  Ragiua,  on  the  Adriatic  ;  taufht  by  the  Jesuits,  in  their 
college  in  that  town ;  entered  the  order  at  the  age  of  sixteen  ;  was  sent 
to  Rome,  and  forthwith  was  made  professor  of  mathematics  in  the  Ar- 
chigymn.  Rom. ;  was  employed  b^  the  papal  government  in  the  measure- 
ment of  the  arc  of  meridian,  which  he  traced  from  Rome  to  Rimini, 
assisted  by  an  English  Jesuit,  Mayer ;  in  17&0,  employed  by  the  repub- 
lic of  Lucca  in  a  matter  relating  to  their  marshes ;  suDsequently  by  the 
Emperor  of  Austria ;  and  was  elected,  in  1760,  a  fellow  of  the  London 
Royal  Society,  to  whom  he  dedicated  his  poem  on  the  **  Eclipses,"  a 
clever  manual  of  astronomy.  His  grand  work  on  the  properties  of 
matter  {Lex  Continuitatit)  was  print^  at  Rome,  4to.,  1754.  We  have 
also  from  his  pen,  Dioptrica,  Vind.  1767  ;  Mathesis  Universa,  Venetiit^ 
1757 ;  Lens  et  Telescop.,  Rom.  1755  ;  Theoria  Philos.  Natur.,  Ff>nntf>, 
1758.  The  French  government  invited  him  to  Paris,  where  he  died  in 
1792,  in  the  sentiments  of  unfeigned  piety  which  he  ever  displayed. 
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of  comic  >vriter8.  The  lyric  poetry  of  Jean  Baptiste  Eousseau 
was  nurtured  by  them  in  their  college  of  Louis  le  Grand. 
And  in  that  college  the  wondrous  talent  of  young  "  Fran9ois 
Arouet"  was  also  cultivated  by  these  holy  men,  who  little 
dreamt  to  what  purpose  the  subsequent  "  Voltaire"  would 
convert  his  abilities — 

'*  Non  ho8  qiuesitum  munus  in  usub.** 

jEneid.  IF, 

D' Olivet,  Fontenelle,  Crebillon,  Le  Franc  de  Pompignan — 
there  is  scarcely  a  name  known  to  literature  during  the  seven- 
teenth century  which  does  not  bear  testimony  to  their  prow- 
ess in  the  province  of  education — no  profession  for  which  they 
did  not  adapt  their  scholars.  For  tne  bar,  they  tutored  the 
illustrious  Lamoignon  (the  Msecenas  of  Eacine  and  Boileau). 
It  was  they  who  taught  the  vigorous  ideas  of  D'Argenson 
how  to  shoot ;  they  who  breathed  into  the  young  Montes- 
quieu his  ^'  Esprit ;"  they  who  reared  those  ornaments  of 
±Vench  jurisprudence,  Nicolai,  Mold,  Seguier,  and  Amelot. 

Their  disciples  could  wield  the  sword.  Was  the  great 
Cond^  deficient  in  warlike  spirit  for  haviug  studied  among 
them  ?  was  Mar^chal  Villars  a  discreditable  pupil  ?  Need  I 
give  the  list  of  their  other  belligerent  scholars  ? — De  Gram- 
niont,  De  Boufflers,  De  Eohan,  De  Brissac,  De  Etrdes,  De 
Soubise,  Do  Crequi,  De  Luxembourg, — in  France  alone. 

Great  names  these,  no  doubt ;  but  literature  is  the  title  of 
this  paper,  and  to  that  I  would  principally  advert  as  the 
favourite  and  peculiar  department  of  their  excellence.  True, 
the  Society  devoted  itself  most  to  church  history  and  eccle- 
niastical  learning,  such  being  the  proper  pursuit  of  a  sacer- 
dotal body ;  and  success  in  this,  as  in  every  study,  waited  on 
their  industry.  The  archaiologist  is  familiar  with  the  works 
of  Father  Petavius,  whom  Grotius  calls  his  friend;  with  the 
labours  of  Fathers  Sirmond,  BoUand,  Hardouin,  Labbe, 
Pareniiin,  and  Tournemine.  The  admirer  of  polemics  (if 
there  be  any  such  at  this  time  of  day)  is  acquainted  with 
Bcllannin,  Menochius,  vSuarez,  Tolet,  liecan,  Sheftmakcr,  and 
(last,  though  not  least)  0!  Cornelius  a  Lapide,  with  thee? 
iJut  in  classic  lore,  as  well  as  in  legendary,  the  Jesuits  ex- 
ctlled.  Who  can  pretend  to  the  character  of  a  literary  man 
that  has  not  read  Tiraboschi  and  his  "  Storia  della  Lettera- 
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tura  d'  Italia,"  Bouhours  on  the  "  Manni^re  de  bien  penser," 
Bnimoy  on  the  "  ThcfAtre  des  Grecs,"  Vavassour  "  de  Ludicrik 
Dictione,"  Sapin's  poem  on  the  "  Art  of  Qurdening"  (the 
model  of  those  hy  Dr.  Darwin  and  Ai)b^  Delille),  Vaniere's 
"  Prffidium  Eusticum,"  Tursellin  "  de  Particulis  Latini  Ser- 
monis,"  and  Casimir  Sarbievi's  Latin  Odes,  the  nearest 
approach  to  Horace  in  modem  times  ?  What  shall  I  say  of 
Porcfe  (Voltaire's  master),  of  Sanadon,  of  Desbillons,  Sidro- 
nius,  Jouvency,  and  the  "joumalistes  de  Trevoux?" 

They  have  won  in  France,  Italy,  and  Spain,  the  palm  of 
pulpit  eloquence.  Logic,  reason,  wisdom,  and  piety,  dwelt 
m  the  soul  of  Bourd^doue,  and  flowed  copiously  Irom  his 
lips.  Lingendes,  Cheminais,  De  la  Bue,  were  at  the  head 
ot  their  profession  among  the  French ;  while  the  pathetic 
and  unrivalled  Segneri  took  the  lead  among  the  eloquent 
orators  of  Italy.  In  Spain,  a  Jesuit  has  done  more  to  pu- 
rify the  pulpit  of  that  fantastic  country  than  Cervantes  to 
clear  the  brains  of  its  chivalry  ;  for  the  comic  romance  of 
"Fray  Gerundio"  (Friar  Gerund),  by  the  Jesuit  Isla,  ex- 
hibiting the  ludicrous  ranting  of  the  cowled  fraternity  of 
that  day,  has  had  the  effect,  if  not  of  giving  eloquence  to 
clods  of  the  valley,  at  least  of  putting  down  absurdity  and 
presumption. 

They  wooed  and  won  the  muse  of  history,  sacred  and 
profane.  Strada*  in  Flanders,  Maffeif  at  Genoa,  MarianaJ 
in  Seville.  In  France,  Maimbourg,§  Danicl,||  Boujeant,1[ 
Charlevoix,**  Bcrruyer,tt  D'0rlean8,JJ  Ducerceau.§§  and 
Du  IIalde,||||  shed  light  on  the  paths  of  historical  inquiry 
which  they  severally  trod.  I  purposely  omit  the  ex-Jesuit 
Haynal. 

They  shone  in  art  as  well  as  in  science.    Father  Pozzi  was 

•  Dc  Bcllo  Bclgico.  t  Reruni  Indicar.  Hist. 

X  Ilistor.  di  Enpana.    De  Kegia  Institutione,  Toledo,  1509. 

§  Iliritoiro  de  rArianisme,  des  Iconoclaste?,  dcs  Croisadea,  du  Cal- 
rinifin,  de  la  Ligue. 

II  Hi-t.  do  France.     De  la  Miliec  Franijaise. 

^  Tiist.  du  Traitc  do  Wcstphalie.    Amc  dcs  Betes,  etc. 

••  Hist,  du  Paragiiav,  du  Japon,  do  St.  Doniinjrue. 

tt  I'U  Pcuple  do  Dicu.  +^  Edvolutions  d'Ar.gleterre. 

§§  Conjuration  do  Ricnzi,  &c.  &c. 

|!}|  Description  Googr.  Histor.  Politic,  ct  riiysiquc  dc  1a  Chine. 
Lottd,  1742,  2  vols,  folio. 
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ono  of  Eomc*s  best  painters.  A  Jesuit  was  employed  in  the 
drainage  of  the  Pontine  marshes ;  another  to  devise  plans  for 
sustaining  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's,  when  it  threatened  to 
crush  its  massive  supports.  In  naval  tactics  (a  subject  es- 
tranged from  sacerdotal  researches)  the  earliest  work  on  the 
strategy  proper  to  ships  of  the  line  was  written  by  P^re  le 
lloste,  known  to  middies  as  "  the  Jesuits*  book,"  its  French 
title  being  "  Traits  des  Evolutions  Navales."  The  first  hint 
o^  aerial  navigation  came  from  Padre  Lana^  in  his  work  de  Arte 
Prod/rowo,  Milan.  Newton  acknowledges  his  debt  to  father 
Grimaldi,  de  Lumine  Coloribus  el  Inde,  Bononiro,  1665,  for  his 
notions  on  the  inflexion  of  light.  The  best  edition  of  New- 
ton's Principia  was  brought  out  at  Geneva,  1739-60,  by  the 
Jesuits  Lesueur  and  Jaquier,  in  3  vols.  La  their  missions 
through  Greece,  Asia  Minor,  and  the  islands  of  the  Archi- 
pelago, they  were  the  best  antiquaries,  botanists,  and  mine- 
ralogists. They  became  watchmakers,  as  well  as  manda- 
rins, in  China :  they  were  astronomers  on  the  "  plateau  " 
of  Thibet :  they  taught  husbandry  and  mechanics  in 
Canada:  while  in  their  own  celebrated  and  peculiar  con- 
quest (since  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Doctor  Fran9ia)  on 
the  plains  of  Paiiaouay,  they  taught  the  theory  and  prac- 
tice of  civil  arc]iit(?cturo,  civil  economy,  farming,  tailorini;^, 
and  all  the  trades  of  civilised  life.  They  played  on  the 
fiddle  and  on  the  flute,  to  draw  the  South  Americiui  Indians 
from  the  forenta  into  their  village^5 :  and  the  story  of  Tlu^bes 
yWxw^,  to  the  sound  oi'  Amphion's  lyre  ceased  to  be  a  fable. 

AVe  find  Iheni  in  Europe  and  at  the  antipodes,  in  tSiam 
and  at  St.  OnuTs,  in  loiO  and  in  1880 — everywhere  the 
same.  Laincz  preached  before  the  Council  of  Trent  in 
1560:  Kev.  Peter  Xenney  was  admired  by  the  North 
American  Congress  not  many  years  ago.  Tiraboschi  was  li- 
hrarinn  of  the  Brera  in  1750 :  Angelo  Ma'i  (ex-Jesuit)  is 
librarian  of  the  Vatican  in  1833.  By  the  by,  they  wenj 
al:.()  i-apital  aputhecarics.  Who  has  not  heard  of  Jesuits' 
fiuric,  .losuito'  drops,  Jesuits'  iwwders,  Jesuits'  cephalic 
smiff? 

**Qiia;  iv^io  in  fcrris  noatri  non  pli-ua  laboris  ?'* — ^Eneid.  J. 
Aiiil,  }'.]:•  \ !  ivjist  I  adJ,  wlio  has  not  heard  of  the  cuffa  and 
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buffetings,  the  kicks  and  halters,  which  thej  have  met  with 
in  return : 

"  Quffi  caret  ora  cruore  nostro  P" — Hor,  lib.  ii.  ode  1. 

Por,  of  course,  no  set  of  men  on  the  face  of  God's  earth 
have  been  more  abused.  'Tis  the  fate  of  every  mortal  who 
raises  himself  by  mother-wit  above  the  common  level  of 
fools  and  dunces,  to  be  hated  by  the  whole  tribe  most  cor- 
dially : 

"  Urit  enim  fulgore  suo,"  &c. — /for.  lib.  ii,  ep.  1. 

The  friars  were  the  first  to  raise  a  hue  and  cry  against 
the  Jesuits,  with  one  Melchior  Cano,  a  Dominican,  for  their 
trumpeter.  Ignatius  had  been  taken  up  by  "  the  Inquisi- 
tion" three  several  times.  Then  came  the  pedants  of  the 
university  at  Paris,  whom  these  new  professors  threw  into 
the  shade.  Tlie  "  order"  was  next  at  loggerheads  with  that 
suspicious  gang  of  intriguers,  the  council  and  doge  of  Ve- 
nice ;  the  Jesuits  were  expelled  the  republic*  Twice  they 
were  expelled  from  France,  but  thrust  out  of  the  door  they 
came  back  through  the  window.  They  encountered,  like 
Paul,  "  stripes,  perils,  and  prisons,"  in  Poland,  in  Germany, 
in  Portugal,  and  Hungary.  They  were  hanged  by  dozens  m 
England.  Their  march  for  two  centuries  through  Europe 
was  only  to  be  compared  to  the  retreat  of  the  ten  thousand 
Greeks  under  Xenophon. 

A  remarkable  energy,  a  constant  discipline,  a  steady 
perseverance,  and  a  dignified  self-respect,  were  their  charac- 
teristics from  the  beginning.  They  did  not  notice  the 
pasquinades  of  crazy  Pascal,t  whose  "  Provincial  Letters," 
mndfe  up  of  the  raspings  of  antiquated  theology  and  the 
scrapings  of  forgotten  causistry,  none  who  knew  them  ever 
thought  much  of.  The  sermons  of  Bourdaloue  were 
the  only  answer  such  calumnies  required ;  and  the  order 
confined  itself  to  giving  a  new  edition  of  the  "Lettres 
6difiantes  et  curieuses,  ccrites  par  nos  Missionaires  du  Le- 

*  In  Bayld*8  Dictionary,  among  the  notes  appended  to  the  article  on 
Abelard,  will  be  found  the  real  cause  of  their  expulsion  ;  they  may  bo 
proud  of  it. 

t  Piout^s  rcliah  for  genuine  fun  ia  here  at  fault.— O.  T. 
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rant,  de  la  Chine,  du  Canada,  et  du  Malabar.'*  When  a 
flimsj  accusation  was  preferred  against  him  of  Africa, 

"  Hunc  qui  .  *  \  r,  • 

Duxit  ab  erersA  meritum  Carthagine  nomen,"         t>  ^       ^    ' 

he  acted  in  a  similar  manner,  and  silenced  his  miserable 
adversaries. 

If  ever  there  was  an  occasion  on  which  the  comparative 
merits  of  the  Jesuits  and  Jansenists  could  be  brought  to 
the  test,  it  was  at  the  outbreak  of  the  pestilential  visitation 
that  smote  the  city  of  Marseilles;  and  which  history,  poetry, 
and  piety,  will  never  allow  to  be  forgotten : 

•*  Why  drew  ManeiUes*  good  bishop  purer  breath, 
When  nature  sickened,  and  eoch  gale  was  death  P*' 

Popb's  Eiiay  on  Man^  ep.  4. 

For  while  the  Pharisees  of  that  school  fled  from  their  cle- 
rical functions,  and  sneaked  off  under  some  paltry  pretext, 
the  Jesuits  came  from  the  neighbouring  town  of  Aix  to 
attend  the  sick  and  the  dying ;  and,  under  the  orders  of 
that  gallant  and  disinterested  bishop,  worked,  while  life  was 
spared  them,  in  the  cause  of  humanity.  Seven  of  them 
perished  in  the  exercise  of  this  noblest  duty,  amid  the 
blessings  of  their  fellow-men.  The  bishop  himself,  De  Bel- 
zunce,  had  not  only  studied  under  the  Jesuits,  but  had  been 
a  member  of  the  order  during  the  early  part  of  his  ecclesias- 
tical career  at  Aix,  in  1691. 

Long  ago,  that  noblest  emanation  of  Christian  chivalry — 
an  order  in  which  valorous  deeds  were  familiar  as  the 
"  matin  song"  or  the  "  vesper  hymn' — the  Templars,  fell 
the  victims  of  calumny,  and  were  immolated  amid  the  shouts 
of  a  vulgar  triumph ;  but  history,  keen  and  scrutinising, 
has  revealed  the  true  character  of  the  conspiracy  bv  which 
the  vices  of  a  few  were  made  to  swamp  and  overwhelm,  in 
the  public  eye,  the  great  mass  of  virtue  and  heroism  which 
constituted  that  refined  and  gentlemanly  association ;  and  a 
tardy  justice  has  been  rendered  to  Jacques  Molay  and  his 
illustrious  brethren.  The  day  may  yet  come,  when  isolated 
instances  and  uuautbenticated  misdeeds  will  cease  to  create 
an  unfounded  antipathy  to  a  society  which  will  be  found. 
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taking  it  all  in  all,  to  have  deserved  well  of  mankind.  This, 
at  least,  is  Father  Front's  honest  opinion ;  and  why  should 
he  hide  it  under  a  bushel  ? 

The  most  convincing  proof  of  their  sterling  virtue  is  to  be 
found  in  the  docility  and  forbearance  they  evinced  in 
promptly  submitting  to  the  decree  of  their  suppression,  is- 
sued ex  cathedrd  by  one  Ganganelli,  a  Franciscan  friar,  who 
had  got  enthroned,  Heaven  knows  how!  on  the  pontific 
chair.  In  every  paart  of  Europe  they  had  powerful  mends, 
and  could  have  "  shewn  fight "  and  "  died  game,"  if  their 
respect  for  the  successor  of  "  the  fisherman  "  had  not  been 
all  along  a  distinctive  characteristic,  even  to  the  death.  In 
Faraguay  they  could  have  decidedly  spumed  the  mandate 
of  the  Escurial,  backed  by  an  army  of  60,000  Indians,  de- 
voted to  their  spiritual  and  temporal  benefactors,  taught  the 
tactics  of  Europe,  and  possessing  in  1750  a  well-appointed 
train  of  artillery.  That  portion  of  South  America  has  since 
relapsed  into  barbarisril ;  and  the  results  of  their  withdrawal 
from  the  interior  of  that  vast  peninsula  have  fully  justified 
the  opinion  of  Muratori,  in  his  celebrated  work  on  Fara- 
way, "  II  Christianesimo  felice."  It  was  a  dismal  day  for 
literature  in  Spain,  Fortugal,  and  Italy,  when  their  colleges 
were  shut  up ;  and  in  France  they  alone  could  have  stayed 
the  avalanche  of  irreligion  ;  for,  by  presenting  Christianity 
to  its  enemies  clad  in  the  panoply  of  Science,  they  would 
have  awed  the  scoffer,  and  confounded  the  phifosopke.  But 
the  Vatican  had  spoken.  They  bowed;  and  quietly  dis- 
persing through  the  cities  of  the  continent,  were  welcomed 
and  admired  by  every  friend  of  science  and  of  piety.  The 
body  did  not  cease  to  do  good  even  after  its  dissolution  in 
17G3,  and,  like  the  bones  of  the  prophet,  worked  miracles  of 
usefulness  even  in  the  grave.* 

Contrast  their  exemplary  submissiveness  with  the  frenzy 
and  violence  of  their  old  enemies  the  Jansenists  (of  wliicli 
sour  and  pharisaical  sect  Fascal  was  the  mouth-piece),  when 
the  celebrated  bull  U/zi^ent/tt^  was  issued  against  fhem.  Never 
did  those  unfortunate  wights,  whom  the  tyrant  Fhalaris  used 

•  "  And  it  came  to  pass,  as  they  were  burying  a  iiiiiii,  b«^liold  they 
•pied  a  band  of  robbers  ;  and  they  cast  the  man  into  tlio  sepidchre  of 
liliisha '.  and  wlien  the  man  touchi*d  the  bonca  of  Elislia  hj  (.'aii:c  lo  life, 
and  stood  upon  his  foet." — 2  Kings,  chap,  xiii.,  ver.  21. 
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to  enclose  in  bis  brazen  cow,  roar  so  lustily  as  tbe  clique  of 
Port  Eoyal  on  tbe  occasion  alluded  to.  It  was,  in  fact,  a 
most  melancbolj  exbibition  of  tbe  wildest  fanaticism,  com- 
bined, as  usual,  witb  tbe  most  pertinacious  obstinacy.  Tbe 
followers  of  Pascal  were  also  tbe  votaries  of  a  certam  vaga- 
bond yclept  le  Diacre  Paris,  wbose  life  was  a  tissue  of  ras- 
cality, ana  wbose  remains  were  said  by  tbe  Jansenists  to 
operate  wondrous  cures  in  tbe  cburcbyard  of  St.  Medard, 
in  one  of  tbe  fauxbourga  of  tbe  capital.  Tbe  devotees  of 
Port  Eoyal  flocked  to  tbe  tomb  of  the  deacon,  and  became 
fortbwitb  hysterical  and  inspired,  Tbe  wags  of  Louis  tbe 
Pifteentb's  time  called  tbem  "  Les  Convulsionnaires,*^  Tbings 
rose  to  sucb  a  beigbt  of  dangerous  absurdity  at  last,  tbat  tbe 
cemetery  was  sbut  up  by  tbe  police ;  and  a  wit  bad  an  op- 
portunity of  writing  on  tbe  gates  of  tbe  aforesaid  cburcb- 
yard tbis  pointed  epigram : 

"  De  par  le  roy,  defense  k  Diou, 
De  fairo  miracles  en  ce  lieu." 

And  I  bero  conclude  tbis  very  inadequate  tribute  of  long- 
remembered  gratitude  towards  tbe  men  wbo  took  sucb  pains 
to  drill  my  infant  mind,  and  who  formed  witb  plastic  power 
wliatever  good  or  valuable  quality  it  may  possess.  "  Si  quid  est 
in  me  ingenii,  judices  (et  sentio  quJlm  sit  exiguum),  si  qua) 
exercitatio  ab  optimarum  artiura  disciplinis  profccta,  eariun 
rerum  fructum,  sibi,  suo  jure,  debent  repetere."— (Cicero 
pro  Ar chid  poet.)  And  as  for  the  friend  of  my  youth,  the 
accomplished  Gressct,  wbose  sincerity  and  kindness  will  be 
ever  embalmed  in  my  memory,  I  cannot  shew  my  sense  of 
his  varied  excellencies  in  a  more  substantial  way  than  by 
making  an  effort — a  feeble  one,  but  the  best  I  can  command 
— to  bring  him  before  the  English  public  in  his  most  agree- 
able production,  the  best  specimen  of  graceful  and  harmless 
humour  in  the  literature  ot  France.  I  shall  upset  Vert-Vert 
into  Euii^lish  verse,  for  the  use  of  the  intelligent  inhabitants 
of  these  islands ;  though  I  much  fear,  that  to  transplant  so 
delicate  an  exotic  into  this  frigid  climate  may  prove  an  un- 
successful experiment. 
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VitUVtvt,  tj^e  parrot* 

▲    POSM    BT    THB    JESUIT    OBE88BT. 

1(1^  original  Sttnormcc. 

Alab  !  what  eriU  I  discern  in 
Too  great  an  aptitude  for  learning ! 
And  fain  would  all  the  ills  unravel 
That  aye  ensue  from  foreign  travel ; 
Far  happier  is  the  man  who  tarries 
Quiet  within  his  household  **  Lares :" 
Bead,  and  you'll  find  how  virtue  vanishes, 
How  foreign  vice  all  goodness  banishes, 
And  how  abroad  voungr  heads  will  grow  dizzy, 
.   Proved  in  tiie  underwritten  Odyssey.  10 

In  old  Kevers,  so  &mous  for  its 
Dark  narrow  streets  and  GK>thic  turrets, 
Close  on  the  brink  of  Loire's  young  flood. 
Flourished  a  convent  sisterhood 
Of  Umdinei.    Now  in  this  order 
A  parrot  lived  as  parlour-boarder ; 
Brought  in  his  childhood  from  the  AntilXta^ 
And  sheltered  under  convent  mantles ; 
Green  were  his  feathers,  green  his  pinions. 
And  greener  still  were  his  opinions ;  ^ 

For  vice  had  not  yet  sought  to  pervert 
This  bird,  who  had  been  christened  Vert-  Vert ; 
Nor  could  the  wicked  world  defile  him. 
Safe  from  its  snares  in  this  asylum. 
Fresh,  in  his  teens,  frank,  gay,  and  gracious, 
And,  to  crown  all,  somewhat  loquacious  ; 
If  we  examine  close,  not  one,  or  he, 
Ilad  a  vocation  for  a  nunnery.* 

The  convent's  kindness  need  I  mention  ? 
Need  I  detail  each  fond  attention,  80 

Or  count  the  tit-bits  which  sm  Lent  he 
Swallowed  remorseless  and  in  plenty  ? 
Plump  was  his  carcass  ;  no,  not  higher 
Fed  was  their  confessor  the  friar ; 
And  some  even  say  that  our  young  Hector 
Was  far  more  loved  than  the  **  Director.**  f 
Dear  to  each  novice  and  each  nun — 
He  was  the  life  and  soul  of  fun  ; 


•  **  Par  son  caquet  digne  d*6tro  en  convent.' 
t  *'  Souvent  I'oiseau  I'emporta  sur  le  Pere.'* 
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Thonghy  to  be  sure,  some  hags  censorious 

Would  sometimes  find  him  too  uproarious.  40 

What  did  the  parrot  care  for  those  old 

Dames,  while  he  had  for  him  the  hous^old  ? 

He  had  not  yet  made  his  "  profession/* 

Nor  come  to  years  called  '*  of  discretion  i*' 

Therefore,  nnblamed,  he  ogled,  flirted. 

And  romped  like  any  nnoonrerted ; 

Nay  sometimes,  too,  by  the  Lord  Harry ! 

He  d  puU  their  caps  and  "  scapulaiy.** 

But  what  in  all  his  tricks  seemed  oddest^ 

Was  that  at  times  he'd  torn  so  modesty  60 

That  to  aU  bystanders  the  wight 

Appeared  a  finished  hypocritel 

In  accent  he  did  not  resemble 

Keaa,  though  he  had  the  tones  of  KemUe  { 

But  (ain  to  do  the  sisters'  biddings, 

He  left  the  stage  to  Mrs.  Siddons. 

Poet,  historian,  judge,  financier, 

Four  problems  at  a  time  he'd  answer 

He  had  a  £M:ulty  like  Cnsar's. 

Lord  Althorp,  baffling  aU  his  teasers,  60 

Could  not  surpass  Vert-Vert  in  pushing  t 

**  Ooodrich"  to  him  was  but  a  gosling.* 

Placed  when  at  table  near  some  vestal, 
His  faro,  be  sure,  was  of  the  best  all, — 
For  erery  sister  would  endeavour 
To  keep  for  him  some  sweet  hora  d*cmvre. 
Kindly  at  heart,  in  spite  of  tows  and 
Cloisters,  a  nun  is  worth  a  thousand ! 
And  aye,  if  Heaven  would  only  lend  her, 
rd  have  a  nun  for  a  nurse  tender !  f  70 

Then,  when  the  shades  of  night  would  come  on, 
And  to  their  cells  the  sisters  summon,     . 
Happy  the  favoured  one  whose  grotto 
This  sultan  of  a  bird  would  trot  to : 
Mostly  the  ^oung  ones*  cells  he  toyed  in, 
(The  aged  sisterhood  avoiding), 
Sure  among  all  to  find  kind  offices,— 
Still  he  was  partial  to  the  novices. 
And  in  their  cells  our  anchorite 
Mostly  cast  anchor  for  the  night ;  80 

*  At  this  remote  period  it  is  forgotten  tliat  "  Prosperity  Bobmson  ** 
was  also  known  as  "  Goose  Goodrich,**  when  subsequently  chancellor  of 
the  exchequer.— O.  Y. 

t  "  Les  petite  soins,  les  attentions  fines, 
Sont  n^,  dit  on,  chei  les  Ursulines.** 
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Perched  on  the  box  that  held  the  relics,  he 
Slept  without  notion  of  indelicacy. 
Bare  was  his  luck ;  nor  did  he  spoil  it 
By  flying  from  the  morning  toilet : 
Not  that  I  can  admit  the  fitness 
Of  (at  the  toilet)  a  male  witness ; 
But  that  I  scruple  in  this  histoiy 
To  shroud  a  single  &ct  in  mystery. 

Quick  at  all  arts,  our  bird  was  rich  at 
That  best  accomplishment,  called  chit-cliat ;  90 

For,  though  brought  up  within  the  cloister, 
His  beak  was  not  closed  like  an  oyster. 
But,  trippingly,  without  a  stutter, 
The  longest  sentences  would  utter ; 
Pious  withal,  and  moralising 
His  conyersation  was  surprising ; 
None  of  your  equiyoques,  no  slander — 
To  such  vile  tastes  he  scorned  to  pander ; 
But  his  tongue  ran  most  smooth  and  nice  on 
"  Deo  sit  laus"  and  **  Kyrie  eleison ;"  100 

The  maxims  he  gave  with  best  emphasis 
Were  Suarez's  or  Thomas  h  Eempis's ; 
In  Christmas  carols  he  was  fiimous, 
"  Orate,  fratres,"  and  "  Oeemts  ;" 
If  in  good  humour,  he  was  wont 
To  give  a  stave  from  "  Think  well  mi' I ;"  • 
Or,  by  particular  desire,  he 
Would  chant  the  hynm  of  **  Dies  irie." 
Then  in  the  choir  he  would  amaze  aU 

By  copying  the  tone  so  nasal  110 

In  which  the  sainted  sisters  chanted, — 
(At  least  that  pious  nun  my  aunt  did.) 

ftD0  tatall  l^fnotone. 

The  public  soon  began  to  ferret 
The  hidden  nest  of  so  much  merit. 
And,  spite  of  aU  the  nuns*  endeavours. 
The  fame  of  Yert-Yert  filled  all  Nevers ; 
Nay,  from  Moulines  folks  came  to  stare  at 
The  wondrous  talent  of  this  parrot ; 
And  to  fresh  visitors  ad  libitum 

Sister  Sophie  had  to  exhibit  him.  120 

Drest  in  her  tidiest  robes,  the  virgin, 
Forth  frt>m  the  convent  cells  emerging, 

•  **  Pensez-y-bien,"  or  «  Think  weU  onU;*  as  translated  by  the  titular 
bishop,  Richard  Challoner,  is  the  most  generally  adopted  devotional 
kaot  anumg  the  OathQlics  of  tl^eee  islanclit^FBOUT, 
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Brings  the  bright  bird,  and  for  bis  plumago 

First  challenges  unstinted  homage ; 

Then  to  his  doquenoe  adverts, — 

'*  What  preaoher's  oan  surpass  Yert-Yert*sP 

Tmly  in  oratory  few  men 

Equal  this  learned  oateohumen ; 

Fnught  with  the  oonvent's  choioest  lessons, 

And  stuffed  with  piety's  quintessence ;  180 

A  bird  most  miick  of  apprehension, 

With  gifts  and  graces  hm  to  mention : 

Say  in  what  pulpit  oan  ^ou  meet 

A  Chrrsostom  half  so  discreet, 

Who'd  follow  in  his  ghostly  mission 

So  close  the  '  &thers  and  tradition  P' " 

Silent  meantime,  the  feathered  hermit 

Waits  for  the  sister's  gracious  permit, 

When,  at  a  signal  from  his  mentor, 

Quick  on  a  course  of  speech  he'U  enter ;  140 

Not  that  he  cares  for  human  gloiy. 

Bent  but  to  sare  his  auditory  | 

Hence  he  pours  forth  with  so  much  imction 

That  all  his  hearers  feel  compunction. 

Thus  for  a  time  did  Yert-7ert  dwell 
Safe  in  his  holy  citadello ; 
Scholared  like  any  well-bred  abb^, 
And  loved  by  many  a  cloistered  Heb^ ; 
You'd  swear  that  he  had  crossed  the  sainc  bridge 
As  any  youth  brought  up  in  Cambridge.*  150 

Other  monks  starve  themselves ;  but  his  skin 
Was  sleek  like  that  of  a  Franciscan, 
And  for  more  clean  ;  for  this  grave  Solon 
Bathed  every  day  in  eau  de  Cologne. 
Thus  he  indulgca  each  giiiltless  gambol, 
Blest  had  he  ne'er  been  doomed  to  ramble ! 

For  in  his  life  there  came  a  crisis 
Such  as  for  all  great  men  arises,— 
Such  as  what  Nap  to  Russia  led. 

Such  as  the  "  tlioht"  of  Mahomed  ;  IGO 

O  town  of  Nantz !  yes,  to  thy  bosom 
We  let  him  go,  alas  !  to  lose  him ! 
Edietif  O  town  famed  for  revoking, 
Still  was  Yert- Vert's  loss  more  provoking ! 
Dark  bo  the  day  when  our  bright  Don  went 
From  this  to  a  far-distant  convent ! 
Two  words  comprised  that  awful  era— 
W(Mrds  big  with  fate  and  woe—"  II  iba  !" 

*  Qusre— Pons  Asinorum  p 
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Yes,  ''he  shall  go  \*  but,  sisters!  mourn  ye 

The  dismal  fruits  of  that  sad  journey, —  170 

Ills  on  which  Nantz's  nuns  ne'er  reckoned. 

When  for  the  beauteous  bird  they  beckoned. 

Fame,  O  Vert-Vert !  in  eril  humour. 
One  day  to  Nantz  had  brought  the  rumour 
Of  thy  accomplishments,—**  acumen,'' 
'* Nowc,"  and  " esprit"  quite  superiiuman : 
All  these  reports  but  serred  to  enhance 
Thy  merits  with  the  nuns  of  Nantz. 
How  did  a  matter  so  unsuited 

For  conyent  ears  get  hither  bruited  I  180 

Some  may  inquire.    But  **  nuns  are  knowing," 
Andfint  to  hear  what  goaip^i  going,* 
Fortiiwith  they  taxed  their  wits  to  elicit 
From  the  famed  bird  a  friendly  visit. 
Girls'  wishes  run  in  a  brisk  current, 
But  a  nun's  fancy  is  a  torrent  ;t 
To  get  this  bird  they'd  pawn  the  missal ; 
Quick  they  indite  a  long  epistle, 
Otreful  with  softest  things  to  fill  it, 

And  then  with  musk  perfume  the  billet ;  190 

Thus,  to  obtain  their  darling  purpose. 
They  send  a  writ  of  habea*  corjmt. 

Off  goes  the  post.    When  will  the  answer 
Free  them  from  doubt's  corroding  cancer  ? 
Kothing  can  equal  their  anxiety. 
Except,  of  course,  their  well-known  piety. 
Things  at  Nevers  meantime  went  harder 
Than  well  would  suit  such  pious  ardour ; 
It  was  no  easy  job  to  coax 

This  parrot  from  the  Nerers  folks.  200 

What,  take  their  toy  from  convent  belles  ? 
Make  Russia  yield  the  Dardanelles ! 
Filch  his  good  rifle  from  a  "  Suliote," 
Or  drag  her  "  Romeo"  from  a  "Juliet!" 
Make  an  attempt  to  take  GKbraltar, 
Or  try  the  old  com  laws  to  alter ! 
This  seemed  to  them,  and  eke  to  us, 
"  Most  wasteful  and  ridiculous." 
Long  did  the  **  chapter"  sit  in  state, 

And  on  this  point  deUberate ;  210 

The  junior  members  of  the  senate 
Bet  their  fidr  £M:es  quite  again'  it ; 

*  **  Les  r^^rcndes  m^ree 

A  tout  savoir  ne  sont  pas  les  demi^res." 

t  **  D^^  de  fille  est  un  feu  qui  d^ore, 
Dteir  de  noime  eat  cent  iois  pia  enowe.** 
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Befuse  to  yield  a  point  so  tender, 

And  urge  the  motto —  No  surrender. 

The  elder  nuns  feel  no  great  scruple 

In  parting  with  the  charming  pupil ; 

And  as  each  grave  affair  of  state  runs 

Most  on  the  verdict  of  the  matrons. 

Small  odds,  I  ween,  and  poor  the  chance 

Of  keeping  the  dear  bird  from  Nantz.  220 

Nor  in  my  surmise  am  I  far  out, — 

For  by  their  vote  off  goes  the  parrot. 

1$68  cbil  'dosage. 


t» 


En  ce  temi  let,  a  small  canal-boat, 
Called  by  most  chroniclers  the  "  Talbot^* 
(TjkLBOT,  a  name  well  known  in  France !) 
Travelled  between  Nevers  and  Nantz. 
Vert- Vert  took  shipping  in  this  craft, 
*Tis  not  said  whether  fore  or  aft ; 
But  in  a  book  as  old  as  Massingcr^s 

We  find  a  statement  of  the  passengers  ;  280 

These  were — two  Gascons  and  a  pijHjr, 
A  sexton  (a  notorious  s wiper), 
A  brace  of  children,  and  a  niu'se  ; 
But  what  was  infinitely  worse, 
A  dashing  CHprian  ;  while  by  her 
Sat  a  most  jolly-looking  friar.* 

For  a  poor  bird  brought  up  in  purity 
'Twas  a  sad  augur  for  futurity 
To  meet,  just  {roc  from  his  indentures, 

And  in  the  first  of  his  adventures,  240 

Such  company  as  formed  his  hansel, — 
Two  rogues !  a  friar  ! !  and  a  damsel ! ! ! 
Birds  tlie  above  were  of  a  feather  ; 
But  to  Vert-Vert  *t  was  altogether 
Such  a  strange  aggregate  of  scandals 
As  to  be  met  but  among  Vandals  ; 
Rude  was  tlieir  talk,  bereft  of  polish, 
And  calculated  to  demolish 
All  the  fine  notions  and  good-breeding 

Taught  by  the  nuns  in  their  sweet  Eden.  250 

No  Billingsgate  surpassed  the  nurse's, 
And  all  the  rest  indulged  in  curses  ; 

*   '  Uno  nourrice,  un  moine,  deux  Gascons ; 
Pour  un  enfant  qui  sort  du  monaster© 
C'^tait  echoir  cu  dignes  compagnons." 

Q 


194  FATHEB  PBOUT's  BELIQUE8. 

Ear  hath  not  heard  euch  vulgar  gab  in 
The  nautic  cell  of  any  cabin. 
Silent  and  sad,  the  pcnsiye  bird, 
Shocked  at  their  guilt,  said  not  a  word.* 

Now  he  "  of  orders  grey,"  accosting 
The  parrot  green,  who  seemed  quite  lost  in 
The  contemplation  of  man's  wickedness, 
And  the  bright  river's  gliding  liquidness,  2G0 

"  Tip  us  a  stave  (quoth  Tuck),  my  darUng, 
Avn  t  you  a  parrot  or  a  starlmg  ? 
If  you  don't  talk,  by  the  holy  poker, 
I'll  give  that  neck  of  yours  a  choker !" 
Scared  by  this  threat  from  his  propriety. 
Our  pilgrim  thinking  with  sobriety, 
That  if  he  did  not  speak  they'd  mstke  him, 
Answered  the  friar.  Pax  bit  tecxtm  ! 
Here  our  reporter  marks  down  after 

Poll's  maiden-speech — "  loud  roars  of  laughter  $"  270 

And  sure  enough  the  bird  so  affable 
Could  hardly  use  a  plirase  more  laughable. 

Talking  of  such,  there  are  some  rum  ones 
That  oft  amuse  the  House  of  Commons : 
And  since  we  lost  *'  Sir  Joteph  Yorie,** 
We've  got  great  "  Feargut**  fresh  from  Cork, — 
A  fellow  honest,  drpll,  and  funny. 
Who  would  not  sell  for  love  or  money 
His  native  land  :  nor,  Uke  vile  Daniel, 

Fawn  on  Lord  Althorp  like  a  spaniel ;  280 

Flatter  the  mob,  while  the  old  fox 
Keeps  an  eye  to  the  begging-box. 
Kow  'tis  a  shame  tliat  such  brave  fellows, 
When  they  blow  "  ayitatunCt'*  bellows, 
Should  only  meet  with  licartless  scoffers, 
While  cunning  Daniel  fills  his  coffers. 
But  Kerrymen  will  e'er  be  apter 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  chapter. 
While  others  bear  the  battle's  brunt, 

To  reap  the  spoil  and  fob  the  blunt,  2i)0 

This  is  an  epuode  concerning 
The  parrot's  want  of  world^  learning, 
In  squandering  his  tropes  and  figures 
On  a  vile  crew  of  heartless  niggers. 

*  This  canal-boat,  it  would  seem,  was  not  a  very  refined  or  fashion- 
able conveyance:   it  rather  remindeth  of  Horace's  voyage  to  Bruu- 
dusium,  and  of  that  line  so  applicable  to  the  parrot's  company—* 
'*  Bepletum  nautia,  cauponibus,  atque  malignis." 

O.Y. 
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The  '*  house"  heard  once  with  more  decorum 
Phil.  Howard  on  "  the  Boman  forum."* 

Poll's  brief  address  met  lots  of  caylUers 
Badgered  by  all  his  fellow-trayellers, 
Ho  tried  to  mend  a  speech  so  ominous 
By  striking  up  with  **  Dixit  Dominus  !*'  800 

But  louder  shouts  of  laughter  follow,— 
This  last  roar  beats  the  former  hollow, 
And  shews  that  it  was  bad  economy 
To  giro  a  stare  from  Deuteronomy. 

Posed,  not  abashed,  the  bird  refused  to 
Indulge  a  scene  he  was  not  used  to ; 
And,  pondering  on  his  strange  reception, 
"  There  must,"  he  thought,  **  be  some  deception 
In  the  nuns*  yiews  of  thmgs  rhetorical, 
And  sister  Bose  is  not  an  oracle.  810 

True  wit,  perhaps,  lies  not  in  '  mattiru,* 
Nor  is  their  school  a  school  of  Athens.*' 

Thus  in  this  yillanous  receptacle 
The  simple  bird  at  once  grew  scepticaL 
Doubts  lead  to  hell.     The  arch-dooeivor 
Soon  made  of  Poll  an  unbelieTer ; 
And  mixing  thus  in  bad  society. 
He  took  French  leaye  of  all  his  piety. 

His  austere  maxims  soon  ho  mollified. 
And  all  his  old  opinions  qualified ;  820 

For  he  had  learned  to  substitute 
For  pious  lore  things  more  astute  ; 
Nor  was  his  conduct  unimpeachable, 
For  youth,  alas !  is  but  too  teachable ; 
And  in  the  progress  of  his  madness 
Soon  ho  haa  reached  the  depths  of  badness. 
Such  were  his  cttrses^  such  his  evil 
Practices,  that  no  ancient  devil,t 
Plunged  to  the  chin  when  burning  hot 

Into  a  holy  water-pot,  830 

Could  so  blaspheme,  or  fire  a  volley 
Of  oaths  so  drear  and  melancholy. 

•  See  "  Mirror  of  Parliament"  for  this  ingenious  person's  maiden 
speceh  on  Joe  Hume's  motion  to  alter  and  enlarge  the  old  House  of 
Commons.  "  Sir,  the  Romans  (a  laugh) — /  say  the  Romans  (loud 
laughter)  never  altered  their  Forum  "  (roaru  of  ditto).  But  Heaven  soon 
granted  what  Joe  Hume  desired,  and  the  old  rookery  was  burnt  shortly 
after. 

t  "Bient^t  il  scut  jurer  ct  mougreer 

Micux  qu'un  vieux  diablc  au  fond  d'un  b^nitihiL** 

o  2 
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Must  the  bright  blossoms,  ripe  and  rudd/, 
And  the  fair  fruits  of  early  study. 
Thus  in  their  summer  season  crossed, 
Meet  a  sad  blight — a  killing  frost  ? 
Must  that  vile  demon,  Moloch,  oust 
Heayen  from  a  young  hearths  holocaust  ?* 
And  the  glad  hope  of  life's  youuje  promise 
Thus  in  the  dawn  of  youth  ebb  from  us  ?  340 

Such  is,  alas !  the  sad  and  last  trophy 
Of  the  young  rake's  supreme  catastrophe ; 
For  of  wliat  use  are  learning's  laurels 
When  a  voung  man  is  without  morals  P 
Bereft  of  virtue,  and  grown  heinous. 
What  signifies  a  brilliant  genius  ? 
*  Tis  but  a  case  for  wail  and  mourning,— 
'  Tis  but  a  brand  fit  for  the  burning ! 

Meantime  the  riyer  wafts  the  barge. 
Fraught  with  its  misceUaneous  charge,  350 

Smoothly  upon  its  broad  expanse, 
Up  to  the  yery  quay  of  Nantz ; 
Fondly  within  the  conyent  bowers 
The  sisters  calculate  the  hours, 
Chiding  the  breezes  for  their  tardiness, 
And,  in  the  height  of  their  fool-hardiness. 
Picturing  the  bird  as  fancy  painted — 
Lovely,  reserved,  polite,  and  sainted- 
Fit  ^^Ursuline."     And  this,  I  trow,  meant 
Enriched  with  every  endowment !  860 

Sadly,  alas !  these  nuns  anointed 
Will  find  their  fancy  disappointed ; 
When,  to  meet  all  those  hopes  they  drew  on. 
They'll  find  a  regular  Don  Juak  ! 

€it  atofttll  I9(0(ob(r(e. 

Scarce  in  the  port  was  this  small  craft 
On  its  arrival  telegraphed. 
When,  from  the  boat  home  to  transfer  him. 
Came  the  nuns'  portress,  '*  sister  Jerome." 
Well  did  the  parrot  recognise 

The  walk  demure  and  downcast  eyes  ;  370 

Nor  aught  such  saintly  guidance  relished 
A  bird  by  worldly  arts  embellished ; 
Such  was  his  taste  for  profane  gaiety. 
He'd  rather  much  go  with  the  kity. 

*  '*  Faut-il  qu'ainsi  I'cxemple  seducteur 

Pu  ciel  au  diable  emporte  un  jeune  ccsur  ?" 
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Fast  to  the  bark  he  clnng ;  but  plucked  thence, 

He  shewed  dire  symptoms  of  reluctance, 

And,  scandalising  each  beholder, 

Bit  the  nun*s  cheek,  and  eke  her  shoulder !  * 

Thus  a  black  eagle  once,  'tis  said, 

Bore  off  the  struggling  Ganymede.t  380 

Thus  was  Vert- vCTt,  heart-sick  and  weary, 

Brought  to  the  hearenly  monastery. 

The  bell  and  tidings  both  were  tolled, 

And  the  nims  crowded,  young  and  old, 

To  feast  their  eyes  with  joy  uncommon  on 

This  wondrous  talkative  phenomenon. 

Bound  the  bright  stranger,  so  amazing 
And  «o  renowned,  the  sisters  gazing, 
Praised  the  green  glow  which  a  warm  latitude 
Ghiye  to  his  neck,  and  liked  his  attitude.  390 

Some  by  his  gorgeous  tail  we  smitten. 
Some  by  his  beak  so  beauteous  bitten ! 
And  none  e'or  dreamt  of  dole  or  harm  in 
A  binl  so  brilliant  and  so  charming. 
Shade  of  Spurzheim !  and  thou,  Lavater, 
Or  Gull,  of  "  bumps"  the  great  creator ! 
Gin  ye  explain  how  our  young  hero. 
With  all  tne  vices  of  a  ifero. 
Seemed  such  a  model  of  good-breeding. 
Thus  quite  astray  the  convent  leading  ?  400 

Where  on  hit  head  appeared,  I  ask  from  ye, 
The  "  nob"  indicative  of  blasphemy  ? 
Methinks  't  would  puzzle  vour  ability 
To  find  his  organ  of  scurrility. 

Meantime  the  abbess,  to  "  draw  out" 
A  bird  so  modest  and  devout. 
With  soothing  air  and  tongue  caressing 
The  "  pilgrim  of  the  Loire"  addressing. 
Broached  the  most  edifying  topics. 

To  "start"  this  native  of  the  tropics ;  41) 

When,  to  their  scandnl  and  amuze,  he 
Broke  forth — "  Morbleu  I  those  nutis  are  crazy  .'*' 
(Shewing  how  well  ho  learnt  bin  task  on 
The  packet-boat  from  that  vile  Gascon  !) 
**Fie!  brother  poll!"  with  zeiil  out  bursting, 
Kxelaimed  the  abbess,  dame  Augustiii ; 

*  "  Les  uns  disent  au  cou, 

D'autres  au  bras  ;  on  ne  sait  pas  bien  oii." 
t  "  Qualem  ministrum  fulminis  ahtem. 

Cui  rex  deorum  rcgnum  in  avus  vagos 
Commisit,  ex])ertus  fidelem 
Jupiter  in  Ganymede  flavo."  Moik, 
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But  an  the  lady's  sage  rebnkes 

Brief  answer  got  from  poll — "  Gkdzooks  l" 

Nay,  His  supposed,  he  muttered,  too, 

A  word  folks  write  with  W.  420 

Scared  at  the  sound, — "  Sure  as  a  gun. 

The  bird's  a  demon  !'*  cried  the  nun. 

*^  O  the  yile  wretch !  the  naughty  dog  I 

He's  surely  Lucifer  incog. 

What !  is  the  reprobate  before  us 

That  bird  so  pious  and  decorous — 

So  celebrated  ?" — ^Here  the  pilgrim, 

Hearing  sufficient  to  bewilder  him, 

Woimd  up  the  sermon  of  the  beldame 

By  a  conclusion  heard  but  seldom —  430 

"  Ventre  Saint  Gris!"  "Parbleu!"  and  "Sacre!" 

Three  oaths  !  and  eyery  one  a  whacker  ! 

Still  did  the  nuns,  whose  conscience  tender 
Was  much  shocked  at  the  young  offender, 
Hoping  he'd  change  his  tone,  and  alter. 
Hang  breathless  round  the  sad  defaulter : 
When,  wrathful  at  their  importunity, 
And  grown  audacious  from  impunity, 
He  firod  a  broadside  (holy  Mary !) 

Drawn  from  Hell's  own  Tocabnlary !  440 

Forth  like  a  CongroTO  rocket  burst, 
And  stormed  and  swore,  flared  up  and  cursed ! 
Stunned  at  these  sounds  of  import  stygian, 
The  pious  daughters  of  religion 
Fled  from  a  scene  so  dread,  so  horrid. 
But  with  a  cross  first  signed  their  forehead. 
The  younger  sisters,  mild  and  meek, 
Thouffht  that  the  culprit  spoke  in  Ghrcck ; 
But  the  old  matrons  and  **  the  bench" 

Knew  every  word  was  genuine  French ;  450 

And  ran  in  all  directions,  pell-mell. 
From  a  flood  fit  to  oyerwhelm  heU. 
'T  was  by  a  fall  that  Mother  Buth* 
G?hen  lost  her  last  remaining  tootli. 

«  Fine  conduct  tliis,  and  pretty  guidance  !" 
Cried  one  of  the  most  mortified  ones  ; 
'*  Pray,  is  such  language  and  such  ritual 
Among  the  Kevers  nuns  liabitual  ? 
'Twas  in  our  sisters  most  improper 
To  teach  such  curses — such  a  whopper !  400 

*  **  Toutcs  pensent  6tre  k  la  fin  du  mondc, 
£t  sur  son  nez  la  m^rc  Cunegonde 
Se  laissant  chooir,  i)crd  sa  dcmittro  dent  !'* 
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He  shan't  by  mo,  for  one,  be  Iiindered 

From  being  sent  back  to  his  kindred !" 

Tliis  prompt  decree  of  Poll's  proscription 

Was  signed  by  general  subscription. 

Straight  in  a  cage  th&  nuns  insert 

The  guilty  person  of  Vert- Vert ; 

Some  young  ones  wanted  to  detain  him ; 

But  the  grim  portress  took  "  the  paynim** 

Back  to  the  boat,  close  in  his  litter ; 

Tis  not  said  ihia  time  that  he  bU  her.  470 

Back  to  the  convent  of  his  youth. 
Sojourn  of  innocence  and  truth, 
Sails  the  green  monster,  scorned  and  hated, 
His  heart  with  vice  contaminated. 
Must  I  tell  how,  on  hia  return. 
He  scandalised  his  old  sojourn  P 
And  how  the  guardians  of  his  infancy 
Wept  o'er  their  quondam  child's  delmquency  P 
What  could  be  done  ?  the  elders  often 
Met  to  oonault  how  best  to  soften  480 

This  obdurate  and  hardened  sinner, 
Finished  in  vioe  ere  a  beginner  !* 
One  mother  counselled  "  to  denounce 
And  let  the  Inquisition  pounce 
On  the  vile  hcrotio  ;'*  another 
Thought  "  it  was  best  the  bird  to  smother  T' 
Or  "  send  the  convict  for  his  felonies 
Back  to  his  native  land — the  colonies." 
But  milder  views  prevailed.    His  sentence 
Was,  that,  until  ho  shewed  repentance,  400 

**  A  solemn  fast  and  frugal  diet, 
Silence  exact,  and  pensive  quiet, 
Sliould  bo  his  lot  j"  and,  for  a  blister, 
Ho  got,  as  gaoler,  a  lay-sister. 
Ugly  as  sin,  bad-temperod,  jealous, 
And  in  her  scru])les  over-zealous. 
A  jug  of  water  and  a  carrot 
Was  all  the  prog  she'd  give  the  parrot : 
But  every  eve  wlien  vepper-bell 

Culled  sister  Rosalie  from  lier  cell,  5(K) 

Slio  to  Vert -Vert  would  gain  admittance, 
And  bring  of  "comfits"  a  sweet  pittance. 

•  JvipUcat  in  terminis.  There  must  have  been  a  beginning,  else  how 
coiuvivo  f^Jinish  (ftin;  Kant),  unless  the  proposition  of  OcelliiH  Lucanus 
be  adopted,  viz.  arupxw  kui  anXivraiop  to  irar.  Oressot  simply 
luis  it — 

"  11  fut  un  scelcrat 
Proles  d'nbord,  et  sans  novi.riat." 
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Comfits !  alas  !  can  sweet  confections 

Alter  sour  slavery's  imperfections  ? 

What  are  "preserves"  to  you  or  me, 

When  locked  up  in  the  Iktuirshalsea  ? 

The  sternest  virtue  in  the  hulks. 

Though  crammed  with  richest  sweetmeats,  sulks. 

Taught  hy  his  gaoler  and  adversity, 
Poll  saw  the  folly  of  perversity,  510 

And  hy  degrees  his  heart  relented : 
Duly,  m  fine,  "  the  lad''  repented. 
His  Lent  passed  on,  and  sister  Bridget 
Coaxed  the  old  ahhess  to  abridge  it. 

The  prodigal,  reclaimed  and  free, 
Became  again  a  prodigy. 
And  gave  more  joy,  by  works  and  words. 
Than  ninety-nine  canary-birds, 
Until  his  death.     Which  last  disaster 

(Nothing  on  earth  endures !)  came  faster  520 

Than  they  imagined.     The  transition 
From  a  starved  to  a  stufibd  condition. 
From  penitence  to  jollification, 
Brought  on  a  fit  of  constipation. 
Some  think  he  would  be  living  still, 
If  given  a  "Vegetable  Pill  ;" 
But  from  a  short  life,  and  a  merry. 
Poll  sailed  one  day  per  Cliaron's  ferry. 

By  tears  from  nuns'  sweet  eyelids  wept, 
Happy  in  death  this  parrot  slept ;  530 

For  mm  Elysium  oped  its  portals. 
And  there  he  talks  among  immortals. 
But  I  have  read,  that  since  that  happy  day 
(So  writes  Cornelius  k  Lapide,* 

•  This  author  appears  to  have  been  a  favourite  with  Prout,  who 
takes  every  opportunity  of  recording  liis  predilection  (vide  pages  6  and 
181).  Had  the  Order,  however,  produced  only  such  writers  as  Corne- 
lius, we  fear  there  would  have  been  little  mention  of  the  Jeiuiis  in 
connexion  with  literature.  Gressct's  opinion  on  the  matter  is  contained 
in  an  epistle  to  his  cnfrire  P.  Boujeant,  author  of  the  ingenious 
treatise  Sur  I'Ame  des  Bttes  (see  p.  295)  : — 

Moins  rcv«5rend  qu'aimable  pere,  Ainchcnt  la  sdvcrite ; 

Vous  dont  I'esprit,  le  caractcre,  Et  ne  sortant  dp  leur  taiiiere 

£t  les  airs,  no  sent  point  montes  Que  sous  la  lugiibre  banni^re 
Sur  le  ton  sottcinent  austere  De  la  grave  fcfrmalite, 

De  cent  tristes  paternities,  Ileritiers  de  la  thste  enclumo 
Qui,  manqunnt  du  talent  de  plairc,         De  quclquc  pedant  ignore, 

£t  de  toute  liVeret^,  Keforgent  quelque  lourd  volume^ 
Pour  dissimuler  la  mis^re  Aux  antres  lAtius  enterre. 

D'on  eeprit  sans  amdnito, 
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Proying,  with  commentary  droll, 

Tho  transmigration  of  the  soul), 

That  still  Vert- Vert  this  earth  doth  haunt, 

Of  convent  bowers  a  visitant ; 

And  that,  gaj  novices  among, 

He  dwells,  transformed  into  a  tongue !  SdO 


No.  VTI. 

THE   SONGS   OF   FllANCE. 

OX    WINE,     WAR,    WOMEN,    WOODEN     SHOES,     PHILOSOPHV, 

FROGS,   AND   FREE   TRADE. 

Chapter  I. — Wine  and  War. 

"  Favcte  Unguis  1  Carmina  non  priiis 
Audita,  Musarum  sacerdos, 
Virginibus  puerisque  canto.'* 

Hob.  Carmeii  S<scttlare, 

"  With  many  a  foreign  author  grappHng, 
Thus  have  I,  Prout,  the  Muses'  cliaplain, 
Traced  on  Reoina's  virgin  pages 
yoiigs  for  *  the  boys '  of  after-ages." 

That  illustrious  utilitarian,  Dr.  Bowring,  the  knight-erraiit 
of  free  trndo,  who  is  allowed  to  circulate  just  now  without 
a  keeper  through  the  cities  of  France,  will  be  in  high  glec^ 
nt  tins  October  manifestation  of  Prout's  wisdom.  The 
J)octor  hath  found  a  kindred  soul  in  the  Priest.  To  pro- 
mote the  interchange  of  national  commodities,  to  cause  a 
blending  and  a  chemical  fusion  of  their  mutual  produce,  and 
establisii  an  equilibrium  between  our  negative  and  tht^ir 
positive  electricity  ;  such  appears  to  be  tlie  sublime  aspira- 
tion of  both  these  learned  pundits.  But  tlu^  beneficial  re- 
sults attendant  on  the  etfortH  of  each  are  widely  dissimihir. 
Both  Arcadians,  they  are  not  equally  successful  in  the  rivalry 
of  song.  We  have  to  record  nothing  of  Dr.  Bowring  in  tluj 
way  of  acquirement  to  this  country ;  we  have  gained  nothing 


! 
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by  his  labours  :  our  cottons,  our  iron,  our  wooUens,  and  our 
coals,  are  still  without  a  passport  to  France  ;  while  in  cer- 
tain home-trades,  brought  by  his  calculations  into  direct 
competition  with  the  emancipated  French,  we  have  en- 
countered a  loss  on  our  side  to  the  tune  of  a  few  millions. 
Not  so  with  the  exertions  of  Prout :  he  has  enriched  Eng- 
land at  the  expense  of  her  rival,  and  engrafted  on  our  litera- 
ture the  choicest  productions  of  Galhc  culture.  Silently 
and  unostentatiously,  on  the  bleak  top  of  Watergrasshill,  he 
has  succeeded  in  naturalising  these  foreign  vegetables,  asso- 
ciating himself  in  the  gratitude  of  posteritv  with  the  planter 
of  the  potato.  The  inhabitants  of  these  islands  may  now, 
thanks  to  Prout !  sing  or  whistle  the  "  Songs  of  F^nce," 
duty  free,  in  their  vernacular  language  ;  a  vastly  important 
acquisition !  The  beautiful  tunes  of  the  "  Ck  ira  *'  and 
"  Charmante  Gabrielle  "  will  become  familiarised  to  our  dull 
ears ;  instead  of  the  vulgar  "  Peas  iipon  a  trencher,"  we  shall 
enjoy  that  barrel-organ  luxury  of  France,  "  Partant  pour  la 
Syrie  ;"  and  for  "  The  Minstrel  Boy  to  the  wars  is  gone," 
we  shall  have  the  original,  "  Malbroock  s*en  va-t-en  guerre." 
What  can  be  imagined  more  calculated  to  establish  an  har- 
monious understanding  between  the  two  nations,  than  this 
attempt  of  a  benevolent  clergyman  to  join  them  in  a  hearty 
chorus  of  common  melody  ?  a  grand  "  duo,"  composed  of 
bass  and  tenor,  the  roaring  of  the  bull  and  the  croaking  of 
th  frog  ?  ^  .        > 

To  return  to  Bowring.  Commissions,  of  inquiry  are  the 
order  of  the  day ;  but  some  travelling  "  notes  of  interroga- 
tion "  are  so  misshapen  and  grotesque,  that  the  response  or 
result  is  but  a  roar  of  laughter.  This  doctor,  we  perceive, 
is  now  the  hero  of  every  dmner  of  every  "  Chambre  de  Com- 
merce ;"  his  toasts  and  his  speeches  in  Norman  French  are, 
we  are  told,  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  comic  performance,  towards 
the  close  of  each  banquet.  He  is  now  in  Burgundjr,  an  in- 
dustrious labourer  in  the  vineyard  of  his  commission ;  and 
enjoys  such  particular  advantages,  that  Brougham  from  his 
woolsack  is  said  to  cast  a  jealous  eye  on  his  missionary's  de- 
partment ;  "  invidi&  rumpantur  ut  ilia  Codri."  The  whole 
affair  exhibits  that  sad  mixture  of  imbecility  and  ostenta- 
tion too  perceptible  in  all  the  doings  of  Utihtarianism.    Of 
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wbocie  commMoners  Phadrus  has  long  ago  giyen  the  pro- 
totype: 

"Bit  ardeliomim  quflBdam  Bomo  natio 
Trepid^  ooncananB,  oooupata  in  otio, 
Gntb  anheUiu,  moltiim  agendo,  nihil  agens." 

The  publication  of  this  Paper  on  French  Songs  is  in- 
tended, at  this  particular  season,  to  counteract  the  preva- 
lent epidemic,  which  hurries  away  our  population  in  crowds 
to  Puns.  By  furnishing  them  here  at  nome  with  Gallic 
yHesMw,  we  hope  to  induce  some,  at  least,  to  remain  in  the 
eoontry,  and  forswear  emigration.  K  our  "preventive 
check  succeed,  we  shall  have  deserved  well  of  our  own 
waterinff-places,  which  naturally  look  up  to  us  for  protec- 
tiim  and  patronage.  But  the  girls  will  never  listen  to 
good  advice^ 

"Eabhjprettj  minx  in  her  consoienoe  thinks  that  nothing  can  improve 
ner, 
UnUaa  ihe  Met  the  Tuilerief ,  and  trips  along  the  Lourre.*' 

Never  in  the  memoir  of  EEonrA  has  Begent  Street 
suffered  such  complete  depopulation.  It  hath  emptied  it- 
self into  the  "  Boulevards."  Our  city  friends  will  keep  an 
eye  on  the  Monument,  or  it  may  elope  from  Pudding  Lane 
to  the  "  Place  Vend6me :"  but  as  to  the  Thames  flowing 
into  the  Seine,  we  cannot  yet  anticipate  so  alarming  a  phe- 
nomenon, although  Juvenal  records  a  similar  event  as  having 
occurred  in  his  time — 

"Totus  in  Tyborim  defluxit  Orontea." 

Yet  there  is  still  balm  in  Gilead,  there  is  still  com  in 
Egypt.  The  "  chest "  in  which  old  Prout  hath  left  a  legacy  of 
hoarded  wisdom  to  the  children  of  men  is  open  to  us,  for 
comfort  and  instruction.  It  is  rich  in  consolation,  and  frauglit 
\^nth  goodly  maxims  adapted  to  every  state  and  stage  of  sub- 
lunary vicissitude.  The  treatise  of  Boethius,  "  de  Consola- 
tione  Philosophic,"  wosked  wonders  in  its  day,  and  assuaged 
the  tribulations  of  the  folks  of  the  dark  ages.  Tlie  sibylline 
books  were  consulted  in  all  cases  of  emergency.  Prout's 
strong  box  rather  resembleth  the  oracular  portfolio  of  the 
Sibyl,  inasmuch  as  it  chiefly  containeth  matters  written  in 
verse ;  and  even  in  prose  it  appeareth  poetical.    Versified 
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apophthegms  are  always  better  attended  to  than  mere  pro- 
saic crumbs  of  comibrt ;  and  we  trust  that  the  "  Songs  of 
France,"  which  we  are  about  to  publisli  for  the  patriotic 
purpose  above  mentioned,  may  have  the  desired  effect. 

"  Carmina  vel  copIo  possunt  deduccre  lunam ; 
Carmine  Bt  super!  placantiir,  carmine  manes  : 
Duciie  ab  urbe  domum^  mea  carmina,  ducite  Dapbnim !" 

When  Saul  went  mad,  the  songs  of  the  poet  David  were 
the  only  effectual  sedatives ;  and  in  one  of  that  admirable 
series  of  homilies  on  Job,  St.  Chrysostom,  to  fix  the  atten- 
tion of  his  auditory,  breaks  out  in  fine  style :  4>f^i  ouy,  ay«- 
^9ir£,  rtti  AaStdxTji  xtdaoa;  avax^ouffu/d^iv  to  -v^/a^'x/xov  /xsXo^,  xou 
Tr,v  avd^dJTivriv  yoovTii  raXafTOj^iav  tt'TUfMiv^  xa/  r.  >..  {Serm,  III. 
in  Job.)  These  French  Canticles  are,  in  Prout*s  manuscript, 
given  with  accompaniment  of  introductory  and  explanatory 
observations,  in  which  they  swim  like  water- fowl  on  the 
bosom  of  a  placid  and  pellucid  lake  ;  and  to  each  song  there 
is  underwritti^n  an  English  translation,  like  the  liquid  re- 
flection of  the  floating  bird  in  the  water  beneath,  so  as  to 
recall  the  beautiful  image  of  the  swan,  which,  according  to 
the  father  of  "  lake  poetry," 

"  Floats  double — swan  and  shadow." 

Vale  et  fruere ! 

OLIVEE  YOEKE. 

Ret/ent  Street,  Ut  Oct.  1834. 


Watergrat$hiU,  Oct.  1833, 

I  HAVE  lived  among  the  French :  in  the  freshest  dawn  of 
early  youth,  in  the  meridian  hour  of  manhood's  maturity, 
my  lot  was  cast  and  my  lines  fell  on  the  pleasant  places  of 
that  once-happy  land.  Full  gladly  have  I  strayed  among 
her  gay  hamlots  and  licr  hospitable  chateaux,  anon  breaking 
the  brown  loaf  of  the  peasant,  and  anon  seated  at  the  board 
of  her  noblemen  and  her  pontiffs.  1  have  mixed  industri- 
ously with  every  rank  and  every  denomination  of  hor  people, 
tracin.fj  as  1  went  along  the  jn^culiar  indications  of  the  Celt 
arid  the"  Frank,  the  Normand  and  the  Breton,  the  languc 
d'oui  and  the  lanyue  d'oc;  not  at  the  same  time  overlooking 
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flie  endeimcfeatuiM  of  unrivalled  Gaacony.  ThemanofiM^ 
li]xiiig[  industry  of  L^ona,  the  Gtithic  reminisoenoes  of  Toun, 
tbe  historic  assodationB  of  Orleans,  the  mercantile  enter- 
prise and  opulence  of  Bordeaux,  Marseilles,  the  emporium 
of  the  Levant,  each  claimed  my  wonder  in  its  turn,  it  was 
a  goodl;^  scene  I  and,  compared  to  the  ignoble  and  debas^ 
generatioii  that  now  usurps  the  soil,  my  recollections  of 
ante-revolutionarj  France  are  like  dreams  of  an  antediluvian 
iroild.  And  in  those  days  arose  the  voice  of  song.  The 
duvacteristic  cheerAilness  of  the  country  found  a  vent  for 
its  superabundant  joy  in  jocund  carols,  and  music  was  at 
onee  toe  oflhnring  ana  the  parent  of  gaiety.  Sterne,  in  his 
"Sentimental  Journey,"  had  seen  the  peasantry  whom  he  so 
cnphically  describes  in  that  passage  concerning  a  marriage- 
ftast — a  generous  flagon,  grace  f&er  meat,  and  a  dance  ou 
ibe  men  turf  under  the  canopy  of  approving  Heaven.  Nor 
did  tne  Irish  heart  of  Goldsmith  (who,  like  myself,  rambled 
on  the  banks  of  the  Loire  and  the  Oaronne  with  true  pedes- 
trian philosophy)  fail  to  enter  into  the  spirit  of  joyous 
exuberance  ^vniieh  animated  the  inhabitants  of  each  village 
through  which  we  passed,  poor  and  penniless,  but  a  poet ; 
and  he  himself  tells  us  that,  with  his  flute  in  his  pocket,  he 
mi^ht  not  fear  to  quarter  himself  on  any  distnct  in  the 
south  of  France, — such  was  the  charm  of  music  to  the  ear 
of  the  natives  in  those  happy  days.  It  surely  was  not  of 
France  that  the  poetic  tourist  spoke  when  he  opened  his 
"Traveller"  by  those  sweet  verses  that  tell  of  a  loneliness 
little  experienced  on  the  banks  of  tho  Loire,  however  felt 
elsewhere — 

"  Remote,  unfriended,  solitary,  slow ; 
Or  by  the  lazy  Sclieldt,  or  wandering  Po,"  &c 

For  Goldy,  the  village  maiden  lit  up  her  brightest  smiles  ; 
for  him  the  tidy  housewife,  "  on  hospitable  cares  intent," 
brought  forth  the  wheaten  loaf  and  the  well-seasoned  sau- 
sage :  to  welcome  the  forei^  troubadour,  the  master  of  tho 
cottage  and  of  the  vineyard  produced  his  best  can  of  wiue, 
never  loath  for  an  excuse  to  drain  a  cheerful  cup  with  un 
honest  fellow ;  for, 

^      **  Si  bon^  commcniiui,  caiiso)  sunt  quinquo  bibendi : 
Ilospitis  adyentus,  prsesens  sitis  at  que  futura, 
Yd  Yini  bonitaa^vcl  quelibet  altera  cauia." 
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AJl  this  buoyancy  of  spirits,  all  this  plentiful  gladness, 
found  expression  and  utterance  in  the  national  music  and 
songs  of  that  period ;  which  are  animated  and  lively  to  ex- 
cess, and  bear  testimony  to  the  brisk  current  of  feeling  and 
the  exhilarating  influence  from  which  they  sprung.  Each 
season  of  the  happy  year,  each  incident  of  primitive  and 
rural  life,  each  occurrence  in  village  history,  was  chronicled 
in  uncouth  rhythm,  and  chanted  with  choral  glee.  The  bap- 
tismal holy  day,  the  marriage  epoch,  the  soldier's  return,  the 
"  patron  saint,"  the  harvest  and  the  vintage,  "  le  jour  des 
rois,"  and  "  le  jour  de  Noel,"  each  was  ushered  in  with  the 
merry  chime  of  parish  bells  and  the  extemporaneous  out- 
break of  the  rustic  muse.  And  when  mellow  autumn  gave 
place  to  hoary  winter,  the  genial  source  of  musical  inspira- 
tion was  not  frozen  up  in  the  hearts  of  the  young,  nor  was 
there  any  lack  of  traditionary  ballads  deHved  from  the  me- 
mory of  the  old. 

"  Ici  lo  chanvre  pr^par^ 
Toume  autour  du  fuacau  Gotliiquc, 

Et  8iir  iin  banc  mal  assurd 

La  bergcre  la  plus  antique 

Chanto  la  mort  du  *  Balafr^* 
D*une  Yoix  plaintiTe  et  tragiquc." 

"  While  the  merry  fireblocks  kindle, 
While  the  gudewifo  twirls  hor  spindle. 
Hark  the  song  which,  nigh  the  embers, 

Singeth  yonder  withered  crone ; 
Well  I  ween  tliat  hag  remembers 
Many  a  war-tale  past  and  gone." 

This  characteristic  of  the  inhabitants  of  Gaul,  this  con- 
stitutional attachment  to  music  and  melody,  has  been  early 
noticed  by  the  writers  of  the  middle  ages,  and  remarked  on 
by  her  historians  and  philosophers.  The  eloquent  iSalvian 
of  Marseilles  (a.d.  440),  in  his  book  on  Providence  ("  de 
(jrubcniatione  I)ei"),  says  that  his  fellow-countrymen  had  a 
habit  of  drowning  care  and  banishing  melancholy  with  songs : 
"  Cautilenis  infortiinia  sua  solantur."  In  the  old  jurispru- 
dence of  tlie  Gallic  code  we  are  told,  by  lawyer  de  March- 
angy,  in  his  work,  "  la  Gaule  Po^tique,  that  all  the  goods 
and  chattels  of  a  debtor  could  be  seized  by  the  creditor, 
with  the  positive  exception  of  any  .musical  instrument,  lyre. 
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bagpipe,  op  flute,  which  happened  to  be  in  the  house  of  mis- 
fortune ;  the  hiwgivers  wisely  and  humanely  providing  a 
source  of  consolation  for  the  poor  devil  when  all  was  gone. 
We  have  still  some  enactments  of  Charlemagne  interwoven 
in  the  labyrinthine  intricacies  of  the  capitularian  law,  having 
reference  to  the  minstrels  of  that  period ;  and  the  song  of 
Boland,  who  fell  at  Roncesvaux  with  the  flower  of  GWllic 
chivalry,  is  still  sung  by  the  grenadiers  of  France  : 

*'  Soldats  Fran9oi8,  diantons  Roland, 
L'honneur  de  la  chevalerie,'*  &c.,  &o. 

Or,  as  Sir  Walter  Scott  will  have  it, 

*'  O !  for  a  blA3t  of  that  wild  horn, 
On  Fontarabia*8  echoes  borne,"  &c. 

During  the  crusades,  the  minstrelsy  of  France  attained  a 
high  degree  of  refinement,  delicacy,  and  vigour.  Never  were 
love-adventures,  broken  hearts,  and  broken  heads,  so  plenti- 
ful. The  novelty  of  the  scene,  the  excitement  of  departure, 
the  lover's  farewell,  the  rapture  of  return,  the  pilgrim's  tale, 
the  jumble  of  war  and  devotion,  laurels  and  palm-trees — all 
these  matters  inflamed  the  imagination  of  the  troubadour, 
and  ennobled  the  efliisions  of  genius.  Oriental  landscape 
added  a  new  charm  to  the  creations  of  poetry,  and  the  bard 
of  chivalrous  Europe,  transported  iuto  the  scenes  of  volup- 
tuous Asia,  acquired  a  new  stock  of  imagery ;  an  additional 
chord  would  vibrate  on  his  lyre.  Thii^bault,  comte  de  Cham- 
pagne, who  swayed  the  destinies  of  the  kingdom  under  Queen 
Blanche,  while  St.  Louis  was  in  Palestine,  distinguished 
himself  not  only  by  his  patronage  of  the  tuneful  tribe,  but 
by  his  own  original  compositions ;  many  of  which  I  have 
overhauled  among  the  MSS.  of  the  King's  Library,  when  I 
was  in  Paris.  Kichard  Coeur  de  Lion,  whose  language, 
liabits,  and  character,  belonged  to  Normandy,  was  almost  as 
clever  at  a  liallad  as  at  the  battle-axe :  his  faithful  trouba- 
dour, Blondol,  acknowledges  his  master's  competency  in 
things  poetical.  ]3ut  it  was  reserved  for  the  immortal  Kenc 
d'Anjou,  called  by  the  people  of  Provence  le  bon  rotj  Ren4, 
to  confer  splendour  and  hlat  on  the  gentle  craft,  during  a 
reign  of  singular  usefulness  and  popularity,  lie  was,  in 
truth,  a  rare  personage,  and  well   aeserved  to  leave  his 
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memory  embalmed  in  the  recollection  of  his  fellow-oonntpy- 
men.  After  having  fought  in  liis  youth  under  Joan  of  Arc, 
in  rescuing  the  territory  of  France  from  the  grasp  of  her 
invaders,  and  subsequently  in  the  wars  of  Scander  Beg  and 
Ferdinand  of  Arragon,  he  spent  tlie  latter  part  of  his  event- 
ful life  in  diffusing  happiness  among  his  subjects,  and  making 
his  court  the  centre  of  refined  and  classic  enjoyment.  Aix 
in  Provence  was  then  the  seat  of  ciWlisation,  and  the  haunt 
of  the  Muses.  While  to  Rene  is  ascribed  the  introduction 
and  culture  of  the  mulberry,  and  the  consequent  develop- 
ment of  the  silk-trade  along  the  Rhone,  to  his  fostering  care 
the  poetry  of  France  is  indebted  for  many  of  her  best  and 
simplest  productions,  the  rondeau,  the  madrigat,  the  triolet, 
the  lay,  tne  virelai,  and  other  measures  equally  melodious. 
His  own  ditties  (chiefly  church  hymns)  are  preserved  in  the 
Bibliothfeque  du  Roi,  in  his  own  handwTitmg,  adorned  by 
his  royal  pencil  with  sundry  curious  enluminations  and  alle- 
gorical emblems. 

A  rival  settlement  for  the  "  sacred  sisters"  was  established 
at  the  neighbouring  court  of  Avignon,  where  the  temporary 
residence  of  the  popes  attracted  the  learning  of  Italy  and  of 
the  ecclesiastical  world.  The  combined  talents  of  church- 
men and  of  poets  shone  with  concentrated  eftulgence  in  that 
most  picturesque  and  romantic  of  cities,  fit  cradle  for  th(j 
muse  of  Petrarca,  and  the  appropriate  resort  of  every  cou- 
temporar}*^  excellence.  The  pontific  presence  shed  a  lustre 
over  this  crowd  of  meritorious  men,  and  excited  a  spirit  of 
emulation  in  all  the  walks  of  science,  unknown  in  any  other 
European  capital :  and  to  Avignon  in  those  days  might  be 
applied  the  observation  of  a  Latin  poet  concerning  that  small 
town  of  Italy  which  the  residence  of  a  single  important  per- 
sonage sufiiced  to  illustrate : 

"  Veios  habitante  Camillo, 
nilc  Boma  fuit."  Luciy. 

The  immortal  sonnets  of  Laura's  lover,  written  in  the  polished 
and  elegant  idiom  of  Lombardy,  had  a  perceptible  effect  in 
sofleniug  what  was  harsh,  and  refining  what  was  uncouth, 
in  the  love  songs  of  the  Troubadors,  whose  language  (not 
altogether  obsolete  in  Provence  at  the  present  time)  bears  a 
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cloee  afl&nitj  to  the  Italian.  But  this  "  light  of  song,**  how- 
ever gratifying  to  the  lover  of  early  literature,  was  but  a  sort 
of  crepuscular  brightening,  to  herald  in  that  full  dawn 
of  true  taste  and  knowledge  which  broke  forth  at  the  appear- 
ance of  Francis  I.  and  Leo  X.  Then  it  was  that  Europe's 
modem  minstrels,  forming  their  lyric  effusions  on  the  im- 
perishable models  of  classical  antiquity,  produced,  for  the 
bower  and  the  banquet,  for  the  court  and  the  camp,  strains 
of  unparalleled  sweetness  and  power.  I  have  already  en- 
richea  my  papers  with  a  specimen  of  the  love-ditties  which 
the  amour  of  Francis  and  the  unfortunate  Comtesse  de 
Chateaubriand  gave  birth  to.  The  royal  lover  has  himself 
recorded  his  chivalrous  attachment  to  that  lady  in  a  song 
which  is  preserved  among  the  MSS.  of  the  Duke  of  Bucking* 
ham,  in  tne  Biblioth^ue  du  Boi.    It  begins  thus : 

"  Ores  que  je  la  tiens  boub  ma  loy, 
Plus  je  regno  amant  quo  roy, 
Adieu,  Tisages  de  cour/*  &c.  &o. 

Of  the  songs  of  Henri  Quatre,  addressed  to  Gabrielle 
d*Etrfes,  and  of  the  ballads  of  Mary  Stuart,  it  were  almost 
superfluous  to  say  a  word  ;  but  iu  a  professed  essay  on  so 
interesting  a  subject,  it  would  be  an  unpardonable  oinigsiou 
not  to  mention  two  such  illustrious  contributors  to  the 
minstrelsy  of  France. 

From  crowned  heads  the  transition  to  !Maitre  Adam  (the 
poetic  carpenter)  is  rather  abrupt ;  but  lie  deserves  most 
honourable  rank  among  the  tuneful  brotherhood.  Without 
quitting  his  humble  profession  of  a  joiner,  he  published  a 
vohmie  of  songs  (liheims,  1650)  under  the  modest  title  of 
"  Dry  Chips  and  Oak  Shavings  from  the  Workshop  of  Adam 
Billaud."  Many  of  his  staves  are  right  well  put  out  of 
hand.  But  he  had  been  preceded  by  Clement  MiirCt,  a  luost 
cultivated  poet,  who  had  given  the  tone  to  French  versiHca- 
tion.  Mallierbe  was  also  a  capital  Ivric  writer  in  the  gran- 
diose style,  and  at  times  pathetic.  Then  there  was  Konsard 
and  Panard.  Jean  de  ]\leun,  who,  with  Guillaume  de  Lorris, 
concocted  the  "  Boman  de  la  Bose :"  Villon,  Charles  d'Or- 
k'ans,  Gringoire,  Alain  Chnrtlor.  Hertaut,  and  sundry  others 
of  the  old  school,  deservedly  cliallenge  the  antiquar)^  and 
critic's  commendation.    The  subsequent  glories  of  Voiture, 
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Scuderi,  Dorat,  Boufflers,  Florian,  Eacan,  and  Chalieu,  would 
claim  their  due  share  of  notice,  if  the  modem  lyrics  of 
Lamartine,  Victor  Hugo,  Andre  Chenier,  Chateaubriand,  and 
Delavigne,  like  the  rod  of  the  prophet,  had  not  swallowed 
up  the  inferior  spells  of  the  magicians  who  preceded  them. 
But  I  cannot  for  a  moment  longer  repress  my  enthusiastic 
admiration  of  one  who  has  arisen  in  our  da3's,  to  strike  in 
France,  with  a  master-hand,  the  lyre  of  the  troubadour,  and 
to  fling  into  the  shade  all  the  triumphs  of  bygone  minstrelsy. 
Need  I  designate  Beranger,  who  has  created  lor  himself  a 
style  of  transcendent  vigoiur  and  originality,  and  who  has 
sung  of  ti?«r,  love,  and  iriw?,  in  strains  far  excelling  those  of 
Blondel,  T}Tta)U8,  Pindar,  or  the  Te'ian  bard.  He  is  now 
the  genuine  representative  of  QtiUic  poesy  in  her  convivial, 
her  amatory,  her  warlike^  and  her  philosophic  mood :  and  the 
plenitude  of  the  inspiration  that  dwelt  successively  in  the 
souls  of  all  the  songsters  of  ancient  France  seem^'  to  have 
transmigrated  into  Beranger,  and  found  a  fit  recipient  in  his 
capacious  and  liberal  mind : 

**  As  some  bright  riyer,  that,  from  &11  to  fiill 
In  many  a  inazo  dcBccnding,  bright  in  all, 
Finds  some  fair  region,  where,  each  labyrinth  past, 
In  one  full  lake  of  liglit  it  rcsta  at  last." — Lalla  Ro9kk. 

Let  me  open  the  small  volume  of  his  chansons^  and  take  at 
venture  the  first  that  ofiers.  Good !  it  is  about  the  grape. 
Wine  is  the  grand  topic  with  all  poets  (after  the  laSies)  ; 
hear  then  his  account  of  the  introduction  of  the  grape  into 
Burgundy  and  Champagne,  efiected  through  the  instrumen- 
tality of  I3rennu8.  , 

Srcnnu£(,  \    Clje  i&ong  of  Srmnutf, 

Ou  la   Vigne  planlte  dant  let  Or  the  Introduction  of  the  Grape 

GauUf.  into  France. 

TrxE-"The  Night  before  Larrj.*' 

Brcnniiii  di^ait  aux  bons  Gaulois,  AVhenBrennuscame  back  here  from 

"  Cc\6hrcz  im  triompho  iiisirnu* !  Rome, 

Lee  champs  de  Home  ont  payc  mes  Tlieso  words  he  is  said  to  have 

exploits,  8]^oken : 

Ft  j*en  rap]>orte  un  cep  do  vi«jnc ;  "  We  have  conquered,  my  boys? ! 

Trivcs  dc  sou  j  us  tout-puiesan t ,  and  brought  home 

A  sprig  of  the  vine  for  a  iokou ! 
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Noua  avons  yaiucu  pour  en 
boire; 
Sur  nos  coteaux  que  le  pampre  na- 
issant 
Scire  k  couronuer  la  yictoire. 


Un  jour,  par  ce  raisin  yermeil 

Des  peuplea  yous  aerez  Tcnvie  ; 
Dana  son  nectar  plein  des  feux  du 
soleil 
Tous  les  arts  puiseront  la  vie. 

Quittant  nos  bords  favorises, 
Millo  yaisseaux  iront  sur  Tondu 
Charg^  de  yins  et  de  fleurs  pa- 

yoises, 
Porter  la  joie  autour  du  monde. 


Bacchus  !  cmbcllis  nos  dcstins ! 

Un  people  hospitalicr  te  prie, 
Fais   qu'un   proscrit,   assis   h,  nos 
festius, 

Oublio  un  moment  sa  patrie." 
Brennus  olors  bcnnit  les  Cieux, 

Crcuso  la  terre  iivcc  sa  lance, 
Flante  la   vigne !    ct   les   Qtiuloi:} 


Cheer,  my  hearties!  and  welcome 
to  Gaul 
This  plant,  which  we  won  from 
the  foeman ; 
*Tis  enough  to  repay  us  for  all 
Our  trouble  in  beating  the  Ro- 
man ; 
Bless  the  eods !  and  bad 
luck  to  uie  geese ! 

O  !  take  care  to  treat  well  the  fair 
guest, 
From  the  blasts  of  the  north  to 
protect  her ; 
Of  your  hillocks,  the  sunniest  and 
best 
Make  them  hers,  for  the  sake  of 
her  nectar. 
She  shall  nurse  your  young  Qauls 
with  her  juice  j 
Oiye  life  to  'the  arts'  in  liba- 
tions; 
While  your  ships  round  the  globe 
shall  produce 
Her  goblet  of  joy  for  all  nations — 
E'en  the  foeman  shall 
taste  of  our  cup. 

The  exile  wlio  flies  to  our  hearth 
SIio  shall  soothe,  all  his  sorrows 
redressing ; 

For  the  vine  is  tne  parent  of  mirth, 
And  to  sit  in  its  shade  is  a  bless- 
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joveux 
Dans  ravcnir   out  vii 
Franco !" 


So  the  soil  Brennus  dug  with  his 
lance, 
'Mid  the  crowd  of  Qaul's  war- 
La  riors  and  sages  ; 

And  onr  forefathers  grim,  of  gay 
France 

Got  a  glimpse  through  the  yista 
of  ages — 
And   it  gladdened   the 
hearts  of  the  Gauls ! 

Such  is  the  classical  and  genial  range  of  thought  in  which 
Bcranger  loves  to  indulge,  amid  the  unpretending  effusions 
of  a  professed  drinking  song ;  embodying  his  noble  and  pa- 
triotic aspirations  in  the  simple  form  of  an  historical  anec- 
dote, or  a  light  and  fanciiul  allegory.     He  abounds  in 
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philanthropic  sentiments  and  generous  outbursts  of  pas- 
sionate eloquence,  v/hich  come  on  the  feelings  unexpectedly, 
and  never  udl  to  produce  a  corresponding  excitement  in  the 
heart  of  the  listener.  I  shall  shortly  return  to  his  glorious 
canticles ;  but  meantime,  as  we  are  on  the  chapter  of  wine, 
by  way  of  contrast  to  the  style  of  Bcranger,  1  may  be  al- 
lowed to  introduce  a  drinking  ode  of  a  totally  different  cha- 
racter, and  which,  from  its  odd  and  original  conceptions, 
and  harmless  jocularity,  I  think  deserving  of  notice.  It  is, 
besides,  of  more  ancient  date ;  and  gives  an  idea  of  what 
songs  preceded  those  of  Bcranger. 


9.ti  lEIosetf  tie  rSatt. 


II  pleut !  il  pleut  enlln ! 

£t  la  TJgiie  alt^ree 

Va  8e  voir  rcstaur^o 
Par  un  bicnfait  divin. 
Bo  Tcau  chantons  la  gloire, 

On  la  mepriflo  en  vain, 
Cest  I'eau  qui  nous  fait  boiro 

Du  Tin !  du  Tin !  du  vin ! 

Cest  par  Teau,  j*en  conviens, 

Que  Dieu  fit  le  ddluge ; 

Mais  ce  souverain  Juge 
Mit  le  mal  pr^  du  bien ! 
Du  deluge  Thistoire 

Fait  naitre  le  raisin  ; 
Ccst  Teau  qui  nous  fait  boire 

X>u  Tin !  du  vin !  du  Tin ! 


Wii\xt  Brbtov  to  Wiatn. 

AiB— "  Life  let  us  cherish." 

Rain  best  doth  nourish 

Earth's  pride,  the  budding  Tine ! 
Grapes  best  will  flourish 

On  which  the  dewdrops  shine. 
Then  why  should  water  meet  with  scorn, 

Or  why  its  claim  to  praise  resign  P 
Wlien  from  that  bounteous  source  is  bom 

The  vine !  the  vine  !  the  vine ! 

Bain  best  disposes 

Earth  for  each  blossom  and  each  bud  | 
True,  we  are  told  by  Moses, 

Once  it  brought  on  **  a  flood :" 
But  while  that  flood  did  all  immerse, 

All  save  old  Noah's  holy  line, 
Frar  read  the  clmpter  and  the  Torse— 

The  Tine  is  there !  the  vine ! 


Ah !  combien  je  jouis 
Quand  la  riviere  apporte 
Des  Tins  de  toute  sortc 

Et  do  tous  les  pays  ! 

Ma  caTe  est  mon  armoire — 
A  I'instant  tout  est  plein ; 


Wine  by  water-carriage 

Bound  the  globe  is  best  conToyed ; 
Then  why  disparage 

A  path  for  old  Bacchus  made  ? 
When  in  our  docks  the  cargo  lands 
Wliich  foreign  merchants  here  consign, 
CviBt  I'cau  qm  nous  fait  boire  The  wine's  red  empire  wide  expands — 
Du  vin !  du  vin !  du  vin !         Tlie  Tine !  the  vmo !  the  vino ! 

Par  un  tems  sec  ct  beau        (  Bain  makes  the  miller 

Le  meunicr  du  village.  Work  his  glad  wheel  the  liTclong  day  ; 

Se  morfond  sans  ouvrage,     Bain  brings  the  tiller, 
H  ne  boit  que  do  Teau ;  And  driTes  dull  care  away  : 
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n  rontre  dans  m  gloire  For  without  rain  he  l&du  the  stream, 

Quand  Teaa  remtre  au  And  £un  o'er  watery  cupe  muit  pine } 

moulin ;  But  when  it  raina,  he  courts,  I  deem,   i 

Ceet  Fean  qui  loi  fidt  boire  The  Tine!  the  vine  1  the  Tine  I*       I 

Da  Tin  I  duTinl  duTin!  — ^ 

Faat-il  nn  tndt  nouTeau  ?  Though  all  good  judges 
Mes  amis,  je  le  guette  \  Water's  worth  now  understand, 

Yojoi  4  la  guinguette  Mark  Ton  chiol  who  drudges 

Bntror  oe  porteur  d'eau !  With  buckets  in  each  hand  t 

n  7  perd  la  mftmoire  ^  He  toils  with  vaotw  through  the  town, 
IMS  trayauz  du  matin }  Until  he  spies  a  certain  **  sign," 

Cest  I'eau  qui  lui  fiut  boire  Whore  entermg,  all  his  labour  done, 
Da  Tin !  du  Tin  !  du  Tin  I        He  drains  thy  juice,  O  Tine  I 

Mais  4  Tous  chanter  I'eau  But  ^ure  water  sinking 

Je  sens  que  je  m'alt^ ;  Dries  fiill  soon  the  poet's  tongue ; 

DonnesmoiTiteune  Terra  So  crown  all  b^  brinnng 
Du  donx  jus  du  tonneau —  A  draught  mrawn  m>m  the  bong 

Oe  Tin  Tient  de  la  Loire,  Ofronder  cask,  that  wine  contains 

Oubien desbords duBhin;       Of  Loire's  good  Tintage  or  the  Bhine 

Cest  I'eau  qui  nous  fait  boire  Queen  of  whose  teeming  margin  reigns 

Da  Tin  1  du  Tin !  du  Tin !        The  Tine !  the  Tine  1  the  Tine  I 

A  ''  water-poet"  is  a  poor  creature  in  general,  and  though 
limpid  and  lucid  enougn,  the  foregoing  runs  at  a  very  low 
level.  Something  more  lofty  in  lyrics  and  more  in  the  Pin- 
daric vein  ought  to  follow ;  for  though  the  old  Theban  him- 
self opens  by  striking  a  key-note  cubout  the  excellence  of 
that  element,  he  soon  soars  upward  far  above  low-water 
mark,  and  is  lost  in  the  clouds — 

'**Multa  Dirccum  levat  aura  cycnum ;" 

yet,  in  his  highest  flight,  has  he  ever  been  wafled  on  more 
daring  and  vigorous  pinions  than  B^ran^er  P  This  will  be 
at  once  seen.  Search  the  racing  calen&r  of  the  Olvmpic 
turf  for  as  manv  olympiads  as  you  please,  and  in  the  horse- 
poetry  you  will  find  nothing  better  than  the  "Cossack's 
Address  to  his  Charger." 

*  Tliis  idea,  containing  an  apparent  paradox,  has  been  frequeathr 
worked  up  in  the  quaint  writing  of  the  middle  ages.  There  is  an  old 
Jesuits'  nddle,  which  I  learnt  among  other  wise  saws  at  their  ooUegeSi 
from  which  it  will  appear  that  this  MilUr  is  a  regular  Joe, 

Q,  **  Suave  bibo  vinum  quotics  mihi  suppetit  unda ; 
Undaque  si  desit,  quid  bibo  P*' 

B,  ''Tristisaquamr 
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le  Cliant  tin  Costaque. 

Yiens,  mon  counier,  noble  ami  da  Gosaqne, 

Yolo  au  signal  des  trompettcs  du  nord ; 
Prompt  au  pillage,  intr^pide  k  Tattaque, 

Pr6te  sous  moi  des  ailes  k  la  mort. 
L'or  n*enrichit  ni  ton  frein  ni  ta  selle, 

Mais  attends  tout  du  prix  de  mes  exploits  t 
Hennis  d*orgueil,  6  mon  coursier  fidcle, 

£t  foule  aux  pieds  les  peuples  et  les  rois. 

La  paix  qui  fuit  m'abandonne  tes  guides, 

La  yieiile  Europe  a  perdu  ses  remparts  ; 
Yiens  de  tr^sors  combler  mes  mains  avidcs, 

Yiens  reposer  dans  V  asile  des  arts, 
Betoume  boiro  k  la  Seine  rebello, 

Oh,  tout  sanglant,  tu  t*es  lav^  deux  fois : 
Hennis  d*orgu^  6  mon  coursier  fiddle, 

£t  foule  aux  pieds  les  peuples  et  les  rois. 

Comme  en  un  fort,  princes,  nobles,  et  pretres, 

Tons  assi^g^  par  leurs  sujets  soufirans. 
Nous  ont  crie  :  Venez,  soyez  nos  mattres — 

Nous  serons  serfs  pour  demeurer  tjrans  ! 
J^ai  pris  ma  lance,  et  tons  yont  deyant  elle 

HumUier,  et  le  sceptre  et  la  croix  : 
Hennis  d'orgueil,  6  mon  coursier  fiddle, 

£t  foule  aux  pieds  les  peuples  et  les  rois. 

J*ai  d'un  g^nt  yu  le  fant^me  immense 

Sur  nos  bivouacs  fixer  un  osil  ardent ; 
n  s'dcria :  Mon  r^gne  recommence ; 

£t  de  sa  hache  il  montrait  I'Occident ; 
Pu  roi  des  Huns  o'^tait  I'ombre  immortelle ; 

Fils  d'Attila,  f  ob^is  k  sa  Yoix 
Hennis  d'orgueil,  6  mon  coursier  fidMe, 

£t  foule  ftux  pieds  les  peuples  et  les  rois. 

Tout  oct  dclat  dont  TEurope  est  si  fi^re, 

Tout  ce  saToir  qui  ne  la  defend  pas, 
S*engloutira  dans  les  flots  de  poussi^ 

Qu'autour  de  moi  Tont  soulever  tes  pas 
Efface,  efface,  en  la  course  nouyelle, 

Temples,  palais,  mcBurt,  souyenirs,  et  loif  I 
Hennis  d*orgaeil,  6  mon  ooursier  fiddle, 

Bt  foule  aux  pieds  lee  peuplee  et  les  rois. 
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V^t  ikong  of  tt)e  CoiiaA. 

Come,  arouse  thee  up,  my  gallant  horse,  and  bear  thy  rider  on ! 
The  comrade  thou,  and  the  friend,  I  trow,  of  the  dweller  on  the 

Don. 
Pillage  and  Death  have  spread  their  wings!   'tis  the  hour  to  liic 

thee  forth, 
And  with  thy  hoofs  an  echo  wake  to  the  trumpets  of  the  North ! 
Nor  gems  nor  gold  do  men  behold  upon  thy  saddle-tree ; 
But  earth  affords  the  wealth  of  lords  for  thy  master  and  for  thee. 
Then  fiercely  neigh,  my  charger  grey !  —  thy  chest  is  proud   and 

ample ; 
Thy  hoofs  shall  prance  o'er  the  fields  of  France,  and  the  pride  of  her 

heroes  trample ! 

Europe  is  weak — she  hath  grown  old— her  bulwarks  are  laid  low ; 
She  is  loath  to  hear  the  blast  of  war — she  shrinketh  from  a  foe ! 
Come,  in  our  turn,  let  us  sojourn  in  her  goodly  haimts  of  joy — 
In  the  pillarM  porch  to  wave  the  torch,  and  her  palaces  destroy ! 
Proud  as  when  first  thou  slak'dst  thy  thirst  in  the  flow  of  conquered 

Seine, 
Are  shalt  thou  lave,  within  that  wave,  thy  blood-red  flanks  again. 
Then  fiercely  neigh,  my  gallant  grey !  —  thy  chest  is  strong  and 

ample! 
Tliy  hoofs  shall  prance  o'er  the  fields  of  Franco,  and  the  pride  of  her 

heroes  trample ! 

Kings  are  bcloagucrM  on  their  thrones  by  their  own  vassal  crew ; 
And  in  their  den  quake  noblemen,  and  priests  are  bearded  too  ; 
And  loud  they  yelp  for  the  Cossacks'  help  to  keep  their  bondsmen 

down, 
And  they  think  it  meet,  while  they  kiss  our  feet,  to  wear  a  tyrant's 

crown! 
The  sceptre  now  to  my  lance  shall  bow,  and  the  crosier  and  the  cross 
Shall  bend  alike,  when  I  lift  my  pike,  and    aloft  tuat   sceptuk 

toss ! 
Then  proudly  neigh,  my  gallant  grey !  —  thy    chest  is  broad  and 

ample ; 
Thy  hoofs  shall  prance  o'er  the  fields  of  France,  and  the  pride  of  her 

heroes  trample ! 

In  a  night  of  storm  I  have  seen  a  form !— and  the  figure  was  a  gtant, 

And  his  eye  was  bent  on  the  Cossack's  tent,  and  liis  look  was  all  de- 
fiant ; 

Kingly  his  crest  —  and  towards  the  West  with  his  battle-axe  ho 
pointed ; 

And  the  "form'*  I  saw  irot  Attila!  of  this  earth  the  scourge 
anointed. 
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From  the  CoMack*8  camp  let  the  horseman's  tramp  the  coming  craih 

announce ; 
Lot  therulture  whet  his  beak  sharp  set,  on  the  carrion  field  to  pounce ; 
And  proudly  neigh,  my  charger  grey! — O  !  tliy  chest  is  broad  and 

ample ; 
Tliy  hoofs  shidl  prance  o*er  the  fields  of  France,  and  the  pride  of  her 

heroes  trample ! 

Wliat  boots  old  Europe's  boasted  fame,  on  which  she  builds  reliance, 
When  the  North  shall  launch  its  avalan-he  on  her  works  of  art  and 

science  ? 
Hath  she  not  wept  her  cities  swept  by  our  hordes  of  trampling 

stallions  ? 
And  tower  and  arch  crush'd  in  the  march  of  our  barbarous  battalions  ? 
Can  we  not  wield  our  fathers'  shield  ?  the  same  war-liatchet  handle  ? 
Do  our  blades  want  length,  or  the  reapers'  strength,  for  the  harvest 

of  the  Vandal  ? 
Then  proudly  neigh,  my  gallant  grey,  for  tliy  chest  is  strong  and 

ample ; 
And  thy  hoofs  shall  prance  o'er  the  fields  of  France,  and  the  prido  of 

licr  Jieroes  trample ! 

In  the  foregoing  glorious  song  of  the  Cossack  to  liis 
Horse,  Beranger  appears  to  me  to  have  si<;ually  evinced  that 
peculiar  talent  discoverable  iu  most  of  his  lyrical  imperson- 
ations, which  enables  him  so  completely  to  identify  himself 
with  the  character  he  undertakes  to  portray,  tliat  the  poet 
is  lost  sight  of  in  the  all-absorbing  splendour  of  the  theme. 
Here  we  have  the  mind  hurried  away  with  irresistible  grasp, 
and  flung  down  among  the  wild  scenery  of  the  river  Don, 
amid  the  tents  of  the  Scythians  and  an  encampment  of  the 
North.  If  we  are  sufficiently  dull  to  resist  the  impulse  that 
would  transport  our  rapt  soul  to  the  region  of  the  poet's 
inspiration,  still,  even  on  the  quiet  tympanum  of  our  effe- 
minate ear,  there  cometli  the  sound  of  a  barbarian  cavalry, 
heard  most  fearfully  distinct,  thundering  along  the  rapid 
and  sonorous  marcli  of  the  stanza ;  the  terrific  spectre  of 
the  King  of  the  Huns  frowns  on  our  startled  fancy :  and 
we  look  on  this  sudden  outpouring  of  Berauger's  tremendous 
poetry  with  the  sensation  of  Virgil's  shepherd,  awed  at  the 
torrent  that  sweeps  down  from  the  Apennines, — 

**  Stupet  inscius  alto 
Accipiens  sonitum  saxi  do  vertice  pastor." 

There  is  more  where  that  came  from.    And  if,  instead  of 
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oriental  imagery  and  "  barbaric  pearl  and  gold,"  camels, 
palm-trees,  bulbuls,  houris,  frankincense,  silver  veils,  and 
other  gewgaws  with  whicli  Tom  Moore  Las  glutted  the 
market  of  literature  in  his  "  Lalla  Rookh,"  we  could  pre- 
vail on  our  poetasters  to  use  sterner  stuff,  to  dig  the  iron 
mines  of  the  North,  and  send  their  Pegasus  to  a  week's 
training  among  the  Cossacks,  rely  on  it  we  should  have  more 
vigour  and  energy  in  the  bone  and  muscle  of  the  winged 
animal.  Drawing-room  poets  should  partake  of  the  rough 
diet  and  masculine  beverage  of  tliis  hardy  tribe,  whose 
cookery  has  been  described  in  "  Hudibras,"  and  of  whom 
the  swan  of  Mantua  gently  singeth  with  becoming  admir- 
ation : 

'*  £t  lac  concretum  cum  Fanguino  point  equino." 

Lord  Byron  is  never  more  spirited  and  vigorous  than 
when  he  recounts  tlie  catastrophe  of  Mazeppa ;  and  in  the 
whole  of  the  sublime  rhapsody  of  "  Childe  Harold,"  there 
is  not  a  line  (where  all  breathes  the  loftiest  enthusiasm)  to 
be  compared  to  his  northern  slave, 

" Butchered  to  make  a  Roman  hcljclay  !'* 

He  is  truly  great,  when,  in  the  fulness  of  prophetic  inspi- 
ration, he  calls  on  the  (Jolhs  to  "arise  and  ,c:liit  their  ire!" 
However,  let  none  woo  the  nuise  of  the  North,  without 
solid  capabilities  :  if  Moore  were  to  present  himself  to  the 
nymph's  notice,  I  fear  he  would  catch  a  Tartar. 

The  "  Songs  of  France,"  properly  so  called,  exhibit  a  fund 
of  inexhaustible  good-humour,  at  the  same  time  that  they 
are  fraught  with  the  most  exalted  philosophy.  Addison 
has  written  a  "commentary"  on  the  ballad  of  "Chevy 
Chase ;"  and  the  public  is  indebted  to  him  for  having  re- 
vealed the  recondite  value  of  that  excellent  old  chant :  but 
there  is  a  French  lyrical  composition  coeval  with  the  En- 
glish ballad  aforesaid,  and  containing  at  least  an  equal 
quantity  of  contemporary  wisdom.  The  opening  verses  may 
give  a  spechnen  of  its  wonderful  range  of  thought.  They 
run  thus : 

"  Le  bon  roy  Dagobert 
Avail  wis  sa  culottc  d>  TcnTers  : 
Le  bon  Saiht  Eloy 
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Lui  dit,  *0  mon  roy ! 

Votre  jnajest^ 

S'est  mal  oulott^  !* 

'  Eh  bien,*  dit  ce  bon  roy, 

*  Je  yais  la  romettre  h  rendroit.*  "• 

I  do  not,  as  in  other  cases,  follow  up  this  French  quota- 
tion by  a  literal  version  of  its  meaning  in  English,  for  several 
reasons  ;  of  which  the  principal  is,  that  I  intend  to  revert 
to  the  song  itself  in  my  second  chapter,  when  I  shall  come 
to  treat  of  "  frogs"  and  "  wooden  shoes."  But  it  may  be 
well  to  instruct  the  superficial  reader,  that  in  this  apparently 
simple  stanza  there  is  a  deep  blow  aimed  at  the  imbecilitj 
of  the  then  reigning  monarch ;  and  that  under  the  eulotte 
there  lieth  much  hidden  mystery,  explained  by  one  Sartor 
Eesartus,  Professor  Teufelsdrockh,  a  G-erman  philosopher. 

Confining  myself,  therefore,  for  the  present,  to  wine  and 
war  J I  proceed  to  give  a  notable  war-song ,  of  which  the  tune 

•  Dagobort  II.,  king  of  Aufltralisia,  was  conveyed  away  in  his  infancy 
to  Ireland,  according  to  the  historians  of  the  country,  by  orders  of  a 
designing  maire  dn  palais,  who  wished  to  get  rid  of  him.  (See  Mczeray, 
Hist,  de  Fran. ;  tlie  Jesuit  Daniel,  Hist.  Franc. ;  and  Abb^  Mac  G^ghe- 
han,  Hist.  d'Irlande.)  He  was  educated  at  the  school  of  Lismore,  so 
celebrated  by  the  venerable  Bedc  as  a  college  of  European  reputation. 
His  peculiar  manner  of  wearing  his  trowsers  would  seem  to  nave  been 
learned  in  Cork.  St.  £loi  was  a  brassfounder  and  a  tinker.  He  is  the 
patron  of  the  Dublin  corporation  guild  of  smiths,  who  call  him  (igno- 
rantly)  St.  Loy.  This  saint  was  a  good  Latin  poet.  The  king,  one  day 
going  into  his  chariot,  a  clumsy  contrivance,  described  by  BoUeau — 

*'  Quatre  boeufs  attel^,  d*un  pas  tranquil  et  lent, 
Promenaient  dans  Paris  le  monarque  indolent"— 

was,  as  usual,  attended  by  his  favourite,  Eloi,  and  jokingly  asked  him 
to  make  a  couplet  extempore  before  the  drive.  Eloi  stipulated  for  the 
wages  of  song  ;  and  having  got  a  promise  of  the  two  oxen,  launched  out 
into  the  following — 

*'  Ascendit  Dagobert,  veniat  bos  unus  ct  alter 
In  nostrum  stabulum,  carpere  ibl  pabulum  t** 

King  Dagobert  was  not  a  bad  hand  at  Latin  verses  himself,  for  ho  is 
supposed  to  have  written  that  exquisite  elegy  sung  at  the  dirge  for  the 
dead — 

**  Dies  ine,  dies  ilia 
Solvet  ssDclum  in  favillA, 
Teste  David  cum  sibyllA,"  Ae. 
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is  well  known  throughout  Europe,  but  the  words  and  the 
poetry  are  on  the  point  of  being  effaced  from  the  superficial 
memory  of  this  flimsy  generation.  By  my  recording  them 
in  these  papers,  posterity  will  not  be  deprived  of  their  racy 
humour  ana  exquisite  naivetd  :  nor  shall  a  future  age  be  re- 
duced to  confess  with  the  interlocutor  in  the  "  Eclogues,"  "  nu- 
meroa  memini,  si  verba  tenerem.*^  Who  has  not  hummed  in  hfs 
lifetime  the  immortal  air  of  Malbrouck  ?  Still,  if  the  best 
antiquary  were  culled  on  to  supply  the  original  poetic  com- 
position, such  as  it  burst  on  the  world  in  the  decline  of  the 
classic  era  of  Queen  Anne  and  Louis  XIV.,  I  fear  he  would 
be  unable  to  gratify  the  curiosity  of  an  eager  public  in  so 
interesting  an  inquiry.  For  many  reasons,  therefore,  it  is 
highly  meet  and  proper  that  I  should  consign  it  to  the  im- 
perishable tablets  of  these  written  memorials ;  and  here,  then, 
foUoweth  the  song  of  the  lamentable  death  of  the  illustrious 
John  Churchill,  which  did  not  take  place,  by  some  mistake, 
but  was  nevertheless  celebrated  as  follows : 


^albroucfe. 

Malbrouck  t'en  va-t-en  guerre, 
Mi  rou  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taino, 
Malbrouck  s'en  va-t-eii  guerre, 
On  n's^ait  quand  il  revicndra.  [_ter. 


II  rcviendra  k  PAques, 

Mi  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taine, 

11  rcviendra  k  PAqucs, 

Ou  i  la  Trinit<?.  [ier. 

Ja  Trinite  »o  passe, 

Mi  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taine, 

La  Trinite  se  passe, 

Malbrouck  ne  roviont  pas.      [_ter, 

Madame  h  sa  tour  montc. 
Mi  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taine, 
Madame  k  sa  tour  monte, 
Lcpluflhautqu'onpeutmonter  [<er. 

Ello  voit  venir  un  page, 

Mi  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taine, 

EUe  voit  venir  un  page 

De  noir  tout  habille.  Iter, 


{RalbxoviA. 

Malbrouck,   the  prince  of   com- 

mandorp. 
Is  gone  to  the  war  in  Flanders  ; 
His  fame  is  like  Alexander's  ; 
But  when  will  lie  come  home  ?  [Vr. 

Perhaps  at  Trinity  Feast,  or 
Perhaps  ho  may  come  at  Easter. 
E^ad !  lie  had  better  make  liastc,  or 
We  fear  he  may  never  come,  [tor. 

For  **  Trinity  Feast"  is  over, 
And  has  brought  no  news  from 

Dover ; 
And  Easter  is  past,  moreover  ; 
And  Malbrouck  still  delays.    \_(e>\ 

Milady  in  her  watch-tower 
Si^ends  many  a  |)ensivo  hour, 
Not  well  knowing  wliy  or  liow  her 
Dear  lord  from  England  stays,  [/cr. 

While  sitting  quite  forlorn  in 
That  tower,  she  spies  returning 
A  page  clad  in  deep  mourning, 
Witli  fainting  steps  and  slow,  [ter. 
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Mon  page,  6  mon  beau  -page, 
]M  L  ron  toD,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  tainc, 
HI  on  page,  6  mon  beau  page, 
Quelle  nouTelle  apportez  ?      [/er. 


La  nouvelle  que  j*apporte, 

"Mi  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taine, 

J^a  nouTelle  que  j'apporte 

Vos  beaux  yeux  vont  plcurer.  [<«*. 

^Fonsieur  Malbrouck  est  mort, 
I^Ii  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  tainc, 
Hlonsieur  Malbrouck  est  mort, 
Est  mort  et  enterre.*  [/*r. 

Jo  I'ai  vu  porter  en  terre, 

^[i  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taine, 

Jc  I'ai  vu  porter  en  terre 

Par  quatrez'  officiers.  [/er. 

L'un  portait  son  grand  sabre, 
jVn  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taine, 
L*un  portait  son  grand  sabre, 
L'autro  son  boucUer.  [/er. 

Lc  troisi^mo  son  casque, 
Mi  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  taine, 
Lo  troisieme  son  casque, 
Panache  renverse.  [_(er. 

IVautre,  jene  s^ais  pas  bicn, 
]Mi  ron  ton,  ton  ton,  mi  ron  tainc, 
Ij' autre,  jo  ne  B<;ais  pas  bien, 
Mais  je  crois  qu'il  ne  portait  rien. 

Such,  O  phlegmatic  inhabitants  of  these  countries !  is  the 
celebrated  funeral  song  of  Malbrouck.  It  is  what  we  would 
ill  Ireland  call  a  keen  over  the  dead,  with  this  diflerence, 
that  the  lamented  deceased  is,  among  us,  generally  dead 
outright,  with  a  hole  in  his  skull ;  whereas  the  subject  of 
tlie  pathetic  elegy  of  "  Monsieur"  was,  at  the  time  of  its 
composition,  both  alive  and  kicking  all  before  him.  It  may 
not  DC  uninteresting  to  learn,  that  both  the  tune  aiul  the 
words  were  composed  as  a  "  lullaby"  to  set  the  infant  Dau- 

*  Ktirai  nurpoxXof  vtKvo^  iti  ait^tfiaxovrat 

Vvuvov  arop  Ta  yt  TCi'x*'  (X*'  KopvOaioKog  *Eirrwp. 


"  O  page,  prithee,  como  faster ; 
What  news  do  you  bring  of  your 

master  ? 
I  fear  there  is  some  disaster, 
Your  looks  are  so  full  of  woe."[<cr. 

"  The  news  I  bring,  fiur  lady," 
With  sorrowful  accent  said  he, 
"  Is  one  you  are  not  ready 
So  soon,  alas !  to  hear.  [/er. 

But  since  to  speak  I*m  hurried," 
Added  this  page,  quite  flurried, 
"Malbrouck  is  deadand  buried!"— 
(And  hero  he  shed  a  tear.)      [/er. 

''  Ile^s  dead!  he*s  dead  as  a  herring! 
For  I  beheld  his  *  btrring* 
And  four  officers  transferrins; 
His  corpse  away  from  thefiela.[/er. 

One  officer  carried  his  sabre, 
And  he  carried  it  not  without  la- 
bour. 
Much  envying  his  next  neighbour, 
Who  only  bore  a  shield.  \ttr. 

The  third  was  helmet-bearer — 
That  helmet  which  on  its  wearer 
Filled  all  who  saw  with  terror. 
And  covered  a  hero's  brains,  [ter. 

Now,  haying  got  so  far,  I 
Find  tliat  (by  the  Lord  Harry !) 
The  fourth  is  left  nothing  to  carry ; 
So  there  the  thing  remams."  [ter. 
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pliin  to  sleep ;  and  that,  having  succeeded  in  the  object  of 
soporific  emcacj,  the  poetess  (for  some  make  Madame  de 
Sevign^  the  authoress  of  "  Malbrouck,"  she  being  a  sort  of 
L.  E.  L.  in  her  day)  deemed  historical  accuracy  a  minor 
consideration.  It  is  a  fact,  that  this  tune  is  the  only  one 
relished  by  the  South  Sea  islanders,  who  find  it  "most 
musical,  most  melancholy."  Chateaubriand,  in  his  Itineraire 
de  Jerusalem,  says  the  air  was  brought  from  Palestine  by 
Crusaders. 

As  we  have  just  given  a  war-song,  or  a  lullaby,  I  shall 
introduce  a  dilferent  subject,  to  avoid  monotony.  I  shall 
therefore  give  the  poet  B^ranger's  famous  ode  to  Dr.  Lard- 
ner,  concerning  his  Cyclopaedia.  The  occasion  which  gave 
rise  to  this  lyrical  efiusion  was  the  recent  trip  of  Dionysius 
Lardner  to  Paris,  and  his  proposal  (conveyed  through  Dr. 
Bowring)  to  Bt^ranger,  of  a  handsome  remuneration,  if  the 
poet  woiUd  sing  or  say  a  good  word  about  his  "  Cabinet  Cyclo- 
pedia," which  Dr.  Bowring  translated  as  "  son  Encyclop^die 
068  Cabinets"  {jVaisance  ?)  Lardner  gave  the  poet  a  dmner 
on  the  strength  of  the  expected  commendatory  poem,  when 
the  following  song  was  composed  after  the  third  bottle : 

I'Spte  ire  Samodeif.  CI)e  Stniuv  of  23tonpi{tns{. 

De  Damoclca  Tepee  est  bien  connuo,  O !  who  hath  not  heard  of  the  sword 

Kn  songo  ti  tabic  11  m'a  ecmbl^  la  which  old  Dennis 

Toir :  Hung  over  the  head  of  a  Stoic  ? 

Sous  cette  <$p^e  ot  mena^ante  et  And  how  the  stern  sago  bore  that 

niie,  terrible  menace 

Denis  Tancien  me  for^ait  k  m'as-  With  a  fortitude  not  quite  he- 

seoir.  roic  ? 

Je  m'^criais  que   mon  dcstin  s'a*  There's  a  Dennis  the  "tyrant  of 

chcTO —  Cecily"*  hight, 

La  coupe  en  main,  au  doux  bruit  (Most  sincerely  I  pity  his  lady, 

CCS  concerts,  ah !) 

O  vieux  Denis,  jo  mo  ris  de  ton  Now  this  Dennis  is  doomed  for  his 

glaive,  sins  to  indite 

Jo  bois,  je  chante,  et  je  sifllo  tes  A  "  Cabinet  Cyclopwdia." 

vers ! 

"  Que  du  mopris  la  linine  au  moins  He   pressed   me   to  dine,  and  ho 
mo  snuve !"  placed  on  my  head 

Dit  oe  pedant,  qui  rompt  un  fd  An  appropriate  garland  of  poppies; 
lt»gcr ; 

•  Dr.  L.  had  then  a  bill  before  the  Lords  for  divorce  from  bis  first 
wife,  Cecilia  Flood,  niece  uf  the  celebrated  Lrish  orator. 
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Lo  fer  pesant  tombe  but  ma  t^te  And,  lo !   from  the  ceiling  there 
chauTO,  hung  by  a  thread 

J*entendfl  ces  mots,  "Denia  s^ait  A  bale  of  imaaleable  copies. 

se  venger !"  "  Puff  my  writings,"  he  cried,  "  or 
life  Toil^  mort  ct  poursuirant  mon  your  skull  shall  be  crushed  1" 

r^ve—  "  That  I  cannot,"  I  answered,  with 
La  coupe  en  main,  je  repute  aux  honesty  flushed. 

cnfers,  "Be    your    name    Dionysius    or 
O  vieux  Denis,  je  me  ris  de  ton  Thad^,  ah ! 

glaivo,  Old  Dennu,  my  boy,  though  I  were 
Jo  bois,  je  chantc,  ct  je  siffle  tes  to  enjoy 

vers!  But  one  glass  and  Ofie  song,  still 

0110  laugh,  loud  and  long, 
I  should  hare  at  your  Cyclopsdia.*' 

So  adieu,  Dr.  Lardner,  for  the  present,  ass  in  prcuenti ; 
and  turn  we  to  other  topics  of  song. 

The  eye  of  the  connoisseur  has  no  doubt  detected  sundry- 
latent  indications  of  the  poet's  consummate  drollery ;  but 
it  is  in  ennobling  insignificant  subjects  by  reference  to  his- 
torical anecdote  and  classic  allegory,  that  the  delicate  tact 
and  singular  ability  of  Bcranger  are  to  be  admired.  It  will 
be  in  the  recollection  of  those  who  have  read  the  accom- 
plished fabulist  of  Eome,  Phsedrus,  that  he  commends  JSi- 
monides  of  Cos  for  bis  stratagem,  when  hired  to  sing  the 
praise  of  some  obscure  candidate  for  the  honours  of  the 
Olympic  race-course.  The  bard,  finding  no  material  for 
verse  m  the  life  of  bis  vulgar  hero,  launched  into  an  enco- 
mium on  Castor  and  Pollux,  twin-brothers  of  the  olden  turf. 
Bcranger  thus  exemplifies  his  most  homely  subject  hj  the 
admixture  of  Greek  and  Koman  associations.  The  onginal 
is  rather  too  long  to  be  transcribed  here ;  and  as  my  trans- 
lation is  not,  in  this  case,  a  literal  version,  the  less  it  is  con- 
fronted witli  its  prototype  the  better.  The  last  stiinza  I  do 
not  pretend  to  understand  rightly,  so  I  put  it  at  the  bottom 
of  the  page  in  a  note,*  supposing  that  my  readers  may  not 
be  so  blind  as  1  confess  I  am  concerning  this  intricate  and 
enigmatical  passage  of  the  ode. 

•  **  Diogcnc !  sous  ton  niauteau, 

Libro  ct  content,  je  ris,  jo  bois,  pans  gene  ; 

Libre  et  coutiMit,  je  roulo  mon  tonncau ! 
Lautcmc  en  main,  dans  TAthcncs  modenio 

Clicrcher  un  homnie  est  un  dessein  furt  bcuu ! 
Mais  quaud  lo  soir  voit  brillcr  ma  lantcme, 

C'est  aux  amoui*s  qu*clle  ecrt  dc  flambeau." 
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According  to  Biranger,  Songster, 

My  dwelling  is  ample, 

And  I've  set  an  example 
For  all  lovers  of  wine  to  follow 

If  mj  home  you  should  ask, 

I  have  drain  d  out  a  cask, 
And  I  dwell  in  the  fragrant  hollow! 
A  disciple  am  I  of  Diogenes — 
O  !  his  tuh  a  most  classical  lodging  is ! 
'Tis  a  beautiful  alcove  for  thinking ; 
'Tis,  besides,  a  cool  grotto  for  drinking: 
Moreover,  the  parish  throughout 
You  can  readily  roll  it  about. 
O !  the  berth 

For  a  lover  of  mii*th 
To  revol  in  jokes,  and  to  lodge  in  case, 
Is  the  classical  tub  of  Diogenes ! 

In  politics  I'm  no  adept. 
And  into  my  tub  when  I've  crept, 
They  may  canvass  in  vain  for  my  vote. 
For  besides,  after  all  the  great  cry  and  Imbbub, 
Hefoum  gave  no  "  t<'n  j)0und  franchise"  to  my  tub  j 

So  your  "  bill"  I  don't  value  a  groat ! 
And  us  for  tliat  idol  of  filtli  and  vulgarity, 
Adorned  now-a-dnys,  and  yclept  Popularity, 
To  my  honio 
Should  it  come, 
And  my  hogshead's  briglit  aperture  darken, 
Think  not  to  suHi  flumiuons  I'd  hearken. 
Ko !  I'd  say  to  that  goido  griin  and  gaunt, 
Vile  pliantoni,  avaunt ! 
Oct  thee  out  of  my  sight ! 
For  thy  clumsy  opacity  shuts  out  the  light 
Of  tlie  gay  glorious  sun 
From  my  classical  tun, 
Where  a  liatcr  of  cant  and  a  lover  of  fun 
Fain  would  revel  in  inirtli,  and  would  lodge  in  case— 
The  classical  tub  oi"  Diogenes! 

In  the  park  of  Si.  C'ljud  Ihtre  stares  at  you 
A  pillar  oi'  .-rlaluo 
(^^  Hjy  liege,  the  })hilos()phcr  cynical: 
There  ho  btands  on  a  pinnacle, 
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And  his  lantern  is  placed  on  the  ground, 

While,  with  both  eyes  fixed  wholly  on 

The  favourite  haunt  of  Napoleon, 
**  A  MAN !"  he  exclaims,  **  by  the  powers,  1  have  found  !*' 
But  for  me,  when  at  eve  I  go  sauntering 
On  the  boulevards  of  Athens,  "  Love"  carries  my  lantern  | 
And,  egad !  though  I  walk  most  demurely. 
For  a  man  I'm  not  looking  full  surely; 
Nay,  I'm  sometimes  brought  dnmk  home. 
Like  honest  Jack  Beove,  or  like  honest  Tom  Buncombe. 
O !  the  nest 
For  a  lover  of  jest 

To  revel  in  fun,  and  to  lodge  in  ease, 

Is  the  classical  tub  of  Diogenes  ; 

So  much  for  the  poet's  capability  of  embellishing  what 
is  vulgar,  by  the  magic  wand  of  antique  recollections  :  pro- 
pria communia  dicere,  is  a  secret  as  rare  as  ever.  When 
Hercules  took  a  distaff  in  hand,  he  made  but  a  poor  spinner, 
and  broke  all  the  threads,  to  the  amusement  of  liis  mistress; 
Beranger  would  have  gracefully  gone  through  even  that 
minor  accomplishment,  at  the  same  time  that  the  war-club 
and  the  battle-axe  lost  nothing  of  their  power  when  wielded 
by  his  hand.     Such  is  the  versatility  of  genius ! 

Can  any  thing  compare  with  tlie  following  ode  of  this 
very  songster  of  "  the  tub,"  who  herein  shews  strikingly 
with  what  facility  he  can  diversify  his  style,  vary  his  tone, 
run  "  through  each  mood  of  the  lyre,  a  master  in  all !" 


Chatmity  1822. 

L' Al  brillait,  et  ma  jeune  maitresse 
Chantait  Ics  dieux  dans  la  Gr^co 
oubli^s ; 
Xous  coniparions  notre  Franco  & 
la  Grcce, 
Quand  im  pigeon  vint  s'abattre 
^  nos  pieds. 
Xsris  decouvro  un  billet  sous  son 
ailc; 
II   le    portait  vers  des   foyers 
ch^ris — 
Bois  aans  ma  coupe,  O  messager 
fiddle ! 
£t  dors  en  paix  but  le  sein  de 
KiBrifl. 


C{)e  Carrier^Sobr  of  9tl)rn!{. 

A  Dream,  1822. 

Helen  sat  by  my  side,  and  I  held 
To  licr  lip  the  gay  cup  in  my 
bower, 
When  a  bird  at  our  feet  we  beheld, 
As  we  talked  of  oLl  Greece  in 
that  hour ; 
And  his  wing  bore  a  burden  of 
love. 
To  some  fair  one  the  secret  soul 
telling — 
O  drink  of  my  cup,  carrier-dove ! 
And   sleep  on   the    bosom   of 
Helen. 


THE  SONGS  OF  EBAKC2. 


225 


n  mi  tomb^,  las  d*un  trop-long 
voyage ; 
Bendons-lui  yito  et  force  et  li- 
berty. 
D*U]i  traffiquAnt  remplit-il  le  mes- 
sage? 
Ya-t-il   d*amour    parler   k   la 
beauts  P 
Peat-^tre  il  poite  au  nid  qui  le 
rappelle 
Les  demiers  vobux  d*iiifortunds 
proscrits — 
Bois  dans  ma  coupe,  O  messagcr 
fidele! 
Et  dors  en  paix  sur  le  sein  de 
Ncris. 

Mais  du  billet  quelques  mots  me 
font  croire 
Qu'il  est  en  France  il  des  Grccs 
apporte ; 
II  rient  d'Atbdnes ;  il  doit  parlor 
de  gloire ; 
Lisons-lo  done  par  droit  do  pa- 
rente — 
** Mkhae  est  libra!"  Amis,  quelle 
nouvcllc ! 
Quo  do  luurici'8  tout-il-coup  rc- 
fleuria  — 
Bois  dans  ma  coupe,  O  mcssnger 
fi(iMe ! 
£t  dorM  en  paix  sur  lo  scin  do 
Nttris. 

Atheno  est  libro  I  Ah  !  buvons  ii  la 
Gr<^ce ! 
Naeris,  voioi  de  nouvcaux  dcnii- 
dieux ! 
L'Korone  en  vain,  tremblantc  do 
viello8<>e, 
Dciiheritait  ccs  aines  gloricux. 
lb  son!  vai:u}ut'urd !  Athones,  tou- 
jours  hollo, 
N'o."*!  pill:*  voueo  au  cullo  des 
debris ! — 
Bois  dnnw  uia  coupo,  O  me^sngcr 
fidi^le ! 
Et  dors  en  pnix  but  le  eein  do 
Nsris. 


Thou  art  tired — rest  awhile,  and 
anon 
Thou  shalt  soar,  with  new  energy 
thrilling, 
To  the  land  of  that  far-off  fair  one, 
If  such  be  the  task  thou*rt  ful- 
filling; 
But  perhaps  thou  dost  waft  the 
last  word 
Of  despair,  wrung  from  valour 
and  duty — 
Then  drink  of  my  oup,  carrier- 
bird! 
And  sleep  on   the    bosom    of 
Beauty. 

Ha  !  these  lines  are  from  Greece ! 
Well  I  knew 
The  loved  idiom !    Be  mine  the 
perusal. 
Son  of  France,  I'm  a  child  of  Greece 
too; 
And  a  kinsman  will  brook  no 
refusal. 
*•  Greece  iafree!"  all  the  gods  have 
concurred 
To  fill  up  our  joy's  brimming 
measure — 
O  drink  of  my  cup,  carrier  bird  ! 
And  sleep  ou  the  bosom  of  Plea- 
sure. 


Greece  is  free !  Let  us  drink  to  that 
land, 
To  our  elders  in  fame !    Did  ye 
merit 
Thus  to  struggle  alone,  glorious 
band ! 
From  whose  sires  we  our  free- 
dom inherit  ? 
The    old    glories,    which    kings 
would  dt^troy, 
Greece  regains,  never,  never  to 
lose  'em  1 
O  drink  of  my  cup,  bird  of  joy  ! 
And  sleep  on  my  Helen's  soft 
bosom. 


220 


PATHEB  PBOUT'S   BELIQTJZS. 


Muse  of  Athens!  thy  lyre  quick 
resume ! 
None   thy  anthem  of  freedom 
shall  hinder : 
Give  Anacrcon  joy  in  his  tomb, 

Audgladden  the  ashes  of  Pindar. 
Helen !  fold  that  bright  bird  to  thy 
breast, 
Kor  permit  him  henceforth  to 
desert  you — 
O  drink  of  my  cup,  winged  guest ! 
And   sleep   on   the   boeom   of 
Virtue. 


AthhnB  est  libre  !  O,  muse  dcs  Pin- 
dares, 
3iepreuds  ton  sceptre,  et  talyre, 
et  ta  voix ! 
Athene  est  libre,  en  d^pit  des  bar- 
bares  ! 
Athene  est  libre,  en  d^pit  do  nos 
rois ! 
Que  Tunivers  toujours,  instruit  par 
elle, 
Betrouve  encore  Ath^nes  dans 
Paris — 
Cois  dans  ma  coupe,  O  mcssager 
fiddle ! 
Et  dors  en  pais  sur  le  sein  dc  Nroris. 

Beau  voyageur  du  pays  des  Hel- 
lenes, 
Bepose-toi  ;    puis    Tole    2i    tes 
amours! 
Vole,    et    bient6t,  rcporte    dans 
Athenes, 
Bcviens  braver  et  tyrans  et  vau- 
tours. 
A  tant  des  rois  dont  le  trdne  chan- 
cdle, 
D'un  peuple  libre  apporte  en* 
core  les  cris — 
Bois  dans  ma  coupe,  O  messager 
fidele! 
EtdorsenpaixBurle  scindcNsoris. 

After  this  specimen  of  Bcranger's  poetic  powers  in  tlie 
sentimental  line,  I  shall  take  leave  of  him  for  the  remainder 
of  this  chapter  ;  promisin^r,  however,  to  draw  largely  on  his 
inexhaustible  exchequer  when  next  I  levy  my  contnbutions 
on  the  French.  But  I  cannot  get  out  of  this  refined  and 
delicate  mood  of  quotations  without  indulging  in  the  luxury 
of  one  more  ballad,  an  exquisite  one,  from  the  pen  of  mv 
favourite  Millevoye.  Poor  young  fellow !  he  died  when  full 
of  promise,  in  early  life ;  and  these  are  the  last  lines  his  pale 
hand  traced  on  paper,  a  few  days  before  he  expired  in  the  pretty 
village  of  Neuilly,  near  Paris,  whither  he  liad  been  ordered 
by  the  physician,  in  hopes  of  prolonging,  by  country  air,  a 
life  so  dear  to  the  Muses.    Listen  to  the  notes  of  the  swan ! 

*  It  would  bo  an  insult  to  the  classio  B<:holar  to  remind  him  that 
B^ranger  has  taken  the  hint  of  this  song  from  Anocreon's  Kpatr/ic/j 
TTcAcia,  irgdev,  iroOiv  ircraaaai,  odo  16,  (juxia  cod,  Tatic.) — PaoUT. 


But  no,  he  must  hie  to  his  liome. 
To  the  nest  where  liis  bride  is 
awaiting ; 
Soon  again  to  our  climate   hc*ll 
come. 
The  young  glories  of  Athens  re- 
lating. 
The  baseness  of  kings  to  reprove, 
To  blush  our  vile  rulers  com- 
pelling ! — 
Then  drink  of  my  goblet,  O  dove ! 
And  sleep  on  the  breast  of  my 
Helen.* 
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9tit\  pour  fHot.    I^omaiue. 

Neuilly,  Octobre,  1820. 

DanB  la  solitaire  bourgade, 

Berant  k  ses  maux  tristement, 
Lanffuissait  un  pauvre  malade, 

i)  un  mal  qui  le  va  consumant : 
II  disait,  **  Qens  de  la  chaumi^re, 
Voici  I'heure  de  la  priere, 

Et  le  tintement  du  befroi ; 

Yous  qui  priez,  pricz  pour  moi ! 


Mais  quand  toub  yerrez  la  cascade 
S*ombragerdo  sombres  rameaux, 

Youfl  direz,  *  Le  jeune  malado 
Eft  d^ivr^  de  tous  ses  maux.* 

Alors  reronez  sur  cette  Htc, 

Chanter  la  complainte  naYvo, 
£t  quand  tintera  lo  bcfroi, 
Toub  qui  priez,  priez  pour  moi  I 


^la^foriKe.    SSallalr. 

By  MilUvoyBy  on  hia  Death-bed  at 
the  Village  of  NeuiUy, 

Silent,  remote,  this  hamlet  seems — 
How  huBh*d  the  breeze !  the  ere  . 
how  calm ! 
Light  through  my  djing  chamber  .' 
beams, 
But  hope  comes  not»  nor  heal- 
ing balm. 
Kind  Ti&gers!   GK>d  bless  yonr 
shed! 
Hark !  *tis  for  prayer — the  even- 
ing bell — 
Oh,  stay !  and  near  my  dying  bed. 
Maiden,  for  me  your  rosary  tell ! 

When  leaves  shall  strew  the  water- 
full, 
Tn  the  sad  close  of  autumn  drear. 
Say,  "  The  sick  youth  is  freed  from 
all 
The  pangs  and  wo  he  suffered 
here." 
So  may  ye  speak  of  him  that's  gone; 
But  when  your  belfry  tolls  my 
knoU, 
Pray  for  the  soul  of  that  lost  one — 
Maiden,  for  mo  your  rosary  tell ! 


Ma  compagno,  ma  seulc  nmic, 

Digne  objetd'un  oonBtant  amour! 
Jc  lui  avaia  consaori?  mo  vie, 

ll^las !  jo  no  vis  qu'un  jour ! 
Plaigncz-la,  gons  dc  la  clmumicre, 
Lornqup,  h  rhcurc  do  la  priere, 

EUe  vicndra  sous  lo  befroi ; 

Vous  qui  pricz,  priez  poiur  moi!" 


Oh !  pity  her^  in  sable  robe, 

Wliotomy  grassy  grave  will  come: 
Nor  seek  a  hidden  wound  to  probe — 
She  was  my  love ! — point  out  my 
tomb ; 
Tell  her  my  life  should  have  been 
hers — 
*Twas  but  a  day !— Gk)d*s  will  !— 
'tis  well : 
But  weep  with  her,  kind  villagers ! 
Maiden,  for  mo  your  rosary  tell ! 

Simple,  imaffectcd,  tliis  is  truo  poetry,  and  goes  to  tho 
heart.  One  ballad  like  the  foregoing  is  worth  a  cart-load  of 
itoi'ilisant  elegies,  monodies,  soliloquies,  and  "  bards'  lega- 
cies." Apropos  of  melodies,  I  just  now  recollect  one  in 
Tom*8  own  style,  which  it  would  be  a  pity  to  keep  from  him. 
To  save  him  the  trouble  of  appropriating  it,  I  have  done  tho 
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job  ;  nnd  it  may  challenge  competition  Avith  his  best  amcei 
and  most  far-fott-hed  simUes.  It  is  from  an  old  troubado 
called  Pieri*e  Ronsard,  from  whom  he  has  picked  up  man) 
good  thing  ere  now. 

Lii  poudro  qui  dans  ce  crwtal  DcKt  Tom,  d'ye  see  the  rill 

Lc  oours  de«  heures  nous  n^traoc,  Of  sand  within  this  phial  ? 

Lorsque  dans  un  )K'tit  canal  It  runs  like  in  a  mill, 

SouTont  elle  passe  et  rei>asso.  And  tells  time  like  a  diaL 

F\»t  Konwril^qui,  uuiour.morbleu!  That  sand  was  once  RonsarcL 
Ihir  1m  Uniux  youxdo  ftaClvtandro       Till  Bessy  !>•••  look'd  at  him 

Siuuluiu  fut  tmnsforme  en  tVu,  Her  eye  burnt  up  the  bard 

Kt  il  uVu  n>»to  que  la  ivudriN  He's  pulrerised !  an  atom ! 

iViulw !  qui  no  t*arrv?«  jamais,  Kow  at  this  tale  so  horrid, 

T\\  teuunjsnora*  uuo  ohivn*,  l*r«T  loam  to  keep  your  smile  hi 

i'*iV'»t  qu'ayant  vw  ilo  toU  aUraits,  For  Bessy's  zone  is  "  torrid," 

U»  *-s«»uV  onquo*  uo  ivih>*<\  And  fire  is  in  her  eyeUd.t 

\Vhs\  aft  or  this*  »ampW  of  l\vnch  gallantry,  \«-ill  refni 


iKxx,\  •s^  i*  i»^o  iuauvv  tu  Kvuuim^  if«iu  over  nvo^ai^ 

i:'  c:  <iou.i      iVti^v  i/«?  *'**'•*''     ^ouUvi»\  sU\  ^U\,  and  a  fl 
aauvl  N'lhvu'  vAluv.'-ivviia,  hrt\o  cr^^pt,  m  »pito  of  U8,  into  oi 

»,,.,,  4. V^/.  bui  lu  vU^U.*u.HMa'  lhopMn^i^7  ho  mamoil  n  ihTmols^] 

"  Ui  ••  iv.  «^\u  W  montunmi  dixit  lianisiH^x 
Vh\  uto^iuua  oral  i  iHn\jugis  ilia  fuitr' 


O.Y. 


I    jv...»-  n«l  ''*'  »*^'  »*^>*"  ^* '!«"  ingi^nious  eonettto .-  it  is  to  be  f 
.♦...  1,1 1^''  k'  "  '^**  »'*  »»^»^»mo  Amalthi,  who  flourished  in  the  14th  cem   " 
••  i\  \:i\\w\\^*  \\\  \\\v\y  p\dTis  qui  diridit  horaa, 
\.\  \«\j,t«i«  •«^it^t''<^iit*  '"'P^  recurrititer, 
\U^t^  vMt  \l.«(ppuis  qui,  Galls  ut  vidit  ocellog, 

\\ak\.  y\  !*•<  iMHH)  faotus  ab  i^e  cinis. 
Iu»  >|s«Mv>  i-Mt(«  I  nuMTum  tcstabere  amantcia 
W^y\^  nt<«  «ntlU  p^^s0o  quiete  firoi.'* 


228  FATHER  PBOUT's  BELIQUIS. 

job ;  and  it  may  challenge  competition  with  his  best  concetti 
and  most  far-fetched  similes.  It  is  from  an  old  troubadour 
called  Pierre  Eonsard,  from  whom  he  has  picked  up  many  a 
good  thing  ere  now. 

La  poudre  qui  dans  oe  cristal  Dear  Tom,  d'ye  see  the  rill 

Le  cours  des  heures  nous  retrace,  Of  sand  within  this  phial  ? 

Lorsque  dans  un  petit  canal  It  runs  like  in  a  mill, 

SouTent  elle  passe  et  repasse.  And  tells  time  like  a  dial. 

Fut  Ronsard,qui,  un  jour,  morblcu!  That  sand  was  once  Ronsard, 

Par  les  beaux  yeuxde  saClvtandre  Till  Bessy  D***  look'd  at  him.* 

Soudain  fut  transform^  en  feu,  Her  eje  burnt  up  the  bard — 

Et  il  n'en  reste  que  la  cendre.  He's  pulveriseKl !  an  atom ! 

Cendre !  qui  ne  t*arrete8  jamais,  Now  at  this  tale  so  horrid, 

Tu  t^moigneras  une  chose.  Pray  Icam  to  keep  your  smile  hid, 

Cest  qu'ayant  vu  de  tels  attraits.  For  Bessy's  zone  is  "  torrid," 

Lo  coBur  onqu^  ne  repose.  And  fire  is  in  her  eyelid.t 

Who,  after  this  sample  of  French  gallantry,  will  refuse 
to  that  merry  nation  the  sceptre  of  supremacy  in  the  de- 
partment of  love-songs  ?  Indeed,  the  language  of  polite 
courtship  is  so  redolent  among  us  of  French  origin,  that  the 
thing  speaks  for  itself.  The  servant-maid  in  the  court  of 
Pilate  found  out  Peter  to  be  from  Galilee  by  his  accent ; 
and  BO  is  the  dialect  of  genuine  Gaul  ever  recognized  by 
the  fair.  Petits  sains — air  distingui—faite  au  tour — naivete 
— billet  doux — affaire  de  cceur — boudoir,  &c.  &c.,  and  a  thou- 
sand other  expressions,  have  crept,  in  spite  of  us,  into  our 

*  A  gipsy  had  cautioned  M.  de  la  Mothe  Yayer  against  going  too 
near  a  dyke ;  but  in  defiance  of  the  prophecy  he  married  a  demoiselle 
De  la  Fo98e  : 

**  Infoved  qui  te  moriturum  dixit  haruspex 
Non  mentitus  erat;  conjugis  ilia  fuit!"  O.  Y. 

f  Bonsard  has  no  claim  to  this  ingenious  concetto :  it  is  to  he  found 
among  the  poems  of  Jerome  Amalthi,  who  flourished  in  the  14th  century. 

"  Perspicuo  in  yitro  pulvis  qui  dividit  horas, 

Et  vagus  angiistum  ssepe  recurrit  iter, 
Olim  erat  Alcippus,  qui,  GallsD  ut  vidit  ocellos, 

Arsit,  et  est  casco  factus  ab  igne  cinis. 
Irrequiete  cinis  !  miserum  testabere  amantem 

More  tuo  null&  posse  quiete  fnu.*' 


THE   SOSrOS   OP   FBAKCE.  229 

every-day  usage.*  It  was  so  with  the  Eomans  in  reference 
to  Greek,  the  favourite  conversational  vehicle  of  gallantry 
among  the  loungers  along  the  Via  Sacra  :  at  least  we  have 
(to  say  nothing  of  Juvenal)  the  authority  of  that  excellent 
critic,  Quintilian,  who  informs  us  that  his  contemporaries, 
in  their  sonnets  to  the  Eoman  ladies,  stuffed  their  verses 
with  Greek  terms.  I  think  his  words  are:  "Tanto  est 
sermo  G-rsecus  Latino  jucundior,  ut  nostri  poet®,  quoties 
carmen  dulce  esse  voluerunt,  illorum  id  nominihus  exor- 
nent."  (Quint,  zii.  cap.  10,  sec.  83.)  And  again,  in  another 
passage,  he  saj^s  (lib.  z.  cap.  1),  "Ita  ut  mihi  sermo  Eo- 
manus  non  recipere  videatur  iUam  solis  concessam  Atticis 
Venerem."  This  is  the  Arr/xoi'  jSXito;,  Aristophanes  (Nubes, 
1176). ^Addison,  in  his  "Spectator,"  complains  of  the 
creat  number  of  military  terms  imported,  during  the  Marl-' 
Doroueh  campai|;nB,  from  the  fighting  dictionary  of  France : 
the  influx  of  this  slang  he  considered  as  a  great  disgrace  to 
his  felldir-countrymen,  a  humiliating  badge  of  foreign  con- 
quest not  to  be  tolerated.  Nevertheless,  chevattx  de  frise^^ 
nort  df  combat — aide  de  eamp — dSpSt — etat  major — brigade — 
and  a  host  of  other  locutions,  have  taken  such  root  in  our 
soil,  thart  it  were  vain  to  murmur  at  the  circumstance  of 
their  foreign  growth. 

By  way  of  reprisals,  since  we  have  inflicted  on  them  our 
budget  of  steamboat  and  railway  nomenclature,  I  think  it  but 
fair  to  make  some  compensation  to  the  French  for  all  the  sen- 
timental matters  derived  from  their  vocabulary ;  and  I  there- 
fore conclude  this  first  essay  on  their  Songs  by  giving  iheni 
a  specimen  of  our  own  love- ditties,  translated  as  well  as 
my  old  hand  can  render  the  young  feelings  of  passionate 
endearment  into  appropriate  1  Pencil  expression  : 

l/9ugui$tui$  aHaDe.  ..      2{bbt  tit  ^roiit. 

Meet  me  by  moonlight  alono,  Vicns  au    bosquet,  co  soir,  sans 

And  then  I  will  tell  you  a  talo  femoin, 

Must  bo  told  by  tho  Tight  of  tho  Bans  le  vallon,  au  elair  de  la 

moon,  lune ; 

In  the  grove  at  the  end  of  the  Ce  quo  Ton  t'y  dira  n'a  besoin 

Tale.  Ni  do  jour  ni  d*oreillo  impor- 

time. 

•  In  King  James  I.'s  reign  a  Latin  play,  enacted  at  Westminster 
School,  has  in  the  prologue,  **  hie  liabeas  /renchtjxi  quA  possiB  Tuicere 
irAtNcham.'* 
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0  remember !  be  sure  to  be  there ; 
For  though  dearly  the  moon- 

light  I  prize, 

1  care  not  for  all  in  the  air, 

If  I  want  the  sweet  light  of 
thine  ejes. 
Then  meet  me  hj  moonlight 
alone. 


Mais   Burtout   rends-toi  U  sans 
faiUir, 
Car  la  lune  a  bien  moins  de  lii- 
miere 
Que  Tamour  n*en  89ait  faire  jaillir 
De  ta  languissante  paupivre. 
Sois  au  bosquet  au  clair  de  la 
lune. 


Daylight  was  made  for  the  gay, 
For  the  thoughtless,  the  neart- 
less,  the  free ; 
But  there*B  something  about  the 
moon's  ray 
That  is  dearer  to  you,  love,  and 
me. 
Oh!  be  sure  to  be  there !  for  I  said 
I  would    shew  to    the    night* 
flowers  their  queen. 
Nay,  turn  not  aside   that  sweet 
head — 
'Tis  the  fairest  that  ever  was 
seen. 
Then  meet  me  by  moonlight 
alone. 


Pour  les  coeurs  sans  amour  le  jour 
luit, 
Le  solcil  auz  froids  pensers  pr^ 
side; 
Mais  la  pale  clart^  de  la  nuit 

Faronse  I'amant  et  le  guide 
Les  fleurs  que  son  disque  argentin 
Colore,  en  toi  verront  leur  reine. 
Quoi !  tu  baisses  ce  regard  divin, 
Jeune  beauty  yraiment  souye- 
raine? 
Bends-toi  Ik  done  aa  clair  de 
la  lune. 


If  au  English  love-song  can  be  so  easily  rendered  into  the 
plastic  language  of  Prance  bj  one  to  whom  that  flexible  and 
harmonious  idiom  was  not  native  (though  hospitable) ,  what 
must  be  its  capabilities  in  the  hands  of  those  masters  of 
the  Gallic  lyre,  Victor  Hugo,  Lamartine,  Chateaubriand, 
Delavigne,  and  Beranger  ?  To  their  effusions  I  shall  gladly 
dedicate  a  few  more  papers  ;  nor  can  I  imagine  any  literary 
pursuit  better  calculated  to  beguile,  in  a  pleasant  and  pro- 
titable  fashion,  the  winter- evenings  that  are  approaching. 
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No.  VIII. 


THE   SONGS   or   TRANCE. 

OS   WINE,    WAE,   WOMEN,    WOODEN    SnOES,    PUILOSOPHY, 

EBOGS,  AND  FBEE  TEADE. 

Chaptee  II.— Women  and  Wooden  Suobs, 

"  Nell'  estate  all'  ombra,  nel  inverno  al  fuoco, 
Pinger'  per  gloria,  e  poetar'  per  giuoco." 

Saloator  Rosa, 

Cool  shade  is  summer's  haunt,  fireside  November's; 
The  rod  red  rose  theu  yields  to  glowing  embers : 
Etchings  by  Dan  Maclise  then  place  before  us ! 
Drawings  of  Cork !  to  aid  Front's  Gullio  chorus. 

O.  Y. 

In  this  gloomy  month  our  brethren  of  the  "  broad  sheet," 
resigned  to  the  anticipated  casualties  of  the  season,  keep 
by  tnem,  in  stereotype,  announcements  which  never  fail  to 
be  put  in  requisition ;  viz.  "  Deatli  by  Drowning,"  "  Ex- 
traordinary Fog,"  "  Melancholy  Suicide,"  "  Felo  de  se,*' 
with  doleful  headings  borrowed  from  Young's  "  Night 
Thoughts,"  Ovid's  "  Tristia,"  Hervey  on  Tombs,  and  Zim- 
merman on  Solitude.  There  is  much  punctuality  in  this 
recurrence  of  tlie  national  dismals.  Long  ago,  Guy  Faux 
considerately  selected  the  fifth  of  November  for  despatch- 
ing the  stupid  and  unreformed  senators  of  Great  Britain  ; 
so  cold  and  comfortless  a  month  being  the  most  acceptable, 
he  thought,  that  could  bo  chosen  for  warming  their  ho- 
nourable house  with  a  few  seasonable  fagtjots  and  barrels 
of  gunpowder.  Philanthropic  citizen !  Neither  he  nor  Sir 
AVilliam  Congreve,  of  rocket  celebrity — nor  Friar  Bacon, 
the  original  concocter  of  "villanous  saltpetre" — nor  Parson 
Malthus,  the  patentee  of  the  "preventive  check"  —  nor 
Dean  Swift,  the  author  of  "  A  Modest  Proposal  for  turning 
into  Salt  Provisions  the  Oft  spring  of  the  Irish  Poor" — nor 
Brougham,  the  originator  of  the  new  reform  in  the  poor 
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laws — nor  Mr.  O'Connell,  the  Belisarius  of  the  poor-box, 
and  the  stanch  opponent  of  any  provision  for  his  half-starved 
tributaries — will  ever  meet  their  reward  in  this  world,  nor 
even  be  appreciated  or  understood  by  their  blind  and  un- 
grateful fellow-countrymen.  Happily,  however,  for  some 
of  the  above-mentioned  worthies,  there  is  a  warm  comer 
reserved,  if  not  in  Westminster  Abbey,  most  certainly  in 
"  another  place ;"  where  alone  (God  forgive  us !),  we  in- 
cline to  think,  their  merits  can  be  suitably  acknowledged. 

Sorrowful,  indeed,  would  be  the  condition  of  mankind, 
if,  in  addition  to  other  sources  of  sublunary  desolation  over 
which  we  have  no  control,  Father  Prout  were,  like  the  sun, 
to  obnubilate  his  disk,  and  withdraw  the  light  of  his  coun- 
tenance from  a  disconsolate  world : 

*'  Caput  obscurd  nitidum  ferrugine  tezit, 
Impiaque  SBtemam  timuerunt  secula  noctem." 

Then,  indeed,  would  unmitigated  darkness  thicken  the  al- 
ready "  palpable"  obscure ;  dulness  place  another  pad-"  Lock 
on  the  human  understanding,"  and  knowledge  be  at  one 
grand  entrance  fairly  shut  out.  But  such  "disastrous 
twilight "  shall  not  befall  our  planet,  as  long  as  there  is 
MS.  in  "  the  chest "  or  shot  in  the  locker.  G-enerations 
vet  unborn  shall  walk  in  the  blaze  of  Prout*s  wisdom,  and  the 
learned  of  our  own  day  shall  still  continue  to  light  the  pipe 
of  knowledge  at  the  focus  of  this  luminary.  So  essential 
do  we  deem  the  continuance  of  his  essays  to  the  happiness 
of  our  contemporaries,  that  were  we  (quod  Deus  avertat  /) 
to  put  a  stop  to  our  accustomed  issues  of  "  Prout  paper," 
forgeries  would  instantly  get  into  circulation ;  a  false  paper 
currency  would  be  attempted;  there  would  arise  -J/iy^o- 
Prouta ;  but  they  would  deceive  no  one,  much  less  the  elect. 
Farina  of  Cologne  is  obliged  to  caution  the  public,  in  the 
envelope  of  his  long  bottles,  against  spurious  distillations 
of  his  wonderful  water :  "  Eowland,"  of  Hatton  Garden, 
iinds  more  than  one  "  Oliver"  vending  a  counterfeit  "  Ma- 
cassar." We  give  notice,  that  no  "Prout  paper"  is  the 
real  thing  unless  with  label  signed  "Olitee  Yorke." 
There  is  a  Bridgewater  Treatise  in  circulation,  said  to  be 
from  the  pen  of  one  Doctor  Prout ;  'tis  a  sheer  hoax.  An 
arlist  has  also  taken  up  the  name ;  but  he  must  bo  an  im- 
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postor,  not  known  on  Watergrasshill.  Owins;  to  the  law 
of.  celibacy,  "the  Father"  can  have  left  behind  him  no 
children,  or  posterity  whatever :  therefore,  none  but  himself 
can  hope  to  be  his  parallel.  "We  are  perfectly  aware  that 
he  may  have  "  nephews,"  and  other  collateral  descendants ; 
for  we  admit  the  truth  of  that  celebrated  placard,  or  lam« 
poon,  stuck  on  Pasquin's  statue  in  the  reign  of  Pope  Bor- 
ghese  (Paul  IV.) : 

"  Ciim  factor  rerum  priyaret  semine  clerum, 
In  SatanfD  TOtnm  successit  turba  nepotum  !  '* — I.  «. 

**  Of  bantlings  when  our  clergymen  were  freed  from  haying  bevies, 
There  next  arose,  a  crowd  oi  woes,  a  multitude  of  neviet  /** 

But  should  any  audacious  thief  attempt  to  palm  himself 
as  a  son  of  this  venerable  pastor,  let  him  Iook  sharp ;  for 
Terry  Callaghan,  who  is  now  in  the  London  police  (through 
the  patronage  of  Feargus  O'Connor),  will  quickly  collar  the 
ruffian  in  the  most  inaccessible  garret  of  Grub  Street :  to 
profane  so  respectable  a  signature,  the  fellow  must  be  what 
Terry  calls  "  a  bad  mimber  intirelv  ;"  what  we  English  call 
a  "jail-bird  ;*'  what  the  French  denominate  a  "  vrai  gihier 
de  grhje  ;"  termed  in  Latin,  "  corvus  patibularius  ;**  and  by 
the  Greeks,  xaxou  xo^axo;  xaxoy  uov. 

We  have  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  a  communication, 
referring  to  our  "  Songs  of  France,"  from  the  pen  of  the  faceti- 
ous knight,  Sir  Charles  Wetherell.  Great  men's  peculiarities 
attract  no  small  share  of  public  attention  :  thus,  ex.  gr.  Na- 
poleon's method  of  plunging  his  fore-finger  and  thumb  into 
nis  waistcoat  pocket,  in  lieu  of  a  snuff-box,  was  the  subject 
of  much  European  commentary ;  and  one  of  the  twelve 
Caesars  was  nicknamed  Caligula  from  a  peculiar  sort  of  Wel- 
lington boot  which  he  happened  to  fancy.  (Suet,  in  vUd,) 
Some  poet  has  not  scruplea  to  notice  a  feature  in  our  learned 
correspondent's  habiliment,  stating  him  to  be 

"  Much  famed  for  length  of  sound  sagacious  speeches. 
More  still  for  brevity  of  bracelcss  b s," 

— a  matter  not  quite  irrelevant  to  the  topic  on  which  Sir 
Charles  has  favoured  us  with  a  line. 

"  AUf-ia-ChapelU,  October  7. 

"  Dear  Yorke, 

"  I've  just  been  here  pa3ring  my  devotions  to 
the  tomb  of  Charlemagne,  and  on  my  return  to  my  hotel  I 
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I 

find  your  last  number  on  my  table.  What  the  deuce  do 
you  mean  by  giving  a  new  and  unheard-of  version  of  the 
excellent  song  on  "  Le  bon  Eoy  Dagobert,"  who,  you  say, 
"  avait  mis  sa  culotte  H  Venvers  ;"  whereas  all  good  editions 
re&d^'de  trovers  ;'*  Yfhich  is  quite  a  different  sense,  lectio 
longb  emendatior ;  for  he  wore  the  garment,  not  inside  out, 
but  wronff  side  foremost.  Again,  it  was  not  of  Australesia  that 
he  was  king,  but  of  "  Gullia  braccata."  Prav  avoid  similar 
blunders.  "  Tours  in  haste, 

"  C.  W." 

"Wishing  him  a  pleasant  tour  through  the  Germanic  con- 
federation, and  hoping  it  may  be  long  ere  he  reach  that  goal 
of  all  human  pilgrimage,  the  diet  of  Worms,  we  bow  to  the 
baronet's  opinion,  and  stand  corrected. 

OLIVEE  YOEKE. 

Nov.  If/,  1834 


WatergrasskW,  Nov,  1833. 

"  Ille  ego  qui  quondam,"  is  a  formula,  first  used  to  con- 
nect the  epic  cantos  of  the  -Sneid  with  a  far  more  irre- 
proachable poem,  its  agricultural  predecessor.  Virgil  (like 
Lord  Althorp  when  he  thinks  posterity  will  forgive  his 
political  blunders  in  consideration  of  his  breed  of  cattle) 
sought  to  bolster  up  the  imperfections  of  his  heroic  cha- 
racters by  a  reference  to  the  unexceptionable  MclibcDUs, 
and  to  that  excellent  old  Calabrian  farmer  whose  bees 
hummed  so  tunefully  under  the  "  lofty  towers  of  Qilbalia." 
Now,  in  referring  to  a  previous  paper  on  the  "Songs  of 
France,"  my  object  is  not  similar.  Unknown  to  my  con- 
temporaries, it  IS  when  I  am  mouldering  in  the  quiet  tomb 
where  my  rustic  parishioners  shall  have  laid  me,  that  these 
papers  will  start  into  life,  and  bask  in  the  blaze  of  publi- 
city. Some  paternal  publisher — perchance  some  maternal 
magazine — will  perhaps  take  charge  of  the  deposit,  and 
hatch  my  eggs  with  successful  incubation.  But  let  there  be 
care  taken  to  keep  each  batch  separate,  and  each  brood  dis- 
tinct.   The  French  heti^s  family  should  not  be  mixed  up  with 
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the  chickens  of  the  Muscovy  duck ;  and  each  series  should 
be  categorically  arranged,  "Series  juncturaque  pollet" 
(Hor.)  For  instance :  the  present  essay  ought  to  come 
after  one  hearing  the  date  of  "  October,"  and  containing 
songs  about  "  wine ;"  such  topic  being  appropriate  to  that 
mellow  month,  which,  from  time  immemorial  (no  doubt  be- 
cause it  rhymes  with  "  sober"),  has  been  set  apart  for  jolli- 
fication.    The  Germans  call  it  "  weinmonath." 

These  effusions  are  the  offspring  of  my  leisure ;  nor  do  I 
see  any  cause  why  such  hours  should  be  refused  to  the  pur- 
suits of  literature.  The  sonnets  of  Francis  Petrarca  were 
not  deemed  a  high  misdemeanour  at  the  papal  court  of 
Avignon,  though  written  by  an  archdeacon.  Nor  was  Vida 
a  worse  bishop  in  his  diocese  of  Albi,  for  having  sung  the 
silk-worm  ("  feombyces,"  BMe,  1537),  and  the  game  of  chess 
("Schiaccia  Ludus,"  EomsD,  1527).  Yet  I  doubt  not  that 
there  may  be  found,  when  I  am  dead,  in  some  paltry  pro- 
vincial circle,  creatures  without  brains,  who  will  stigmatize 
my  writings,  as  unbefitting  the  character  of  an  aged  priest. 
Their  short-sightedness  I  deplore,  their  rancorous  malevo- 
lence I  contemplate  not  in  anger,  but  in  sorrow.  I  divest 
myself  of  all  community  of  feeling  with  such  people,  I 
cast  them  off !  When  a  snake  in  the  island  of  Malta  en- 
twined itself  round  the  arm  of  Paul,  with  intent  to  sting 
the  teacher  of  the  Gentiles,  he  gently  shook  the  viper  from 
his  wrist ;  and  was  not  to  blame  if  the  reptile  fell  into  the 
fire. 

To  return  to  the  interesting  subject  of  literary  researches. 
Full  gladly  do  I  resume  the  pleasant  theme,  and  launch  my 
simple  skiff  on  the  wide  expanse  of  song — 

"  Once  more  upon  the  waters  ;  yea,  once  more  I" 

The  minstrelsy  of  France  is  happily  inexhaustible.  The 
admirers  of  what  is  delicato  in  thought,  or  polished  in  ex- 
pression, will  need  no  apology  for  drawing  tlieir  attention 
to  these  exquisite  trifles :  and  the  student  of  general  litera- 
ture will  acknowledge  the  connecting-link  which  unites, 
though  unseen,  the  most  apparently  remote  and  seemingly 
dissimilar  departments  of  human  knowledge.  "  Omnes 
enim  artes,  qua)  ad  humanitatem  pertinent,  habent  quoddam 
commune  vinculum,"  says  Cicero.    But  iu  the  present  case 
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the  link  is  one  of  positive  consanguinity.  To  what  class  of 
readers,  since  the,  conquest  of  this  fair  island  and  its  unfor- 
tunate sister  bj  the  chivalrous  Normans,  can  the  songs  of 
that  gallant  race  of  noble  marauders  and  glorious  pirates  be 
without  thrilling  interest  ?  Not  to  relish  such  specimens  of 
spirit-stirring  poesy,  the  besotted  native  must  be  only  fit  to 
herd  among  swine,  with  the  collar  round  his  neck,  like  the 
Saxon  serf  of  Cedric ;  or  else  be  a  superficial  idiot,  like 
"  "Wamba,  the  son  of  Wit-less  the  jester.'*  Selecting  one 
class  of  the  educated  public,  by  way  of  exemplification, 
where  all  are  concerned, — the  Bar, — the  language  of  France 
and  her  troubadours  cometh  in  the  character  of  a  profes- 
sional requirement.  By  submitting  to  their  perusal  these 
ballads,  1  shall,  mayhap,  reconcile  them  to  the  many  tedious 
hours  they  are  doomed  to  spend  in  conning  over  what  must 
otherwise  appear  the  semi-barbarous  terms  of  jurisprudence 
bequeathed  by  William  le  Eoui  with  the  Y&ry  structure  of 
his  Hall,  and  coeval  with  its  oak  roof  and  its  cobwebs.  In 
reference  to  the  Gallic  origin  of  our  law  and  its  idiom,  it 
was  Juvenal  who  wrote  (Sat.  XV,  v.  110) — 

"  Ckdlia  causidicos  docuit  facunda  Britannos :" 

furnishing  an  incontestable  proof  that  poetry  akin  to  pro- 
phecy, with  "  eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling,"  can  discover  the 
most  improbable  future  event  in  the  womb  of  time. 

A  knowledge  of  the  ancient  vocabulary  of  France  is  ad- 
mitted to  be  of  high  importance  in  the  perusal  of  our  early 
writers  on  history,  as  well  as  on  legislation  :  in  poetry  and 
l)rose,  as  well  as  in  Chancery  and  fioctors'  Commons.  An 
old  song  has  been  found  of  consequence  in  elucidating  a 
disputed  construction ;  and,  in  point  of  fact,  the  only  title- 
deed  the  Genoese  can  put  forward  to  claim  the  invention  of 
the  mariners'  compass  is  the  lay  of  a  French  troubadour.* 
li'ew  are  aware  to  what  extent  the  volatile  literature  of  our 
merry  neighbours  has  penaded  the  mass  of  British  author- 
ship, and  by  what  secret  influences  of  imitation  and  of  re- 
miniscence the  spirit  of  Norman  song  has  flitted  through  the 
conquered  island  of  Britain.   From  Geoftrey  Chaucer  to  Tom 

*  A  ballad,  "  La  Bible,"  from  the  pon  of  Gujot  de  Provina,  dated 
A.D.  1190,  and  commencing,  **  De  nostrc  p^re  I'apostoile.'*  It  ia  a  pas- 
quinade  against  the  court  uf  Rome. 
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Moore  (a  vast  interval !),  there  is  not  one,  save  the  immortal 
SSiiakespeare  perhaps,  whose  writings  do  not  hetray  the 
secret  working  of  this  foreign  essence,  mixed  up  with  the 
crude  material  of  Saxon  ^owth,  and  causing  a  sort  of  gentle 
fermentation.  Take  Ohver  Goldsmith,  whom  every  critic 
calls  an  emintnity  Enyl'uh  writer  of  undoubted  origmality  ; 
now  place  in  juxtaposition  with  an  old  Erench  song  his 
"  Elegy  on  a  Mad  Dog,"  and  the  "  Panegyric  of  Mrs.  Slary 
Blaze,"  and  judge  for  yoiurself : 

\/  doniiinut]^.  9e  la  iWonnofe. 

Gk>od  people  all,  of  every  sort,  Messires,  tous  plaist-il  d'ouir,        ^ 
Give  ear  unto  1117  song,  L*air  du  fameux  La  PaUsae  P 

And  if  you  find  it  wondrous  short,  II  pourra  tous  r^jouir, 

It  cannot  hold  you  long.  romru  qu'il  tous  diTertisse. 

In  Islington  there  liTcd  a  man,  H  ^tait  affable  et  douz, 

Of  whom  the  world  might  say,  De  Thumeur  de  feu  son  p^re; 

That  still  a  godly  race  he  i*an  II  n'etait  gu^re  en  courroux. 

Whene'er  ne  went  to  pray.  Si  ce  n*est  dans  sa  colore.            ^ 

A  kind  and  gentle  heart  he  had,  Bien  instruit  d^s  le  berceau, 
To  comfort  friends  and  foes ;  Onqu^,  tant  ^tait  honn^te, 

The  naked  CTery  day  he  clad,  II  ne  mettait  son  chapeau. 
When  he  put  on  his  clothes.  Qu'il  no  se  couTrit  la  t^te. 

The  final  catastrophe,  and  the  point  which  forms  the  sting 
of  the  whole  "  Elegy,*'  is  but  a  literal  ver^on  of  a  long- 
established  Gallic  epigram,  viz. : 

Quand  un  serpent  mordit  Aurele,  But  soon  a  wonder  came  to  h'ghf, 
Que  crois-tu  qu'il  en  arriva  ?  That  shewed  the  rogues  thcT  lied ; 

Qu' Aurele  mourut  P— bagatelle !  The  man  recoTered  from  the  bite, 
Ce  fut  U  ttrpent  qui  creTa.  The  dog  it  was  tliat  died. 

Then  as  to  Mrs.  Blaze ;  I  regret  to  say  that  her  virtues  and 
accomplishments  are  all  second-hand ;  the  gaudy  finery  in 
which  her  poet  has  dressed  her  out  is  but  the  casl-ofF 
frippery  French.     Ex,  gr, : 

AolKi^mtt]^.  9e  la  jHonnope. 

The  pubhc  all,  of  one  accord,  II  brillait  comme  un  soleil. 
Lament  for  Mrs.  Blazo ;  Sa  ehcTelure  vtait  blonde ; 

Who  never  wanted  a  good  word  U  n*eut  pas  eu  de  pareil, 
From  those  who  spoke  her  praise.         S'il  eut  M  seul  au  monde. 
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At  ohurcli,  in  silks  and  satins  new, 
With  hoop  of  monstrous  size, 

She  never  slumbered  in  her  pew 
But  when  she  shut  her  eyes. 

Her  lore  was  sought,  I  do  aver, 
By  twenty  beaux  and  more ; 

The  king  himself  has  followed  her 
When  she  has  walked  before. 

Let  us  lament  in  sorrow  sore ; 

For  Kent  street  well  may  say, 
That,  had  she  Uved  a  twdyemonth 

more, 
She  had  not  died  to-day.* 


Mont^  sur  un  cheval  noir, 
Lcs  dames  le  minaud^rent ; 

Et  c'est  1^  qu'il  co  fit  voir, 
A  ceux  qui  le  regard^rent. 

Dans  un  superbe  toumoi, 
Brest  h  foumir  sa  carri^re, 

Quand  il  fut  devant  le  roi, 
Ccrtes  il  ne  fut  pas  derri^re. 

II  fut,  par  un  triste  sort, 
Bless^  d*une  main  cruelle ; 

On  croit,  puisqu'il  en  est  mort. 
Que  la  playe  dtaite  mortelle. 


It  is  not  without  a  certain  degree  of  concern  for  the  cha- 
racter of  Goldsmith,  that  I  have  brought  to  light  this  in- 
stance of  petty  larceny.  Why  did  he  not  acquaint  us  with 
the  source  of  his  inspiration  ?  Why  smuggle  these  French 
wares,  when  he  might  have  imported  them  lawfully  by  pay- 
ing; the  customary  duty  of  acknowledgment  ?  The  lioman 
fabulist,  Phaedrus,  honestly  tells  the  world  how  he  came  by 
his  wonderful  stock-in-trade : 

**  ^sopus  auctor  quam  matcriam  rcperit, 
Hanc  ego  poUvi  versibus  senariis.*' 

Such  is  the  sign-board  he  hangs  out  in  the  prologue  to  his 
book,  and  no  one  can  complain  of  unfair  dealing.  But  to 
return  to  the  connexion  between  our  literature  and  tliat  of 
France. 

Pope  avowedly  modelled  his  style  and  expression  on  the 
writings  of  Boileau ;  and  there  is  perceptible  in  his  didactic 
essays  a  most  admirable  imitation  of  the  lucid,  methodical, 
and  elaborate  construction  of  his  Gallic  origin.  Drydeu 
appears  to  have  read  with  predilection  the  works  of  Cor- 
neille  and  Malherbe :  like  them,  he  is  forcible,  brilliant,  but 
unequal,  turgid,  and  careless.  Addison,  it  is  apparent, 
was  intimately  conversant  with  the  tasteful  and  critical 
writings  of  the  Jesuit  Bouhours;  and  Sterne  is  but  a  li/u- 
eimento  of  the  Vicar  of  Meudon,  the  reckless   Kabclais. 

*  Tliis  joke  is  as  old  as  the  days  of  St.  Jerome,  who  applies  it  to 
bis  old  foe,  BufBnu?.  '*Grunnius  Coroootta,  poroellus,  vixit  aniioi 
pocccxoix. :  qu6d  «i  iemis  vixisset,  ic  annos  implAssct.*' 
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Wlio  will  question  the  influence  exercised  by  Moli^re  over  oup 
comic  writers — Sheridan,  Farquhar,  and  Congreve  ?  Indeed, 
our  theatre  seems  to  have  a  prescriptive  right  to  import 
its  comedies  from  France,  wholesale  and  duty  free.  At  the 
brilliant  and  dazzling  torch  of  La  Fontaine,  Gay  humbly  lit 
his  slender  taper ;  and  Fielding  would  be  the  first  to  aamit 
his  manifold  obligations  to  Le  Sage,  having  drank  deep  at 
the  fountain  of  "  Gil  Bias."  Hume  the  historian  is  notori- 
ous for  his  Gallicisms ;  and  perhaps  it  was  owing  to  his 
long  residence  abroad  that  the  pompous  period  of  Gibbon 
waa  attuned  to  the  melody  of  Massillon.  K  I  do  not  men- 
tion Milton  among  our  writers  who  have  profited  by  the 
perusal  of  Gallican  models,  it  is  because  the  Italian 
school  was  that  in  which  he  formed  his  taste  and  harmon- 
ised his  rhythmic  period. 

But,  to  trace  the  vestiges  of  French  phraseology  to  the 
very  remotest  paths  of  our  literary  domain,  let  us  examine 
the  chronicles  of  the  Plantagenets,  and  explore  the  writings 
of  the  incomparable  Froissart.  His  works  form  a  sort  of 
connecting  link  between  the  two  countries  during  the  wars 
of  Cressy  and  Agincourt :  he  was  alternately  a  page  at  the 
court  of  Blois,  a  minstrel  at  the  court  of  "Winceslas  in  Bra- 
bant, a  follower  of  the  French  King  Charles,  and  a  suivant 
of  Queen  Philippa  of  England.  Though  a  clergyman,  he 
was  decidedly  to  be  classified  under  the  genus  troubadour, 
partaking  more  of  that  character  than  of  any  ecclesiastical 
peculiarities.  For,  lest  I  should  do  injustice  to  his  life  and 
opinions,  I  shall  let  him  draw  his  own  portrait : 

"All  boire  je  prcnds  grand  plnipir, 
AiiHsi  fuif»-jo  en  bcnu  draps  vcstir  : 
Oir  dc  mcnebtrel  parolles, 
\ooir  danses  et  carollos  ; 

VioloUcs  en  Icur  eaieon, 
Et  roses  blanehcs  et  vcnneilles ; 

Voye  volontiers,  ear  c'est  raiBon, 
Jeux,  et  danses,  et  longues  veillcs, 
Et  chambre»  pleinet  de  candeiiies  ."* 

Xow  this  jolly  dog  Froissart  was  the  boon  comrade  of  our 
excellent  Geoflroy  Chaucer ;  and  no  doubt  the  two  worthy 
clercs  cracked  many  a  bottle  together,  if  not  in  Cheapside, 
at  least  on  this  side  of  the  Channel.     How  far  Geoflrey  waa 
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indebted  to  the  Frendunan  for  his  anecdotes  and  atoni 
for  bis  droll  style  of  narrative,  and  the  punjB;ent  salt  witi 
whicb  be  bas  seasoned  that  primitive  mess  of  porridge,  tbe 
"Canterbury  Tales,"  it  would  be  curious  to  investigate. 
But  it  is  singular  to  find  tbe  most  distinguished  of  France, 
England,  and  Italy's  contemporary  authors  met  shortly 
after,  as  if  by  mutual  appointment,  in  Provence,  tbe  land  of 
song.  It  was  on  tbe  occasion  of  a  Duke  of  Clarence's  visit 
to  Milan  to  marry  the  daughter  of  Gkdeas  II. ;  a  ceremony 
graced  by  the  presence  of  the  Count  of  Savoy  and  tbe  King 
of  Cyprus,  besides  a  host  of  literary  celebrities.  Thither 
came  Chaucer,  Eroissart,  and  Petrarca,  by  one  of  those 
chance  dispositions  of  fortune  which  seem  the  result  of  a 
most  provident  foresight,  and  as  if  the  triple  genius  of 
Frencn,  English,  and  Italian  literature  had  presided  over 
their  reunion.  It  was  a  literary  congress,  of  which  the  con- 
sequences are  felt  to  the  present  day,  in  the  common  agree- 
ment of  international  feeling  in  the  grand  federal  republic 
of  letters.  Of  that  eventful  colloquy  between  these  most 
worthy  representatives  of  the  three  leading  literatures  of 
Europe,  nothing  has  transpired  but  the  simple  fact  of  its 
occurrence.  Still,  one  thing  is  certain,  viz.,  that  there  were 
then  very  few  features  of  difference  in  even  the  languages 
of  the  three  nations  which  have  branched  off,  since  that  pe- 
riod, in  such  wide  divergency  of  idiom : 

*'  When  shall  we  three  meet  again  !** 

Chaucer  bos  acknowledged  that  it  was  from  Petrarch  ho 
learned,  on  that  occasion,  the  story  of  Griselda;  which 
story  Petrarch  had  picked  up  in  Provence,  as  I  shall  shew 
by  and  by,  on  producing  the  original  French  ballad.  But 
here  is  the  receipt  of  Chaucer,  duly  signed,  and  most  cir- 
cumstantial : 

"  I  wol  you  tel  a  tale,  the  which  that  T 
Lerncd  at  Padowe,  of  a  worthy  clcrc, 
As  proved  by  his  wordcs  and  his  work. 
Ue  18  now  dead,  and  nailed  in  his  chest, 
I  praj  to  God  to  gcye  his  sowlc  rest. 
Frauncis  Petrark,  the  laurcat  poete, 
Hight  was  this  clerk,  whoso  rhctohckc  so  swoto 
Emumined  all  Itaille  of  poetrie." 

Prologue  to  GriseUdiM,  in  <<  Cant.  TaUtr 
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^  We  learn  from  William  of  Malmesbury  (lib.  iii.),  and 
ilrom  various  contemporary  sources,  that  the  immediate  suc- 
cessors of  the  Conqueror  brought  over  from  Normandy 
numbers  of  learned  men,  to  fill  the  ecclesiastical  and  other 
beneficial  employments  of  the  country,  to  the  exclusion  of 
the  native  English,  who  were  considered  dunces,  and  unfit 
for  office.  Aiy  one  who  had  the  least  pretension  to  be 
considered  a  egarant  clerc,  spoke  French.  In  the  reign  of 
Henry  III.  we  have  Eobert  Grosset^te,  the  well-known 
bishop  of  Lincoln  (who  was  born  in  Suffolk),  writing  a 
work  in  French  called  "  Le  Chasteau  d' Amour ;"  and  ano- 
ther, "  Le  Manuel  des  Pechc^es."  Of  this  practice  Chaucer 
complains,  somewhat  quaintly,  in  his  "  Testament  of  Love" 
(ed.  1542)  :  "  Certes  there  ben  some  that  speke  thyr  poysy 
mater  in  Ffrench,  of  whyche  speche  the  Iirenchmen  have 
as  gude  a  fantasve  as  we  have  in  hearing  of  Ffrench  mennes 
Englyshe."  Taimer,  in  his  "  Biblioth.  Brit,"  hath  left  us 
many  curious  testimonies  of  the  feeling  which  then  pre- 
vailed on  this  subject  among  the  jealous  natives  of  England. 
See  also  the  Harleian  MS.  3869. 

But  the  language  of  the  troubadours  still  remained  com- 
mon to  both  countries,  when,  for  all  the  purposes  of  do- 
mestic and  public  life,  a  new  idiom  liad  sprung  up  in  each 
separate  kingdom.  Extraordinary  men!  These  songaters 
were  the  favourites  of  every  court,  and  the  patronised  of 
every  power.  True,  their  life  was  generally  dissolute,  and 
their  conduct  unscrupulous ;  but  the  mantle  of  poetic  in- 
spiration seems  to  have  covered  a  multitude  of  sins.  I 
cannot  better  characterise  the  men,  and  the  times  in  which 
they  lived,  than  by  introducing  a  ballad  of  Bcrauger — the 
"  Dauphin ;" 

X<i  fiaifiifinct  tin  £)aup!;tii. 

Du  bon  vieux  terns  80uffVez  que  jo  vous  parlc. 

Jadis  Richard,  troubadour  renomme, 
Avait  pour  Roy  Jean,  Louis,  Philippe,  ou  Charl<?, 

Ne  pijais  lequcl,  mais  il  en  fut  aiino. 
D*un  gi'OH  dauphin  on  ft^tait  la  naissance ; 

Richard  h  Blois  etait  depuia  un  jour  : 
II  ap^rit  \h  le  bonheur  do  la  France. 

Pour  votre  roi  chantez,  gai  troubadour  I 
Chantez,  chantez,  jcune  et  gai  troubadour  .' 

E 
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La  harpe  en  main  Bichard  vient  sur  la  place  t 

Chacun  lui  dit,  "  Qiantez  notre  gar^on  l" 
D^YOtement  h  la  Yierge  11  rend  grace, 

Puis  au  dauphin  consacre  une  chanson. 
On  I'applaudit ;  Tauteur  ^tait  en  ycine : 
Mainte  beauts  le  trouye  fait  au  tour, 
Disant  tout  has,  "  II  doit  plaire  d  la  reine  P* 

Pour  Totre  roi  chantez,  gai  troubadour! 
Chantec,  chantez,  jeuno  et  gai  troubadour! 

Le  chant  fini,  Bichard  court  k  I'eglise ; 

Qu'y  va-t-il  faire  P     II  cherche  un  confesscur. 
II  en  trouye  un,  gros  moine  k  barbe  grisc, 
Des  moours  du  terns  inflexible  Ci'nseur. 
"Ah,  saurez  moi  dee  flammcs  otcrnelles  ! 

Mon  p^re  li^las !  c'est  un  vilain  sejour.'' 
"€8tt»atocv!)0U»  tait  ?"  **  J'ai  trop  aime  los  belles  V 
Pour  votre  roi  chantez,  gai  troubadour ! 
Chantez,  chantez,  jeunc  et  gai*  troubadour ! 


"Le  grand  malheur,  mon  pere,  c'cst  qu*on  m*aime !" 

"  ^L'btIc?,  mon  fils ;  cxpUque^sbotis  cnfin.*' 
•*  J*ai  fait,  helas !  narguant  Ic  diadfenie, 

Un  gros  p^che !  car  j'ai  fait — un  dauphin ! !" 
D*abord  le  moine  a  la  mine  cbahic : 

Mais  il  reprend,  **Uons«ctcs  bicn  en  tcur  ? — 
^onrtoQc^^noue  H'unc  nci^c  abbapc.'' 

Pour  Totre  roi  chantez,  gai  troubadour ! 
Chantez,  chantez,  jeuno  et  gai  troubadour! 

La  moine  ajoute ;  "  Eut-on  fait  k  la  reine 
Un  prince  ou  deux,  on  pent  Ctre  sauv^. 
Parlez  de  nous  u  notre  souveraine : 

Allez,  mon  fils !  vous  direz  cinq  Ate" 
Bichard  absous,  gngnant  la  capitalo, 

Au  nouvcau-nc  voit  prodiguer  I'amour ; 
Yive  &  jamais  notre  race  rojale ! 

Pour  votre  roi  chantez,  gai  troubadour ! 
Chantez,  chantez,  jeune  et  gai  troubadour! 


€^t  fiaupi^tn'i^  Strti^tiap. 

Let  mo  sing  you  a  song  of  the  good  old  times, 

About  Bicliard  the  troubadour, 
Wlio  was  loyed  by  the  king  and  the  queen  for  his  rhymet  j 

But  hj  which  of  our  kings  I'm  not  sure. 
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Now  a  dauphin  was  bom  while  the  court  was  at  Blois, 

And  all  France  felt  a  gladness  pure ; 
Bichard's  heart  leapt  for  ioy  when  he  heard  'twas  a  boj. 

Sing  for  your  king,  young  and  gaj  troubadour! 

Sing  well  you  may,  troubadour  young  and  gay  j 

So  he  went  with  his  harp,  on  his  proud  shoulder  hung. 

To  the  court,  the  resort  of  the  say  ; 
To  the  Virgin  a  hymn  of  thanksgiving  he  sung, 

For  the  dauphin  a  new  "  rondelayP 
And  our  nobles  tioeked  round  at  the  heart-stirring  sound, 

And  their  dames,  dignified  and  demure, 
Praised  his  bold,  gallant  mien,  and  said  **  He*ll  pieasg  the  queen  /" 
Sing  for  yoiur  king,  young  and  gay  troubadour ! 
Oh,  sing  well  you  may,  troubadour  young  and  gay ! 

But  the  sonff  is  now  hushed,  and  the  crowd  is  dispersed : 

To  the  abbey,  lo !  Bichard  repairs. 
And  he  seeks  an  old  monk,  in  the  legend  well  versed. 

With  a  long  flowing  beard  and  grey  hairs. 
And  "  Oh,  save  me !"  he  cries,  "  holy  father,  from  hell  \ 

*Tis  a  place  which  the  soul  oan*t  endure !" 
"  ®C  pour  aftrifl  tell  t^c'tlxift ;"  "  rai  trop  aim/ lea  belles r* 
Sing  for  your  king,  young  and  gay  troubadour  J 
Sing  well  you  may,  troubadour,  young  and  gay  ! 

"  But  the  worst  is  untold  !"  **  T^asir,  mp  Bonnt,  antJ  be  abtiOcn  f 
^t\\  pour  ciuilt— its  results— ^otn  pou  stnitctr,  BitU  ^obo  odcn.'* 
" Oh,  my  guilt  it  is  great!— can  my  sin  bo  forgiven — 

Its  reeultf  holy  monk !  is— alas,  'tis  a  daupuin  !" 
And  the  friar  grow  palo  at  so  startling  a  tnle, 

But  ho  whispered,  •*  Jfox  US,  Sonne,  proiurt 
(rf)c  bill  grant  it,  3E  toeen)  abbep  lantr  from  \l)t  qnctn.'' 
Sing  for  your  king,  young  and  gay  troubadour! 
Sing  well  you  may,  troubadour  young  and  gay  ! 

Tlion  the  monk  said  a  prayer,  and  the  sin,  light  as  air. 

Flew  away  from  the  penitent's  soul ; 
And  to  Paris  went  Richard  to  sing  for  the  fair, 

"  Virelai,"  sonnet  gay,  and  "  earoile  :'* 
And  ho  mingled  with  joy  in  the  festival  there. 

Oh  !  while  beauty  and  song  can  allure, 
May  our  old  royal  race  never  want  for  an  heir! 

Sing  for  vour  king,  young  and  gay  troubadour ! 
Sing  well  you  may,  troubadour  young  and  gay ! 

It  does  not  enter  into  my  plan  to  expatiate  on  the 
moral  conclusion  or  political  tvifiudiov  which  this  ballad 
Huggesta,  and  which  with  Barcastic  ingenuity  is  so  adroitly 
iaBiauat^d.    It  is,  in  fact,  a  lyrical  epigram  on  the  admirers 


i 
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of  hereditary  legislation.  To  the  venerable  owls  who  roost 
in  Heralds*  CoUege,  this  is  startling  matter :  in  sooth,  it 
sheds  a  quiet  rav  on  the  awful  sublimities  of  genealogical 
investigation,  ft  may  serve  as  a  commentary  on  the  well- 
known  passage  of  Boileau  (pilfered  unceremoniously  by 
Pope),  in  which  the  current  of  princely  blood  is  said  to  flow 
"  de  Lucrdce  en  Lucr^ce ;"  but  we  do  not  expect  an  edition 
of  the  song  to  be  published  "  in  nsum  Delphini."  Vive 
Henri  Cinq  I  concerning  whose  birth  the  song  was  written. 

On  all  matters  in  which  the  characters  of  the  ladies  may 
be  involved,  I  recommend  constant  caution  and  the  most 
scrupulous  forbearance  to  both  poets  and  historians.  Tlie 
model  of  this  delicate  attention  may  be  found  among  the 
troubadours.  I  more  particularly  allude  to  the  Norman 
school  of  French  poesie  ;  for  I  regret  to  state,  that  in  Pro- 
vence there  was  not  always  the  same  veneration  and  myste- 
rious homage  paid  to  the  gentler  sex,  whose  very  frailties 
should  be  shrouded  by  the  poet,  and  concealed  froxa  the 
vulgar  gaze  of  the  profane.     In  Nortnandy  and  the  adjacent 

Erovinces,  the  spirit  of  chivalry  w^as  truly  such  as  described 
y  our  hot-headed  Irish  orator,  when,  speaking  of  Marie 
Antoinette,  he  fancies  ten  thousand  swords  ready  to  leap 
from  their  scabbards  at  the  very  suspicion  of  an  insult. 
The  instinctive  \xorship  of  beauty  seems  to  have  accompa- 
nied that  gallant  race  of  noble  adventurers  from  their  Scan- 
dinavian settlements  beyond  the  Elbe  and  the  Rhine ;  for 
we  find  the  sentiment  attributed  to  their  ancestors  by  Taci- 
tus, in  his  admirable  work  "  De  Moribus  Grermanorum," 
where  he  writes,  as  well  as  I  can  recollect,  as  follows :  "  Inesse 
quinetiam  foeminis  sanctum  aliquid  et  providum  putant." 
The  ballad  of  "  Griselidis,"  to  which  I  have  made  allusion  in 
talking  of  the  "  Canterbury  Tales,"  and  which  I  then  pro- 
mised to  give  in  its  original  old  Norman  simplicity,  finely 
illustrates  all  that  is  noble  and  chivalrous  in  their  respect 
fop  female  loveliness  and  purity.  My  version  nms  in  the 
old  ballad  idiom,  as  nearly  as  that  quaint  style  can  be 
revived. 
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Romance, 

Etcoutei  ioj  jouvencelles, 

Eooutez  austy  damoiseaux, 
Vault  mieux  eatre  bone  que  belle, 

Vault  mieux  estre   lojal  que 
beau! 
Beauts  pasae,  paase  jeunesse, 

Bonte  reste  et  gagne  les  coeuni 
Area  doulceur  et  gentillease 

Sspinea  bo  changent  en  fleura. 


Belle,  maif  pauvre  et  soufiVetcuBe, 

Vivoit  jadia  Griaeledis ; 
Alloit  aux  champs,  estoit  glaneuae, 

Filoit  beau  lin,  gardoit  brebis  ; 
N'eatoit  fylle  de  hault  parage, 

I>I*aToit  comt^  nj  jojaux  d'or, 
Haia  aroit  plua,  car  estait  sage — 

Mieulx  Tault  sages  ae  que  tr6sor  I 


Ung  jour  qu*aux   champs  estoit 
seulette, 

Vinst  h  paBBcr  Sire  Gaulticr, 
LfAff!  sans  cnicn  estoit  Iti  pauvrctte, 

Sans  page  estoit  lo  chevalier  ; 
Mais  en  ce  si^cle,  oh  I'innocence 

N'avoit  ^craindreaucun  danger, 
Vcrtu  veilloit,  dormoit  prudence, 

Bcaulx  terns  n*auricz  pas  du 
changer ! 

Tant  quo  sommeille  la  berg^re. 

Beau  sirceust  le  terns  d*adniiror, 
Mais  des  qu'entr'ouvrist  la  pau- 
pi^re, 

Fust  forr^  de  fl*en  amourer  ; 
'*  Belle,"  dit-il,  "  serez  mu  niie, 

Si  voulez  venir  h  ma  cour?" 
"Nenny,  seigneur,  vous  remereic, 

Uouneur  vault  bicn  plajsir 
d'amour  P" 


drtffeHrci. 

A  RomaunL 

List  to  my  ballad,  for  *twas  made  ex* 
presae, 
Damsels,  for  you ; 
Better  to  be  (beyond  all  loyelinesse) 

Loyall  and  true  1 
Fadeth  udr  face,  bright  beauty  blooms 
awhile. 
Soon  to  departe ; 
Goodness  abydeth  aye ;  and  gentle 
smyle 
Giunoth  y«  hearte. 

TheiH)  lived  a  maiden,  beautifnll  but 
poore, 
Gleanine  y«  fields ; 
Poor  pittauncesiiepherd's  crook  upon 
y*  moor. 
Or  distaff  yields ! 
Yet  tho*  no  castel  hers  had  ever  been, 

Jewells  nor  golde, 
Kindnesse  she  hadde  and  virtue; 
thyngs,  I  ween. 
Better  fowr  foldo ! 

One  day  a  cavalier,  Sir  Walter  hight, 

Travelled  that  way  ; 
Nor  doggo  y«  shepherdesse,  nor  page 
y*  knight 
Hudde  on  that  day. 
But  in  those  times  of  innocence  and 
truth, 
Virtue  alone 
Kept  vigil  in  our  land  ;  bright  days, 
in  sooth, 
Where  are  yc  gone  ? 

Long  on  y*  maiden,  as  she  slept,  ho 
gnzcd — 
Could  gaze  for  months ! 
But  when  awaking,  two  soft  eyelids 
raised, 
Loved  her  at  once  ! 
"  Fair  one,  a  kiiight's  true  love  cansf. 
thou  despise, 
With  golden  store  P" 
**  Sir  Knight,  true  love  I  value,  but 
1  prize 
Honour  far  more  !** 
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"  Vertu,  dit-il,  passe  noblesse ! 

Serez  ma  femme  d^s  ce  jour — 
Serez  dame,  sercz  comtesse, 

Si  me  jurez,  au  nom  d*amour, 
De  m'ob^  quand  devrai,  mdme 

Bien  durement,   tous    ordon- 
nep  P" 
**  Sire,  ob^  k  co  qu'on  aime 

Est  bien  plus  doux  que  com* 
mander  ?*' 


"Ne  jura  pour  estre  comtesse, 

Mais  avoit  tu  le  chevalier ; 
A  I'amour  seul  fist  la  promesse : 

Puis  monta  sur  son  destrier. 
N'avoit  besoin  de  biens^ances 

lie  tems  heureux  des  bonnes 
mocurs ; 
Fausses  ctoient  les  apparances, 

I^oblcs  et  yrays  estoient  les 
cceurs! 


<c 


I  too  prize  honour  abo?e  high  de- 
scent 
And  all  beside ; 
Maiden,  be  mine !  yea,  if  thou  wilt 
consent. 
Be  thou  mj  bride ! 
Swear  but  to  do  y*  bidding  of  thy 
liege 
Faithful  and  fond." 
"  Tell  not  of  oaths,  Sir  Knight ;  is 
not  love's  pledge 
A  better  bond  ?" 

Not  for  his  castel  and  his  broad  do- 
main. 
Spoke  so  y«  maid. 
But  that  she    loved  y*  handsome 
knight — Lore  fain 
Would  be  obeyed. 
On  J*  same  charger  with  the  knight 
she  rodde, 
So  passed  along ; 
Nor  blame  feared  she,  for  then  all 
hearts  were  good ; 
None  dreamed  of  wrong. 


Tant  cheyauch^rent  par  la  plaine    And  they  rodde  on  untill  rose  on  y" 

Qu'arriv^rent  k  la  cite ;  sight 

Griseledis  fust  soureraine  His  castel  towers  ; 

De  ce  riche  et  puissant  comt4  ;    And  there  that  maiden  lived  with 
Chascun  I'aima ;  sous  son  empire  that  good  kniglit 

Chascun  roesentit  ses  bien  (aits  :  In  marriage  bowers, 

Bcaut^  pr^vient,  doulceur  attire      Diffusing  blessings  among  all  who 
Bont^  gagne  ct  fixe  k  jamais !  dwelt 

Within  that  vale : 
GK)odncss  abydeth  aye — her  smile  is 
felt, 
Tho'  beauty  faU ! 

If  ■  .  ^ 

Lives  there  one  with  soul  so  dead  as  not  to  admire  the 

genuine  high-mindednoss  of  these  primitive  times,  expressed 

in  this  pleasing  record  of  what  was  no  romance,  but  matter 

of  frequent  occurrence  in  the  days  of  chivalry  ?    The  ballad 

has  got  into  many  languages,  and  is  interwoven  with  the 

traditional  recollections  of  many  a  noble  house ;  but  the 

original  is  undoubtedly  the  above,     Moore  has  twisted  it 

into  a  melody,  "  You  remember  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride ;" 

and  he  seeks  to  connect  the  story  with  ^^  an  interesting  tale 


;. 
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told  of  a  certain  noble  family  in  England."*  Unfortunately 
for  such  attempts,  the  lays  of  the  Norman  troubadours,  like 
the  Government  ropes  in  the  dock-yard  at  Portsmouth,  have 
in  their  texture  a  certain  twist  by  which  they  are  recognised 
when  they  get  into  the  possession  of  thieves. 

These  Normans  were  a  glorious  race !  No,  neither  the 
sons  of  Greece  in  their  palmiest  days  of  warlike  adventure 
(o^\og  A;^a/wv),  nor  the  children  of  the  Tiber,  that  miscel- 
lany of  Dandits  and  outlaws  (turba  Remi),  ever  displayed 
such  daring  energy  as  the  tribe  of  enterprising  Northerns 
who,  in  the  seventh,  eighth,  and  subsequent  centuries,  af- 
frighted and  dazzled  the  world  with  the  splendour  of  their 
achievements.  From  the  peninsula  of  Jutland,  their  narrow 
home  on  the  Baltic,  they  went  forth  to  select  the  choicest 
and  the  fairest  provinces  of  the  south  for  their  portion :  the 
banks  of  the  Seine, t  the  kingdom  of  Naples,  the  island  of 
Sicily,  the  Morea,  Palestine,  Constantinople,  England,  Ire- 
land,— they  conquered  in  succession.  The  proudest  names 
in  each  land  through  which  they  passed  glory  in  tracing  up 
a  Norman  origin;  and  while  their  descendants  form  the 
truest  and  most  honourable  aristocracy  in  Europe,  their 
troubadours  still  reign  paramount,  and  unsurpassed  in  every 
mode  and  form  of  the  tuneful  mystery.  Their  architectural 
remains  are  not  more  picturesque  and  beautiful  than  the 
fragments  of  their  ballads  and  their  war-songs  ;  and  Bc- 
ranger  himself  (by-the-by,  a  Norman  patronymic,  and  an 
evidence  of  the  poet's  excellent  lineage)  has  but  inherited 
the  lyre  of  that  celebrated  minstrel  who  is  described  in  a 
contemporary  poem  on  the  conquest  of  this  island  : 

TaillefcT  ki  miiK  bioii  cantout,     Dan  Tallyfcr,  wlio  sanp  right  well, 
Sur  ung  chcval  ki  tost  allout,       Borne  ou  a  goodly  hariclelle, 

•  Meaninpj,  of  oonrsc,  the  mnmngo  of  Kenry,  Earl  of  Kxctcr,  to 
Sarah  Hoggins,  of  the  village  of  Iloduet,  in  rilu-opshire,  Oct.  3,  17*)!. 
Queer  materials  for  an  Irhh  melody. 

t  (Sueh  was  the  terror  with  which  they  inspired  the  natives  of  Franee 
before  Duke  Rollo'u  eonvc^rnion  to  Christianity,  that  there  is  in  the 
ofTiec  of  tlio  Parisian  Breviary  a  hymn,  eompobcd  about  that  period, 
ft!:d  containing  a  prayer  against  the  Normans — 

>^      "  Auferte  genteni  perfldam 

Credentiuni  do  luiibus,"  &e.  &c. ; 

wliich  remains  to  this  day  a  memorial  of  coDstcruatiou. 

■.'....••,.    .    .    //,.  /.,,•.•.■• 
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Berant  le  hoBt  allout  cantant      Pranced  in  the  Tan  and  led  the  train, 
De  TCarlomain  e  de  BoUant.         With  songs  of  Boland  and  Charle- 

maine* 


J^ 

1^'^ 


} 

'//vi 


■A 


But  I  venture  to  say,  that  never  was  Charlemagne  Bun^  by 
liis  ablest  troubadour  in  loftier  strains  than  those  in  which 
\  B^ranger  has  chanted  the  great  modem  inheritor  of  his 
I  iron  crown,  anointed  like  him  by  a  Pope,  and  like  him  the 
\  sole  arbitrator  of  European  kingdoms  and  destinies. 

I'lLetf  i^oubeniriEltluSeupIe*     i  popular  SleroUecttontf  of 


On  parlcra  de  sa  gloire 
Sous    le    chaume  bien  long- 
temps ; 
L*huinble  toit,  dans  cinquante 
ans, 
Keconnattra  plus  d*autre  histoire. 
JA  viendront  les  TiUagcois 
Dire  alors  k  quelque  vieille ; 
Par  des  r^its  d  autrefois, 
M^re,  abr^z  notrc  veille : 
Bien,  dit-on,  qu  il  nous  ait  nui, 
Le  peuple  enoor  le  rc\-^pe, 

Oui,  le  rev^pe. 
Parlei-nous  dc  lui^grand^m^! 
Parlei-nous  de  lui ! 

"  Mes  enfans,  dans  ce  Tillage, 
^uiri  de  rois,  il  passa, 
VoUa  bien  long-temps  de  ^ : 
Je  Tenais  dVntrsr  en  mt^nage-. 
A  pied  grimpant  le  e^t«au, 
0\i  )wur  Toir  je  m\^«xs  mise ; 
11  avait  pecit  ehapeau, 
Areo  Ksiing^^te  gri«v 
P^^•  di»  lui  je  me  trouWai, 
n  me  dit^  *  BonjouT,  ma  eh^w  I 

Bonj  our.  ma  ehdnp  T  '* 
n  Txniji  a  )^rle,  grsnd^n^ne ! 

11 T0U5  a  parW ! 


Suonapartt. 


They'll  talk  of  hih  for  years  to  come, 

In  cottage  chronicle  and  tale ; 
When  for  aught  else  renown  is  dumb, 

Hia  legend  shall  prerail ! 
Then  in  the  hamlet's  honoured  chair 

Shall  sit  some  aged  dame, 
Teaching  to  lowly  clown  and  Tillager 

That  narratire  of  (iune. 
'Tis  true,  thej*U  say,  his  gorgeous 
throne 
France  bled  to  raise ; 
But  he  was  all  our  own  ! 
Mother!  say  something  in  his  praise— 
O  speak  of  him  always ! 


**  I  saw  him  pass  :  his  was  a  host : 
Countless  beyond  your  young  ima- 
ginings— 
My  children,  he  could  boa«t 

A  train  of  conquered  kinrs  * 
And  when  he  came  this  ixsad, 

*Twms  on  mv  bridal  day. 
He  woTVi.  fcvr  near  to  him  I  stood, 

Oxv^ed  hat  and  sureoat  gi^er. 
I  blushf^i ;  he  said,  *  Be  of  f^>oi  cheer ! 
Coursget,  my  dear  !* 
That  was  hi*  twt  word." — 
Moiher !  O  thm  thi«  really  occuiTod| 
And  Tou  his  Tokie  <v>uUf  hoar ! 
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^L'an    d'apr^    xnoi  pauyre 
femme, 
A  Pans  ^tant  un  jour, 
Je  le  Tis  aveo  sa  cour ; 
n  se  rendait  i  Notre-Dame. 
TouB  lea  coBun  ^talent  contena ; 
On  admirait  son  cortege, 
Chacun  disait,  *Quel  beau 

terns  1 
Le  Ciel  toujours  le  protege.' 
Son  sourire  ^tait  bien  doux, 
D*un  fils  Dieu  le  rendait  pdre, 

Le  rendait  pfere  I" — 
Quel   beau  jour  pour  toub, 
grand'mere ! 
Qi^  beau  jour  pour  toub  ! 


**  Mais  quand  la  pauTre  Cham- 
pagne 
Fut  en  proie  auz  Strangers, 
Lui,  brarant  tous  les  dangers, 
Semblait  seul  tenir  la  camnagne. 
Un  soir,  tout  comme  ai:gourd- 

•hui, 
J^entends  firapper  2i  la  porte ; 
J*ouTre,  bon    Diou!    o'etait 

LUl! 

Suiri  d'une  faible  escorio. 
II  s'asseoit  oh  me  roil^ 
8'^criant :  *  Oh,  quelle  guerre ! 

Oh,  quelle  guerre !' " — 
II  s'est  assis  la,  grand'mere ! 

II  s'est  assis  \h ! 


"  *  .Tai  faim,'  dit-il ;  et  bien  yite 
Je  sera  piquctte  et  pain  bis. 
Puis  il  seche  ses  habits  ; 

Meme  a  dormir  le  feu  1' invite. 
Au  reved,  voyant  nies  plciirs, 
II  me  dit :  "  Bonne  esperance ! 
Jo  cours  do  tous  ses  malheurs 
Sous  Parif  Tenger  la  France  ! 


'*A  year  rolled  on,  when  next  at 
Paris  I, 
Lone  woman  that  I  am, 
Saw  him  pass  by, 
Girt  with  his  peers,  to  kneel  at  Notre 

Dame. 
I  knew  bj  merry  chime  and  signal  gim, 
God  muted  him  a  son. 
And  O  I  I  wept  for  joy  ! 
For  why  not  weep  when  wamor-men 

did. 

Who  gazed  upon  that  sight  so  splen- 
did, 
And  blest  th'  imperial  boy  P 
Neyer  did  noonday  sun  shme  out  so 
bright! 
O  what  a  sight  !"— 
Mother !  for  you  t^t  must  haye  been 
A  glorious  scene ! 

"But  when  all    Europe's  gathered 

strength 
Burst  o'er    the  French  frontier  at 
length, 
*Twill  scarcely  be  belieyed 
What    wonders,    single-handed,    he 
achieved. 
Such  general  ne'er  lived ! 
One  evening  on  my  threshold  stood 
A  guest — 'twas  he  I    Of  warriors 

few 
He  had  a  toil-worn  retinue. 
He  flung  liimself  into  this  chair  of 
wood, 
Muttering,  meantime,  with  fearful 

air, 
*  Quelle  guerre  !  ohj  gueUe  guerre  /*  "— 
Mother!  and  did  our  emperor  sit  there, 
Upon  that  very  chair  ? 

"  He  said,  *  Give  me  some  food.' — 
Brown  loaf  I  gave,  and  homely  wine, 
And  made  the  kindling  fireblocks 
ehine, 
To  dry  his  cloak  with  wet  bedewed. 
Soon  by  the  bonny  bloze  ho  slept. 
Then  waking  chid  me  (for  I  wept)  ; 
*  Courage  I'  he  cried,  *  I'll  strike  for  all 
Under  the  sacred  wall 
Of  France*e  noble  capital  V 
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II  part ;  et  comme  un  trdsor     Those  were  his  words :  Tve  treasured 
J'ai  depuis  gard6  son  verre,  up 

Garde  son  verre." —  With  prido  tliat  same  wine-cup ; 

Yous  Tavez  encor,  grand'  And  for  its  weight  in  gold 

mfere  !  It  never  shall  be  sold  I" — 

Yous  I'avez  encor !  Mother !  on  that  proud  relio  let  us 

eaze. 
O  keep  that  cup  always ! 

'*  Le  voici.    Mais  k  sa  perte  "  But,  through  some  fatal  witchery, 

Le  heros  fut  entrain^.  He,  wlu>m  a  Pope  had  crowned  and 

Lui,  qu*UN  Papb  a  couronn^  blmt, 

Est  mort  dans  un  ile  d^erte.        Perished,  iny  sona  I  by  foulest  treach- 
Lon^*temps  aucun  ne  I'a  cm  j  eiy : 

On  uisait :  II  va  paraitre.  Cast  on  an  isle  far  in  the  londy 

Par  mer  il  est  accouru ;  West. 

L'<Stranger  va  voir  son  mattre.    Long  time  sad  rumours  were  afloat — 
Quand  d'erreur  on  nous  tira,         The  fktal  tidings  we  would  spurn, 
Ma  douleur  fut  bien  amdre.        Still  hoping  from  that  isle  remote 

Fut  bien  amSre." —  Once  more  our  hero  would  return. 

Dieu  YOUS  b^nira,  grand'merc ;   But  when  the  dark  announcement 
Dieu  voua  b^nira !  drew 

Tears  from  the  virtuons  and  the 
brave- 
When  the  sad  whisper  proved  too  true, 
A  flood  of  grief  I  to  his  memory 
gave. 
Peace  to  the  glorious  dead !" — 
Mother  1  may  Gh>d  his  fiilleat  blessing 
shed 
Upon  your  aged  head  1 

Such  songs  embalm  the  glories  of  a  conqueror  in  the  hearts 
of  the  people,  and  will  do  more  to  endear  the  memory  of 
Napoleon  to  posterity  than  all  the  efforts  of  the  historian. 
The  government  of  the  imbecile  Charles  X.  had  the  folly  to 
pick  a  personal  auarrel  with  this  powerful  master  of  the  lyr<\ 
and  to  provoke  the  wrath  of  genius,  which  no  one  yet  arou;^.*d 
and  got  oft'  unscathed  by  its  lightning.  Bdranger  was  pro.sj- 
cuted  before  the  cour  d^ assizes  for  a  song !  And  notliin;.:, 
pi^rhaps,  contributed  more  to  the  catastrophe  that  soon  on  er- 
took  the  persecutor  of  the  Muses  than  the  disgraco  and  ridi- 
cule which  covered  the  royal  faction,  in  consequence  of  tiiis 
attack  on  the  freedom  of  that  freest  of  all  trades,  the  emit 
of  the  troubadour.  The  prophecy  contained  in  the  odo  wad 
realised  to  the  letter :   even  the  allusion  to  that  old  Gallic 


THE    SONGS   OF   FRANCE. 


231 


emblem  the  cock,  which  Louis  Philippe  made  the  ornament  of 
the  restored  tricolor,  confirms  the  fact  of  inspiration. 


Se  hituj:  Srapeau. 


Cj^e  Cj^ree^CoIoutetl  jTlas. 


Banger, 


{A  proiecuied  Song,) 


De  xnes  vioux  compagnons  de 
gloiro 
Jo  viciis  de  mo  Toir  entour^ ; 
Nob  souvenirs  m'ont  eniyr^, 
Le  viii  m'a  rendu  la  mdmoire. 
Fier  de  mes  exploits  et  des 
leurs, 
J  ai  mon  drapeau  dans  ma  chau- 

miero — 
Quand  aecourai-Je  la  pousn^re 
Qui  temit  su  nobiea  couleura  / 


II  est  cach^  sous  Thumble  paille 

Oil  jo  dors,  pauvre  et  rautil^. 

Lui  qui,  siir  de  vaincre,  a  vol6 
A'ingt  ans  de  bataillo  en  batnillc  j 

Cliargfe  de  lauriers  et  de  fleurs, 
II  brilla  but  I'Europo  entifero — 
Quand  tecourai-je  la  pouasiere 

Qui  ternii  sea  nobUa  couleura  ! 


Ce  dnipcau  paynit  a  la  France 
Tout  Ic  !<nng  qu'il  nous  a  co^it^  ; 
Sur  la  8oin  de  la  libcrte 

Nii:<  fiN  joiiaient  avee  su  lance  ; 
C^u'il  prouve  cncor  aux  oppres- 

('oinbicn  la  gloiro  est  roturierc — 
Quand  $rcourai-Jo  la  poussiere 
Qui  tcrnit  acs  nollca  couleurs  I 


Comrades,  around  tbis  humble  board, 
Here's  to  our  banner's  by-gone 
splendour. 
There  may  be  treason  in  that  word- 
All  Europe  may  the  proof  afford — 
All  France  be  the  offender ; 
But  drink  the  toast 
That  gladdens  most, 
Fires  the  young  heart  and  cheers  the 
old— 
"  Map  France  once  more 

Her  tri'Color 
Bleat  with  new  l{fe  behold!** 

List  to  my  secret.    That  old  flag 

Under  my  bed  of  straw  is  hidden, 
Sacred  to  glory  !    War-worn  rag ! 
Thee  no  informer  thence  shall  drag, 
Nor  dastard  apy  say  'tis  forbidden. 

France,  I  can  vouch, 

Will,  from  its  couch, 
The  dormant  symbol  yet  unfold. 

And  wave  once  more 

Her  tri- color 
Through  Europe,  uncontrolled  ! 

For  every  drop  of  blood  we  spent. 

Did  not  that  flag  give  value  plenty  ? 
Were  not  our  children  as  they  went. 
Jocund,  to  join  the  warrior's  tent. 
Soldiers  at  ten,  heroes  at  twenty  ? 
France  !  who  were  then 
Your  noblemen  ? 
Not  they  of   parchment-must   and 
mould ! 
But  they  who  lore 
Your  tri  color 
Through  Europe,  unoontroUedl 
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Son  aigle  est  resU  dans  la  poudre, 

Fatigu6  de  lointains  exploits  ; 

Bendons-lui  le  cog  des  Gaulois, 
II  s^ut  aussi  lancer  la  foudre. 

La  France,  oubliant  ses  dou- 
leurs, 
Taj  rcb^nira  libre  et  fic^re — 
Quand  aecourai'Je  la  pousrihre 

Qui  ternit  8ea  nobles  couleura  ! 


Las  d'errer  arec  la  victoire, 

Des  LOIS  il  d^nendra  Tappui ; 

Chaque  soldat  fut,  grace  li  lui, 
CiTOYEN  aux  bords  de  la  Loire. 

Seul  il  pout  Toiler  nos  mal- 
heurs, 
Deploy  on  8-le  sur  la  frontiere — 
Q,uand  stcourai-je  la  poussi^re 

Qui  ternit  tea  noblea  couleura  ! 


Mais  il  est  la  pr^  de  mes  armes ! 

Un  instant  osons  Tentrevoir ; 

Yiens,  mon  drapeau!   yiens, 
mon  espoir ! 
Cest  \  toi  d'essuyer  mes  larmcs  ! 

D*im  guerrier  qui  Terse  des 
pleurs 
Le  Ciel  entendra  la  pri^re — 
Qui^Je  afcouerai  la  pousaiire 

Qui  ternit  aea  neMea  couleura  ! 


Leipsic  hath  seen  our  eagle  fall, 
Drunk  with  renown,  worn  out  with 
glory; 
But,  with  the  emblem  of  old  Qaul 
Crowning  our  standard,  we'll  recall 
The  brightest  days  of  Valmy^a  story  I 
With  terror  pale 
Shall  despots  quail. 
When  in  their  ear  the  tale  is  told, 
Of  France  once  more 
Her  tri-cotor 
Preparing  to  ut\foid! 

Trust  not  the  lawlesa  ruffian  chiel. 

Worse  than  the  yilcst  monarch  he  1 
Down  with  the  dungeon  and  BastiUe ! 
But  let  our  countiy  ncTer  kneel 
To  that  grim  idol.  Anarchy  ! 
Strengtli  shall  appear 
On  our  frontier — 
France  sliaU  be  Liberty's  strong- 
hold! 
Then  earth  once  more 
The  tri'cclor 
With  blesainya  ahall  behold  ! 

O  my  old  flag  !  that  licst  hid, 
"There  where  my  sword  and  musket 
lie — 
Banner,  come  forth '.  for  tears  unhid 
Are  filling  fast  a  warrior's  lid. 
Which  thou  alone  canst  dry. 
A  soldier's  grief 
ShaU  find  relief; 
Avcteran's  heart  shall  be  consoled — 
France  shall  once  more 
I/er  tri'Color 
Triumphantly  uitfold  ! 


After  this  glorious  dithyramb,  worthy  of  the  days  when 
the  chivalry  oi  France  took  solemnly  the  oriflamo  from  the 
Abbey  of  St.  Denis,  to  bear  it  foremost  in  the  fight,  for  the 
defence  of  their  native  land,  or  the  conquest  of  the  land  of 
Palestine ;  it  may  be  gratifying  to  produce  a  specimen  of 
the  earlier  military  songs  of  that  gallant  country.  I  select 
for  that  piirpose  a  very  striking  lyric  effusion  from  the  pen 
of  old  Mar6t,  which  is  particmariy  deserving  of  attentiou, 
from  its  marked  coincidence  in  thought  and  expression  with 
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the  celebrated  Marseillaise  Hymn,  composed  at  the  distance 
of  three  centuries ;  but  it  would  be  hard  to  saj  which  pro- 
duced on  the  wooden-shoed  men  of  France  the  greater  im- 
pression in  its  day. 

9u  Sue  tf'filencon, 

Commandant  lAvant  Oarde  de  VArm^  Fran^aitey  1521. 

Di  yen  Hainault,  sur  lea  fins  de  champagne, 

Est  arriy^  le  bon  Due  d'Alen^on, 
Ayeque  honneur  qui  toujoura  Taccompagne 

Comme  le  sien  propre  et  yr  ji  ecusson  : 
JA  peut  on  yeoir  sur  la  grands  plaine  unie 
Do  Dons  soudars  son  enseigne  munie, 
Pr^  d'employer  leurs  bras  fulminatoire, 
A  repousser  dedans  leurs  territoire 

L'ours  Hanyier,  gent,  rustique,  et  brutalle, 
Youlant  marclier  sans  raison  p^remptoire 

Sur  les  climats  de  France  occidentale. 

Prenez  hault  coeur,  donques,  France  et  Bretagne ! 

Car  si  en  ce  camp  tenez  fiere  fa9on, 
Fondre  yerrez  deyant  yous  I'Allemagne, 

Comme  au  soleil  blancho  niege  et  gla<;on  : 
Fiffres  I  tambours  !  sonnez  en  narmouie  j 
Aventuriers !  quo  la  pique  on  manio 
pour  les  choquer  et  mettre  en  nccessoire, 
Car  d^jJi  sont  au  royal  possessoire  : 

Mais  comme  je  crois  destindo  fatalle 
Vcult  miner  leur  outrageuse  gloiro 

Sur  les  climats  de  France  occidentale. 

Donques  pictons  marchans  sur  la  campagne, 

Foudroyez  tout  sans  rien  prendre  a  ran^on  ; 
Preux  cheyaliers,  puisqu' honneur  on  y  gagne, 

Yos  ennemics  poussez  hors  de  rar9on, 
Faites  rougir  du  song  de  Germanie 
Les  clairs  ruisseaux  dont  la  terre  est  gamie ; 
Si  seront  mis  yos  hauts  noms  en  histoire  : 
Frappez  done  tons  de  main  gladiatcire, 

Qir  apr^s  leur  mort  et  defiaictc  totalle 
Yous  rapporticz  la  palme  de  yictoire 

Sur  les  climats  de  France  occidentale. 

Prince  I  rempli  de  haut  los  m^ritoire, 
Faisons  les  tons,  si  yous  me  youlez  croire, 

Aller  humer  leur  ceryoise  et  godalle  \—(^ood  aU  f) 
Car  de  nos  yins  ont  ffrand  desir  do  boire 

Sur  les  climats  de  France  occidentale. 
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Sltil^rrtfd  to  t})t  Tansuartl  of  t!^e  dPrencS 

Under  tlte  Duke  cPAlettfon^  1521. 

CLEMENT   MABOT. 

Soldiers!  at  length  their  gathered  strength  our  might  is  doomed  to 

feel- 
Spain  and  Brabant  comilitant — Bavaria  and  Castile. 
Idiots,  they  think  that  France  will  shrink  from  a  foe  that  rushes  on, 
And  terror  damp  the  gallant  camp  of  the  bold  Duke  d'Alen9on ! 
But  wail  and  wo  betide  the  foe  that  waits  for  our  assault ! 
Back  to  his  lair  our  pikes  shall  scare  the  wild  boar  of  Hainault. 
La  Meuse  shall  flood  her  banks  with  blood,  ere  the  sons  of  France  resign 
Their  glorious  fields — the  land  that  yields  the  olive  and  the  vine ! 

Then  draw  the  blade  !  be  our  ranks  arrayed  to  the  sound  of  the  martial 

fife; 
In  the  foeman's  car  let  the  trumpeter  blow  a  blast  of  deadly  strife ; 
And  let  each  knight  collect  liis  miglit,  as  if  there  hung  this  day 
The  fate  of  France  on  his  single  lance  in  the  hour  of  the  coming  fray : 
As  melts  tlie  snow  in  summer's  glow,  so  may  our  helmets*  glare 
Consume  their  host ;  so  folly's  boast  vanish  in  empty  air. 
Fools !  to  believe  the  sword  could  give  to  the  children  of  the  Khine 
Our  Gallic  fields — the  land  that  yields  the  olive  and  tlio  vine ! 

Can  Germans  face  our  Norman  race  in  the  conflict's  awful  shock — 
Brave  the  war-cry  of  "  Britanny  !"  the  shout  of  "  Lakouedoc  !** 
Dare  they  confront  the  battle's  brunt — the  fell  encounter  try 
When  dread  Bayard  leads  on  his  guard  of  stout  gendarmerie  ? 
Strength  be  the  test — then  breast  to  breast,  ay,  grapple  man  with  man  ; 
Strength  in  the  ranks,  strength  on  both  flanks,  and  valour  in  the  van. 
Let  war  efface  each  softer  grace ;  on  stem  Bellona's  shrine 
AVe  vow  to  shield  the  plains  that  yield  the  olive  and  the  vine ! 

Mcthinks  I  see  bright  Victory,  in  robe  of  glory  drest-, 

Joyful  appear  on  the  French  frontier  to  the  chieftain  she  loves  best ; 

While  grim  Defeat,  in  contrast  meet,  scowls  o'er  the  foeman's  tent, 

She  on  our  duke  smiles  down  with  look  of  blythe  encouragement. 

E'en  now,  I  ween,  our  foes  have  seen  their  hopes  of  conquest  fail ; 

Glad  to  regain  their  homes  again,  and  quaff  their  Saxon  ale. 

So  may  it  be  wliile  chivalry  and  loyal  hearts  combine 

To  lift  a  brand  for  the  bonnie  land  of  the  olive  and  the  vino ! 

And  now  let  us  give  truce  to  war,  and,  turning  to  calmer 
subjects,  smoke  for  awhile  the  calumet  of  peace  with  a  poet 
of  gentler  disposition.  Poor  Millevoye !  it  is  with  a  me- 
lancholy pleasure  that  again  I  turn  to  his  pure  and  patlietic 
page ;  but  be  was  a  favourite  of  tbe  Musq  and^  need  I  add* 
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of  mine  ?    Who  can  p^eruse  this  simple  melody  without  feel- 
ing deeply  interested  in  the  fate  of  its  author  P 


ta  Cj^oU  tiH  dTettaittf. 

Par  3£iUgpotf$» 

De  1a  d^pouiUe  de  nos  bois 
L*automne  arait  jonch^  la  terre, 
Le  booage  ^tait  sans  myst^re, 

Le  rossignol  ^tait  sans  voix. 

Tristo  et  mourant  i  son  aurore, 
Un  jeune  malade.  ik  pas  lents, 

Paroourait  une  fbis  enoore 
Le  bois  oher  k  ses  premiers  ans. 


''Bois  que  j'aime,  adieu !  je  sue- 
combo- 
Ton  dcuil.  m'avcrtit    de  mon 
sort; 

£t  dans  chaquo  fcuillo  qui  tembe 
Jo  vois  uii  presngo  do  mort. 

Fatal  oracle  d'Epidaure, 

Tu  m*a8  dit,  *Les/euilUsdes  hoia 

A  Ui  ycux  jauniront  encore^ 
Mais  c^eatpour  lu  demitre  fois!^* 

L\'tcrnel  cypres  so  balance ; 
1)6 jh  8ur  mo  t6to  en  silence 

11  incline  ses  ramenux  : 
Ma  jcuneeso  sera  fletrio 
Avant  Therbc  de  la  prairie, 

Avant  le  pampre  des  c6tcaux  ! 


Cf^e  dTall  of  tlje  leabest. 

J9y  MiUevoye, 

Autumn  had  stript  (he  groTO,  and 
strew*d 

The  vale  with  leafy  carpet  o'er — 
Shorn  of  its  mystery  the  wood, 

And  Philomel  bade  sing  no  more — 
Yet  one  still  hither  comes  to  feed 

His  gaze  on  childhood's  merry 
path; 
For  him,  sick  youth !  poor  invalid ! 

Lonely  attraction  stul  it  hath. 

"I  come  to  bid  you  farewell  brief, 

Here,  O  my  infancy's  wild  haunt! 
For  death  gives  in  each  falling  leaf 

Sad  summons  to  your  visitant. 
'Twas  a  stem  oracle  that  told 

My  dark  decree,  *  The  woodland 
bloom 
Once  more  *tis  given  thee  to  behold. 

Then  comes  th*  inexorable  tomb  .'** 


Til*  eternal  cvprcss,  balancing 

Its  tall  form  like  some  funeral  thing 

In  silence  o'er  my  head, 
Tells  me  my  youth  shall  wither  fast. 
Ere  the  grass  fades — yea,  ere  the  la^t 

Stalk  m>m  the  vine  is  shed. 


Et  je  meurs!  do  leur  froide  haleine  I  die !  Yes,  with  his  icy  breath, 

M'ont  toucli6  lc8  sombrcs  au-  Fixed   Fate   has   frozen   up   my 

tand,  blood ; 

Et  j*ai  vu  conimc  imo  ombre  vaine  And  by  the  chilly  blast  of  Death 

S'evanouir  mon  beau  printems.  Nipt  is  my  life's  spring  in  the  bud. 

Tombe!  torn  be,  feuille  6ph^mere!    Fall!  fall,  O  transitory  leaf! 

Couvre,  helas !  ce  triste  chc min !       And  coverwell  this  patli  of  sorrow ; 
Cache  au  deaespoir  dc  mn  ni5re        Hide  from  my  mother's  searching 
Ln  place  oil  je  ecrai  demain  !  grief 

The  spot  where  Fll  bo  laid  to- 
piorrow, 
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MaiB  si  mon  amante  Toil^ 
Yient  dans  la  solitaire  all^ 

Fleorer  k  Theure  ou  le  jour  fait ; 

Eveille,  par  un  l^ger  bruit, 
Mon  ombre  un  instant  console  I*' 


n  dit    S* Soigne  et  sans  rctour ; 

La  demiere  feuille  qui  tombe 
A  signal^  son  dernier  jour ; 

Sous  le  chdne  on  creusa  ss 
tombe. 
Mais  son  amante  ne  vint  pas ; — 

£t  la  p&tre  de  la  valine 
Troubla  seul  du  bruit  de  ses  pas 

Le  silence  du  mausolee. 


But  should  my  loTed  one's  iurj 

tread 
Seek  the  sad  dwelling  of  the  dead. 

Silent,  alone,  at  eve ; 
O  then  with  rustling  murmur  meet 
The  echo  of  her  coming  feet, 

And  sign  of  welcome  give  !*' 

Such  was  the  sick  youth's  last  sad 
thought  s 
Then  slowly  from  the  grore  he 
moved; 
Next  moon  that  way  a  corpse  was 
brought, 
And  buried  in  the  bower  he  loved. 
But  at  his  grave  no  form  appeared, 
No  fairy  mourner :  through  the 
wood 
The  shepherd's  treadalone  washeard, 
In  the  sepulchral  solitude. 


Attuned  to  the  sad  harmony  of  that  closing  stanza,  and 
set  to  the  same  key-note  of  impassioned  sorrow,  are  the 
following  lines  of  Chateaubriand,  which  I  believe  have  never 
appeared  in  print,  at  least  in  this  country.  They  were  com- 
posed on  the  occasion  of  a  young  and  beautiful  girl's  pre- 
mature death,  the  day  her  remains  were,  with  the  usual 
ceremony  of  placing  a  wreath  of  white  roses  on  the  bier, 
consigned  to  the  eaxth. 

Ci^ateaubrianll. 

Sur  la  Faie  de  mon  Ami,  enUrrSe  hier  devant  moi  au  Cimeiure  de  Patty, 

16  /Kin,  1832. 

II  descend  oe  oeroueil !  et  les  roses  sans  taches 

Qu'un  p^re  y  deposa,  tribut  de  sa  douleur : 
Terre !  tu  les  portas !  et  maintenant  tu  caches 

Joune  fille  et  jeunb  fleur ! 
Ah !  ne  les  rends  jamais  k  ce  monde  prophane, 

A  ce  monde  de  deuil,  d'angoisse,  et  de  malheur ! 
Le  vent  brise  et  fl^trit,  le  soleil  br^e  et  fane 

Jeune  fille  et  jeune  fleur  I 
Tu  dors,  pauvre  Elisa,  si  legdre  d'annees ! 

Ta  ne  orains  plus  du  jour  le  poids  et  la  chaleur  | 
SUm  ont  achere  leurs  frtdches  mating, 

Jeune  fille  et  jeune  fleur! 


I 
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Ere  that  coffin  goes  down,  let  it  bear  on  its  lid 
I  The  garland  of  roses 

\    Which  the  hand  of  a  father,  her  mourners  amid, 
/  In  silence  deposes — 

/  'Tis  the  young  maiden's  funeral  hour ! 

From  thj  bosom,  O  earth !  sprung  that  young  budding  rose 
And  'tis  meet  that  together  thy  lap  should  enclose 
The  young  maid  and  the  flower ! 

Nerer,  nerer  give  back  the  two  symbols  so  pure 

Which  to  thee  we  confide ; 
From  the  breath  of  this  world  and  its  plague-spot  seciU'O, 

Let  them  sleep  side  by  side — 
They  shall  know  not  its  pestilent  power  I 
Soon  the  breath  of  contagion,  the  deadly  mildew, 
Or  the  fierce  scorching  sun,  might  parch  up  as  they  grew 
^XX,      '^^^  young  maid  and  the  flower  I 

Poor  Sixii !  for  thee  life's  enjoyments  have  fled,  j 

But  its  pangs  too  are  flown  I     / 
Then  go  sleep  in  the  grave !  in  that  cold  bridal  bed      ^ 

Death  may  call  thee  his  own —  \ 
Take  tliis  handful  of  clay  for  thy  dowor !    C 
Of  a  texture  wert  thou  far  too  gentle  to  last ;  / 

'Twas  a  morning  tliy  Lfe !  now  tlie  matins  arc  past    ^ 
For  the  maid  and  the  flower ! 


No.   IX. 

THE  SONGS  or  FRANCE. 

OX  WINE,  WATl,  WOMEN,  WOODEN  SHOES,  PHILOSOPHY, 

FUOGS,  AND  EEEE  THADE. 

dProm  t]^e  |)rout  ^apertf. 
Ohaptbb  III. — Philosophy. 

«*  Quando  Gallus  cantat,  Pctrus  f[ct:*—Sixti4s  V,  Pont,  Max. 

"Si  do  nos  coqs  la  voix  alti&re  "If  old  St.  Peter  on  his  rock 

Troubla  I'h^ritier  dc  St.  Pierre,  Wept  when  he  heard  the  Orilhc  cock, 
Urilce  aux  annates  aujourd'hui,  Has  not  the  good  Frencli  hen  (God 
Noipoulcsvontpondropourhii."  bless  her!) 

Bekanger.      Laid  mnny  an  egg  for  his  succes- 
sor?" 

Befobe  we  plunge  with  Prout  into  the  depths  of  ^^ench 
Pbilosopby,  we  must  pluck  a  crow  with  the  "  Sun."     Not 
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often  does  it  occur  to  us  to  notice  a  newspaper  criticism ; 
nor,  indeed,  in  this  case,  should  we  conaescend  to  wax 
angry  at  the  discharge  of  the  penny-a-liner's  popgun,  were 
it  not  that  an  imputation  has  been  cast  on  the  good  father's 
memory,  which  cannot  be  overlooked,  and  must  be  wiped 
away.  The  caitiff  who  writes  in  the  "  Sun"  has,  at  the  in- 
stigation of  Satan,  thrown  out  a  hint  that  these  songs,  and 
specifically  his  brilliant  translation  of  "  Malbrouck,  were 
written  "under vinous  inspiration!"  A  folse  and  atrocious 
libel.  Great  mental  powers  and  superior  cleverness  are  too 
often  supposed  to  derive  assistance  from  the  bottle.  Thus 
tlic  virtue  of  the  elder  Cato  {prisci  Ca fonts)  is  most  unjus- 
tifiably ascribed  to  potations  by  unreflecting  florace  ;  and 
a  profane  French  sophist  has  attributed  Noah's  escape  from 
the  flood  to  similar  partiality  : 

"  Nou  Ifi  patriarche,  "  To  have  drown'd  an  old  chap, 

Si  celfebr^  par  I'arche,  Such  a  friend  to  *tho  tap,' 

Aimii  fort  le  jus  du  toimeau ;  The  flood  would  have  felt  compunc- 

Puisqu'il  planta  la  vigne,  tion  : 

Convenez  qu'ctait  dipio  Noah  owed  his  escape 

Dc  ne  point  sc  noyer  dans  I'eau!'*  To  his  love  for  the  grape ; 

And  his  *ark'  was  an  empty  pun- 
cheon." 

Tlie  illustrious  Queen  Anne,  who,  like  our  own  REOiyA, 
encouraged  literature  aud  patronised  wit,  was  thus  calum- 
niated after  death,  when  her  statue  was  put  up  where  it 
now  stands,  with  its  back  to  Paul's  church  and  its  face 
turned  towards  that  celebrated  comer  of  the  churchyard 
whicli  in  those  days  was  a  brandy-shop.  Nay,  was  not  our 
late  dignified  Lord  Chancellor  equally  lampooned,  without 
the  slightest  colour  of  a  pretext,  excepting,  perhaps,  "  be- 
cause his  nose  is  red."  Good  reason  has  he  to  curse  his  evii 
genius,  and  to  exclaim  with  Ovid — 

"  Ingenio  pcrii  Naso  pocta  meo  I'' 

We  were  prepared,  by  our  previous  knowledge  of  history, 
for  this  outbreak  of  calumny  in  Front's  case ;  we  knew,  by 
a  reference  to  the  biography  of  Christopher  Columbus,  of 
Galileo,  and  of  Dr.  Faustus  (the  great  inventor  of  tlie  art 
of  printing),  that  his  intellectual  superiority  would  raise  up 
a  host  of  adversaries  prepared  to  malign  him,  nay,  if  ueces- 
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sary,  to  accuse  him  of  witchcraft.  The  writer  in  the  **  San" 
has  not  yet  gone  quite  so  far,  contenting  himself  for  the 
present  with  the  assertion,  tliat  the  father  penned  "  these 
iSongs  of  France  "  to  the  sound  of  a  gurgling  flagon — 

"  Aux  doux  gloux  gloux  que  fait  1a  bouteille/' 

The  idea  is  not  new.  When  Demosthenes  shaved  his  head, 
and  spent  the  winter  in  a  cellar  transcrihing  the  works  of 
Thucydides,  'twas  said  of  him,  on  his  emerging  into  the 
light  of  the  ^nfia,  that  "  his  speeches  smelt  ol  oil."  It 
was  stated  of  tliat  locomotive  knight,  Sir  Eichard  Black- 
more,  whose  epic  poem  on  King  Arthur  is  now  (like  Bob 
Montgomery's  "  Omnipresence  ")  present  nowhere,  that  he 

"  Wrote  to  the  rumbling  of  his  coach-wheels.'' 

In  allusion  to  Byron's  lameness,  it  was  hinted  by  some 
ZoiluB  that  he  penned  not  a  few  of  his  verses  slans  pede  in 
uno.  Even  a  man's  genealogy  is  not  safe  from  innuendo 
and  inference;  for  Sam  Rogers  having  discovered,  from 
B^ranger's  song,  "  Le  Tailleur  et  la  Fde,"  that  his  father 
was  a  tailor,  pronounced  his  parentage  and  early  impressions 
to  be  the  cause  why  he  was  such  a  capital  hand  at  a  hem- 
a-stich.  If  a  similar  analogy  can  hold  good  in  Tom  Moore's 
case  (whose  juvenile  associations  were  of  a  grocer  sort),  it 
will  no  doubt  become  obvious  why  his  compositions  are  so 
"  highly  spiced,"  his  taste  so  "  liquorish,"  and  his  muse  so 
prodipjal  of  "  sugar-caudy." 

But  is  it  come  to  this  ?  must  we  needs,  at  this  time  of 
day,  vindicate  the  holy  man's  character  ?  and  are  we  driven 
to  take*  up  the  cudgels  for  his  sobriety  ? — he,  whose  frugal  life 
was  proverbial,  and  whoso  zeal,  backed  by  personal  example^ 
was  all-powerful  to  win  his  ])arishioner8  from  the  seduction 
of  barleycorn,  and  reduce  tliem  to  a  habit  of  temperance, 
nd  bonani  fnigem  reducere  !  He,  of  whom  it  might  be  pre- 
dicated, that  while  a  good  conscience  was  ^\^  jmje  cofivivium 
of  his  mind,  his  corporeal  banquet  was  a  perpetual  red- 
herrinj^  !  Wat er-cr esses ^  so  abundant  on  that  bleak  hill, 
were  his  only  luxury;  for  ho  belon;j;cd  to  that  class  of 
Pythagorean  philosophers  of  whom  Virgil  speaks,  in  his 
description  of  the  plague  : 

"  Non  illis  epube  iiocut^re  repostae : 
FrondibuA  et  yictu  pascuntur  Bimplicis  licrb»." — Geory.  Ill' 
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Cicero  tells  us,  in  his  Tusculan  Questions  (what  he  might 
have  read  in  Xenophon),  that  water-cresses  were  a  favourite 
diet  in  Persia.  His  words  are :  "  Pers®  nihil  ad  panetn 
adhibebant  praeter  nasturtium."  (Tusc.  Qusest.  v.  140). 
I  only  make  this  remark,  en  passant,  as,  in  comparing  Ire- 
land with  what  Tom  calls 

"  that  delightful  province  of  the  etm. 
The  land  his  orient  beam  first  shines  upon,** 

it  would  seem  that  '*  round  towers**  and  water^resses  are 
distinctive  characteristics  of  both  countries ;  a  matter  some- 
what singular,  since  the  taste  for  water-grass  is  by  no  means 
generally  diffused  among  European  nations.  Pliny,  indeed 
(Ub.  xix.  cap.  8),  goes  so  far  as  to  state,  that  this  herb 
creates  an  unpleasant  titillation  in  the  nose :  "  Nasturtium 
nomen  accepit  k  narium  tormento."  But  Spenser  savs  of 
the  native  Irish,  that  '*  wherever  they  found  a  plot  of  sham- 
rocks or  water-cresses,  there  they  flocked  as  to  a  feast." — 
State  of  Irelandy  i..D.  1580. 

When  we  assert  that  Prout  was  thus  a  model  of  abste- 
miousness, we  by  no  means  intend  to  convey  the  notion 
that  he  was  inhospitable.  Is  not  his  Carousal  on  record 
in  the  pages  of  Begin  a  ?  and  will  it  not  be  remembered 
when  the  feast  of  O'Eourke  is  forgotten  ?  If  a  friend 
chanced  to  drop  into  his  hut  on  a  frosty  night,  he  felt  no 
more  scruple  in  cracking  with  his  guest  a  few  bottles  of 
Medoc,  than  George  Knapp,  the  redoubtable  Mayor  of 
Cork,  in  demolishing,  with  nis  municipal  club,  a  mad-dog*s 
pericranium.  Nor  were  his  brother-clergy  in  that  diocese 
less  remarkable  for  well-ordered  conviviality.  Horace,  in 
his  trip  to  Brundusium,  says,  that  parish-priests  are  only 
bound  (on  account  of  their  poverty)  to  supply  a  stranger 
with  a  nre-side  of  bog-wood,  and  potatoes  and  salt — 

**  Suppeditant  parochi  quod  debent  liffna  talemque  ;*' 

whereas  he  foolishly  imagines  that  nothing  con  surpass  a 
bishop's  hospitality — 

"  ]Pontificum  potiore  ccenis.*' 

Were  the  poet  now-a-days  (a.d.  1830)  to  make  a  trip  to 
Corky  he  would  find  matters  managed  vice  versd. 
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Prom  all  we  have  said  on  this  subject^  and  still  more  irom 
what  we  could  add,  if  inclined  to  be  wrathful,  Prout's  calum- 
niators may  learn  a  lesson  of  forbearance  and  (lecorum.  Hm 
paths  are  the  paths  of  pleasantness  and  peace.  But  we  are 
determined  to  protect  aim  from  assault.  Far  be  it  from  us 
to  throw  an  apple  of  discord ;  but  Prout  is  the  apple  of  our 
eye.  Let  the  man  in  "  the  Sun"  read  how  Daniel  O'Rourke 
fell  from  "  the  moon ;"  let  him  recollect  the  Dutch  ambassa- 
dor's remark  when  the  grand  monarque  shewed  him  his  own 
royal  face  painted  in  the  disc  of  an  emblematic  "  Sol :"  *'  Je 
vois  aveeplaisir  votre  majesty  dans  le  plus  grand  jyiRB  astbes." 

OLIVER  YOEKE. 

Dm.  lit,  1834. 


WaUrgratihiU,  Dee.  1838. 

The  historian  of  Charles  the  Fifth,  in  that  chapter  wherein 
he  discourseth  of  the  children  of  Loyola,  takes  the  oppor- 
tunity of  manifesting  his  astonishment  that  so  learned  a  oody 
of  men  should  never  have  produced,  among  crowds  of  poets, 
critics,  divines,  metaphysicians,  orators,  and  astronomers, 
"  one  single  philosopher .'"  The  remark  is  not  original.  The 
ingenious  maggot  was  first  generated  in  the  brain  of  D*Alem- 
bert,  himself  an  undeniable  "  philosopher."  Every  one,  I 
imac^ine,  knows  what  guess-sort  of  wiseacre  France  gave 
birta  to  in  the  person  of  that  algebraic  personage.  I  say 
France  in  general,  a  wholesale  term,  as  none  ever  knew  who 
his  parents  were  in  detail,  he,  like  myself,  having  graduated 
in  a  foundling  hospital.  In  the  noble  seminary  des  Enfana 
Trouv^s,  (that  metropolitan  magazine  for  anonymous  contri- 
butions,) the  future  geometer  was  only  known  by  the  name 
of  "Jean  le  Rond,"  which  he  exchanged  in  after-life  for 
the  more  sonorous  title  of  D'Alembert :  not  rendering  him- 
self thereby  a  whit  more  capable  of  finding  the  quadrature 
of  the  circle.  To  be  sure,  in  the  fancy  for  a  high-sounding 
name  he  only  imitated  his  illustrious  fellow-labourer  in  the 
vinejard,  Fran9oi8  Arouet,  whom  mortals  have  learnt  to  call 
**  Voltaire"  by  his  own  particular  desire.  Now  Eobertson, 
of  the  Kirk  of  Scotland,  ought  to  have  known,  when  he 
adopted,  second-hand,  this  fu)surdity,  that  by  philosopher 
the  French  infidel  meant  any  thing  but  a  well-regulated. 
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sound,  and  sagacious  mind,  reposing  in  calm  grandeur  on 
the  rock  of  Eevelation,  and  looking  on  with  scornful  pity 
while  modem  sophists  go  through  all  the  drunken  capers  of 
emancipated  scepticism.  Does  the  historian,  grave  and 
thoughtful  as  he  is,  mean  to  countenance  such  yagaries  of 
humau  reason  ?  does  he  deem  the  wild  mazes  of  the  philo- 
sophic dance,  in  which  Hobbes,  Spinoza,  Bolingbroke,  Bavid 
Hume,  and  Monboddo,  join  with  Diderot,  Helvetius,  and 
the  D*Holbac  revellers,  worthy  of  applause  and  imitation  i 

"  Saltantes  satyros  imitabitur  AlphesiboDus  ?" 

If  such  be  the  blissful  visionof  Aw  philosophy,  then,  indeed, 
may  we  exclaim,  with  the  poet  of  Eton  College,  "  'Tis  folly 
to  be  wise !"  But  if  to  possess  an  unrivalled  knowledge  of 
human  nature — if  to  ken  with  intuitive  glance  all  the 
secrets  of  men's  hearts — if  to  control  the  passions — if  to 
gain  ascendancy  by  sheer  intellect  over  mankind — if  to 
civilise  the  savage — if  to  furnish  zealous  and  intelligent 
missionaries  to  the  Indian  and  American  hemisphere,  as 
well  as  professors  to  the  Universities  of  Europe,  and  "  con- 
fessors" to  the  court  of  kings, — be  characteristics  of  ge- 
nuine philosophy  and  mental  greatness,  allow  me  to  put  in  a 
claim  lor  the  Society  that  is  no  more ;  the  downfal  of  which 
was  the  signal  for  every  evil  bird  of  bad  omen  to  flit  abroad 
and  pollute  the  world — 

"  Obscoenique  canes,  importunseqiie  volucrefl." 

And  still,  though  it  may  sound  strange  to  modem  democrats, 
the  first  treatise  on  the  grand  dogma  of  the  sovereignty  of 
the  people  was  written  and  published  in  Spain  by  a  Jesuit. 
It  was  Father  Mariana  who  first,  in  his  book  "  De  Institu- 
tione  Eegis,"  taught  the  doctrine,  that  kings  are  but  trustees 
for  the  benefit  of  the  nation,  freely  developing  what  was 
timidly  hinted  at  by  Thomas  Aquinas.  Bayle,  whom  the 
professor  will  admit  to  the  full  honours  of  a  philosophic  chair 
of  pestilence,*  acknowledges,  in  sundry  passages,  the  supe- 
rior sagacity  of  those  pious  men,  under  whom,  by  the  way, 
he  himself  studied  at  Toulouse;  and  if,  by.  accumulating 

•  "  Cathedra  petliUntia*'  is  the  Vulgate  translation  of  what  the  au- 
thorised Cburch-Yereion  calls  the  "  seat  of  the  scomfuV  Psalm  i  1« 
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doubts  and  darkness  on  the  truths  of  Christianity,  he  ]ias 
merited  to  be  called  the  cloud-compelling  Jupiter  among 
philosophers,  vs^sXrjys^ira  Zsvf ,  surely  some  particle  of  phiio- 
sophic  praise,  equivocal  as  it  is,  might  be  reserved  for  those 
able  masters  who  stimulated  his  early  inquiries, — excited 
and  fed  his  young  appetite  for  erudition.  But  they  sent 
forth  from  their  schools,  in  Descartes,  in  Torricelli,  and  in 
Bossuet,  much  sounder  specimens  of  reasoning  and  Avisdom. 

I  hesitate  not  to  aver,  as  a  general  proposition,  that  the 
French  character  is  essentially  un philosophical.  Of  the 
Greeks  it  has  been  said,  what  I  would  ratner  apply  to  our 
merry  neighbours,  that  they  were  "  a  nation  of  children," 
possessing  all  the  frolicsome  wildness,  all  the  playful  attrac- 
tiveness of  that  pleasant  epoch  in  life ;  but  deficient  in  the 
graver  faculties  of  dispassionate  reflection :  'EXX^jvi;  aas 
wai6tg,  7H^^  ^*  'EXX»jv  ou5«/f. — (Plato,  "  Timaeus.")  In  the 
reign  of  Louis  XIV.,  P6re  Bouhours  gravely  discusses,  in  his 
"  Cours  de  Belles  Lettres,"  the  question,  "  whether  a  native 
of  Germany  can  possess  wit  r"  The  phlegmatic  dwellers  on 
the  Danube  might  retort  by  proposing  as  a  problem  to  the 
University  of  Gottingen,  "An  datiir  philosophus  inter 
Gallos  ?"  Certain  it  is,  and  I  know  them  well,  that  the 
calibre  of  their  mind  is  bettor  adapted  to  receive  and  dis- 
charge "  small  shot"  than  **  heavy  metal."  That  they  are 
more  calculated  to  sliine  in  the  imaginative,  tlie  ornamontal, 
the  refined  and  delicate  departments  of  literature,  tlian  in  the 
sober,  sedate,  and  profound  pursuits  of  philosophy ;  and  it 
is  not  without  reason  that  history  tells  of  their  aneeslorw, 
when  on  the  point  of  taking  the  capitol,  that  they  were 
foiled  and  discomfited  by  the  solemn  steadiness  of  a  goose. 

Cicero  had  a  great  contempt  for  the  guidance  of  (xreck 
philosophers  in  matters  appertaining  to  religion,  thinking, 
with  reason,  that  there  \vas  in  the  Koman  gravity  a  more 
fitting  disposition  of  mind  for  such  important  inquiries: 
"Cilm  de  religione  agitur,  Titum  Coruncanium  aut  Pubiium 
Scffvolam,  pond/icrx  waximos^  non  Zenonem,  aut  C'leantliiini, 
aut  Ciirysippum  sequor."  {De  Nalvm  Deor.)  The  terms 
of  insulting  (^preciation,  Graculus  and  (htccia  viendaXy  are 
familiar  to  the  readers  of  the  Latin  classics ;  and  from 
Aristophanes  we  can  learn,  that  frogSy  a  talkative,  saltatory, 
and  unsubstantial  noun  of  multitude,  was  then  applied  to 
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Greeks,  as  now-a-days  to  Prenchmen.  Bat  of  this  more 
anon,  when  I  come  to  treat  of  "  frogs  and  free-trade."  I 
am  now  on  the  chapter  of  philosophy. 

Vague  generalities,  and  sweeping  assertions  reJative  to 
national  cliaracter,  are  too  much  the  fashion  with  writers  of 
the  Puckler  Muskaw  and  Lady  Morgan  school :  wherefore 
I  select  at  once  an  individual  illustration  of  my  theory  con- 
cerning the  French  ;  and  I  hope  I  shall  not  be  accused  of 
dealing  unfairly  towards  them  when  I  put  forward  as  a 
sample  the  Comte  de  Buffon.  Of  all  the  eloquent  prose 
writers  of  France,  none  has  surpassed  in  gracenil  and  har- 
monious diction  the  great  naturalist  of  Burgundy.  His 
work  combines  two  qualities  rarely  found  in  conjunction  on 
the  same  happy  page,  viz.,  accurate  technical  information 
and  polished  elegance  of  style ;  indeed  his  maxim  was  "  Le 
style  c*e8t^  Vhoinme  :"  but  when  he  goes  beyond  his  depth — 
when,  tired  of  exquisite  delineations  and  graphic  dei)ictur- 
ings,  he  forsakes  the  "  swan,"  the  "  Arabian  horse,"  the 
"  beaver,"  and  the  "  ostrich,"  for  "  Sanconiathon,  Berosus, 
and  the  cosmogony  of  the  world,"  what  a  melancholy  exhi- 
bition does  he  make  of  ingenious  dotage  !  Having  prede- 
termined not  to  leave  Moses  a  leg  to  stand  on,  he  sweeps 
away  at  one  stroke  of  his  pen  the  foundations  of  Grenesis, 
and  reconstructs  their  terraqueous  planet  on  a  new  patent 
principle.  I  have  been  at  some  pains  to  acquire  a  compre- 
hensive notion  of  his  system,  and,  aided  by  an  old  Jesuit,  I 
have  succeeding  in  condensing  the  voluminous  dissertation 
into  a  few  lines,  for  the  use  of  those  who  are  dissatisfied 
with  the  Mosaic  statement,  including  Dr.  Buckland : 

1.  l\\  the  beginning  was  the  sun,  from  which  a  splinter 
was  shot  off  by  chance,  and  that  fragment  was  our  globe. 

2.  SnU  the  globe  had  for  its  nucleus  melted  glass,  with 
an  envelope  of  hot  water. 

3.  9n)l  it  began  to  twirl  round,  and  became  somewhat 
flattened  at  the  poles. 

4.  Jioto,  when  the  water  grew  cool,  insects  began  to  ap- 
pear, and  shell-fish.  ■ 

5.  9n)l   from  the  accumulation  of   sheUs,   particularly 
oysters  (tom.  i.,  4to.  edit.  p.  14),  the  earth  was  gradually 
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formed,  with  ridges  of  mountains,  on  the  principle  of  the 
Mouto  Tostacio  at  the  gate  of  Eome. 

G.  Slit  the  melted  glass  kept  warm  for  a  long  time,  and 
the  arctic  climate  was  as  hot  in  those  days  as  the  tropics 
now  are :  witness  a  frozen  rhinoceros  found  in  Siberia,  <&c. 
&c.  &e. 

To  all  which  discoveries  no  one  will  be  so  illiberal  as  to 
refuse  tbe  appropriate  acclamation  of  "  Very  fine  oysters  !"* 

As  I  have  thus  furnished  here  a  compendious  substitute 
for  the  obsolete  book  of  Genesis,  I  think  it  right  also  to 
supply  a  few  notions  on  astronomy  ;  wherefore  I  subjoin  a 
French  song  on  one  of  the  most  interesting  phenomena  of 
the  solar  system,  in  which  effusion  of  some  anonymous  poet 
there  is  about  as  much  wisdom  as  in  Buifon*s  cosmogony. 

Sa  Cf)coric  tietf  iEcltptfetf.        .   <@n  dolar  iScltptfed. 

(a  kew  theoby.) 

(Jupiter  loquitur.)  For  the  we  of  the  London  Univertittj. 

Jo  j ure  lo  Sty  x  qui  tourn oie  All  heaven ,  I  swear  by  Styx  that  rolln 

Dans  le  pays  de  Tartara,  Its  dark  flood  i*ouud  the  land  of 

Qu' jt "  Culin'maillard "  on  jouera  souls  ! 

Or  8U8 !  tirez  au  sort,  qu'ou  voio  Shall  play  tliis  day  at   "  Blind 

Lcquol  d'oiitro  vous  lo  sera.  man's  bulF." 

Come,  make  arrangements  on  the 

spot ; 
Prepare  the  'kerchief, draw  the  lot — 
So  Jove  commands !    Enough ! 

Le  bon  Soleil  I'avait  bien  dit —  Lot  fell  on  Sol  :  the  stars  were  struck 

Lc  sort  lui  ^ehut  en  partagc :         At  such  an  instance  of  ill  luck. 
Cliacun  rit ;  ct  suivant  1' usage.  Then  Luna  forward  came, 

Aussiti^t  la  Lune  s*ofiVit  And  bound  with  gentle,  modest 

Pour  lui  voiler  sou  beau  visage.  hand, 

O'er  his  bright  brow  the  muslin 
band : 
Hence  mortals  learned  the  game. 

It  would  be  scandalous  indeed,  if  the  palm  of  absurdity, 
the  bronze  medal  of  impudence  in  philosophic  discovery, 
were  to  be  aw^arded  to  Buffon,  when  Voltaire  stands  a  can- 
didate in  the  same  field  of  speculation.  This  great  man, 
discoursing  on  a  similar  subject,  in  his  profound  "  Questions 

*  Prout  felt  that  dislike  of  geological  induction  common  to  old- 
£uhioned  churchmen — O.Y. 
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Tflni'vi'ii^rr'iiinii.'s. "  abinir?  to  irfin-:"?  riie'^ilgar  preamnp 
"i  r.r.'t'ur  t'  i  ^-iierru  ifiU:j?».  ier'"?'!  ^nm  oeitain  ms 
•tMiuims  .iiii  ■■'ui*'i\' :a  ~Vuna  )a  rue  Mrja  and  Pyrei 
ilo  Livs  'lor  ii'!?irdCi3  "i  Triue  riiese  ^iieils  to  the  trequi 
'f  ^ii':»"!ns  "*".'.:n:air  ttu  ^v-jiIuus  ja  riieir  hara  irtDm 
rac  ii  CiMiii^'sci.*  "«  ur-  ?»  :::e  3n'Uiira;n9.  Here  are 
■vt'nis.  /.  '  ir^.  Jjipiti  ■•  "?i  niMid  ^:<43ns  rcdexion 
•'Mill*  -tiiiiMTr.^rio.e  it*  ■?»  ATTna  iiu  parreac  :!  pied  de 
I.iiini's  .»ii  vT.«i]^^.  ir  ie  Ttures  '.e*  prjviiiiM».  pour  all 
I\vMiu»  'jir 't?  M -lie  J". !:::?.  viarjes  ie  -vjqiiiiles  a  leurs  1 
•tonk"  xo.  jtLV — .1  :t»t?i?  iZKi  :ryn:ii  exgiiinarioii  of  a' 
•»ii.'.,:'"-«ix  ^M'i**5r»-"sl  "^p-'Cie':!. 

l^ur  \»r  --.ii*  7arr"ij:*:ii  "c  F-rst^  xiiie  "lis  'iiminished  1 
\'ti»r**  .1  acx*  "*^uv:'.'.  jnuuiovnic  Trrwr.  viitvi^"**!!  DTipiiid,aiii 
.'i'  t-m:  *ii>i::i;o  -^--rs.  *  Te  '.*«." r^rne  ie^  Culws.'*  ' 
•vr.l'r«t!:i:!iv  -i  t  ■v.;u.;:u  i'  ieiim.  md  ieserveiily  has  I 
,,.,•»  •iiMVi-n:^-.:  »■  j  -cec  zr* 'ji   .-aai:'ja7 :  "wiii:  joncludea 

M*  I.    .iji.    :■**.  \-!   ::•  7r*i":i  r*::!!  me  ii.rrcci  cz  the  weiJ 

>  •,:^  V '  ■   •..-•   •■.-.■  T'-'.r:  z:  i  "r-iu.  it*  faid  ^j  ■i'»*n, 

^  •'.'"^  1  -    .1     .  ■   ^-  ?":    :  *  ■«■  "i>  ciij'VTi.  rxaeii  ?T  lis* 


v',«-»x      '    ■  .    ■•   'x^-- -    i ;    ■"*  .'■"vH Tl»r— »JtZie»*   I'll*  a*l  "■ 

.;■—         .'•~sr     jTiZLz^  :'.r  :i-r    S-^n, 

•^  ■     ■  •  ■•■>     «»  -•  —  >v        ^  "  !e  rv:.":  T...;-L5  ::  1*-^  ^x 

'V  v"  -  ■■    ■     :       •       ^. .  .   -  ^  ■   i:: :   1    1  ..u*  :'::•   ci:< 

v"  V     ,^,         V    \     ■  la^  t:  --. :  :iit  is  A  rirjj^e  hi 

*  •  ■  «'  ^-  .  ■         ■•*•■.      ■  :  :  -^  :  i:r  r^t^.-!  W~:ii^  cab 

'  «■  ^      ;■  ■   •^    •>.'   ■   -    -:  ::  1.:*:^Vti-:?7  f:r  ihe  J 
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En^clop<?dique8,"  labours  to  remove  the  vulgar  presumption 
ia  mvour  of  a  general  deluge,  derived  from  certain  marine 
remains  and  conchylia  found  on  the  Alps  and  Pyrenees. 
He  does  not  hesitate  to  trace  >  these  shells  to  the  frequency 
of  pilgrims  returning  with  scollops  on  their  hats  from  St. 
Jago  di  Compostello  across  the  mountains.  Here  are  his 
words,  q,  e,  (art.  Coquil.) :  "  Si  nous  faisons  reflexion  k  la 
foule  innombrable  de  peli^rins  qui  partent  k  pied  de  St. 
Jaques  en  GaliciiD,  et  de  toutes  les  provinces,  pour  aller  k 
Eome  par  le  Mont  Cenis,  charges  de  coquilles  d  leurs  bon- 
nets," &c.  &c, — a  deep  and  original  explanation  of  a  very 
puzzling  geological  problem. 

But  let  the  patriarch  of  Femey  hide  his  diminished  head 
before  a  late  Yrench  philosophic  writer,  citoyen  Dupuis,  author 
of  that  sublime  work,  "De  I'Origine  des  Cultes."  This 
performance  is  a  manual  of  deism,  and  deservedly  has  been 
commemorated  by  a  poet  from  Gascony ;  who  concludes  his 
complimentary  stanzas  to  the  author  by  telling  him  that  he 
has  at  last  drawn  up  Truth  from  the  bottom  of  the  well  to 
which  the  ancients  had  consigned  her : 

Youfl  avez  bien  ro^rit^  Truth  in  a  well  was  eaid  to  dwell. 

Do  la  patrie,  Sire  DupaiB :  From  whence  no  art  could  pluck  it ; 

Yous  avcz  tir^  la  y^rit^  But  now  His  known,  raised  by  the  loan 

Du  puits !  Of  thy  philosophic  bucket. 

Citizen  Dupuis  has  imagined  a  simple  method  of  explain- 
ing the  rise  and  origin  of  Christianity,  which  he  clearly 
shews  to  have  been  nothing  at  its  commencement  but  an  "  as- 
tronomical allegory ;"  Christ  standing  for  the  Sun,  the 
twelve  apostles  representing  the  twelve  signs  of  the  Zodiac*, 
Peter  standing  for  "  Aquarius,"  and  Didymus  for  one  of 
"  the  twins,"  &c. ;  just  with  as  much  ease  as  a  future  histo- 
rian of  these  countries  may  convert  our  grand  Whig  cabinet 
into  an  allegorical  fable,  putting  Lord  Al thorp  for  the  sign 
of  Taunts,  Palmerston  for  the  Goat,  Ellice  for  Ursa  Major, 
and  finding  in  Stanley  an  undeniable  emblem  of  Scorpio* 

Voluey,  in  his  "  Ruiues,"  seems  to  emulate  the  bold  theo- 
ries of  Dupuis ;  and  the  conclusion  at  which  all  arrive,  by 
the  devious  and  labyrinthine  paths  they  severally  tread, — 
whether,  with  Lamettrie,  they  adopt  plain  materialism  ;  or, 

•  "Bear  Ellice"  and  ** Scorpion  Stanley*'  were  household  words  in 
X830,  48  well  as  Lord  Althorpe's  bucolio  and  Falmertton's  ^rotio  Um^ 
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with  Condillac,  hint  at  the  possibility  of  mailer  being  capa- 
ble of  thought :  or,  with  Diderot,  find  no  difference  between 
man  and  a  dog  but  the  clothes  ("Vie  de  S<$ndque") — is, 
emancipation  from  all  moral  tie,  and  contempt  for  all  exist- 
ing institutions.  Their  disciples  fill  the  galleys  in  France, 
and  cause  our  own  Botany  Bay  to  present  all  the  agree- 
able varieties  of  a  philosophical  hortus  siccus.  But  Ireland 
has  produced  a  grander  specimen  of  philosophy,  exemplified 
in  the  calm  composure,  dignified  tranquillity,  and  instructive 
self-possession,  with  which  death  may  be  encountered  after 
a  life  of  usefulness.  For  the  benefit  of  the  French,  I  have 
taken  some  pains  to  initiate  them,  through  the  medium  of  a 
translation,  into  the  workings  of  an  Irish  mind  unfettered 
by  coDBcientiouB  scruples  on  the  threshold  of  eternity. 

[/        V^t  9eal]^  of  Ikocratrtf.  la fUort  tre  j^orrate. 

/?y  /A«  Xe9,  JMt,  Burrowet,  Dean  of      P$r  VAbbi  deProut,  CurSduMont- 
St.  Fhiim's  Cathedral^  Cork.  uux-  CrtttonSy  prh  de  Cork, 

Tlie  niffht  Mbro  Larry  was  stretched,  A  la  veille  d'etre  pendu. 

The  Doyi  they  all  paid  him  a  visit ;       Notr*Laurent  re^ut  dans  son 
A  bit  in  their  sacks,  too,  tliey  fetched—  gtte. 

They  sweated  their  du^  till  thej  Honncur  qui  lui  6tait  bien  dii, 
ris  it ;  Do  iiombreux  amis  la  visito  ; 

For  Lan^  was  always  the  lad.  Car  cliacun  scavait  quo  Laurent 
AVhen  a  friend  was  condonmed  to       A  son  tour  rendrait  la  parcille, 

the  squeczeTt  Chapeau  montre,  et  vcsto  en- 
But  he'd  pawn  all  the  togs  that  he  had,  gaf^eant. 

Just  to  help  the  poor  boy  to  a       Four  quo  I'ami  put  boirc  bou- 
sneezer,  teille. 

And  moi^tcu  liis  gob  'fore  lie  died.  Ni  fairo,  &  gosicr  sec,  1e  saut. 

**  Pon  my   conscience,  dear  Larry,"  "  ITi'las,  notre  garcjon  !"  lui  dis-joi 

cnys  I,  "  Combien  je  regret  to  ton  sort ! 

"I'm  sorrj'  to  sec  you  in  trouble,  To  voilj\  fleur,  que  sur  pa  tige 

And  your  life's  cheerful  noggin  nm  Moipsonno  U  cruello  mori !" — 

'  dr>-,  « Au  dittble,"   dit-U,   "  lo  roi 

And  yourself  going  off  like  its  bub-  George ! 

ble !"  fa  me  fait  la  valeur  d'un  bou- 

"  Ilould  your  tongue  in  that  matter,"  ton  ; 

Fuyrt  he  ;  Devont  lo  boucher  qui  mVgorge, 

"  For  the  neckcloth  I  don't  caro  a  Je  serai  commo  un  doux  mou- 

button,  ton. 

And  by  this  time  to-morrow  you'll  see  Et  saurai  montrcr  du  coura^  l" 
Your  Larry  will  be  dead  as  mutton  : 
All  for  what  ?  'kaso  his  coiurage 
was  goodr* 


I'affiche. 
"Ha,  coquin!  de  mon  dernier 
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Tlie  hojB  they  came  crowding  in  fast ;  Des  amis  d^j^  la  coborte 

Thej  drew  their  stools  dose  round  Kemplissait  son  ^troit  r^oit ; 

about  him,  "  Six  cnandelles,  ho  !  qu*on  ap- 

Six    glims    round    his    coffin    thej  porte, 

placed —  Donnonsdu  lustre  kcettenuit! 

He  couldn't  be  well  waked  without  Alors  je  chcrehai  k  connaitre 

*em.  S'il  s'^tait  diiment  repenti  ? 

I  axed  if  he  was  fit  to  die,  **  Bah  !  c'est  les  fourberies  des 

Without  having  duly  repented  ?  pr6tres  ; 

Says  Larry,  "  That's  aU  in  my  eye,  Les  gredins,  ils  en  ont  menti, 

And  all  by  the  clargy  invented,  £t  leurs  contes  d*enfer  sont 

To  make  a  fat  bit  for  themselves.*'  faux  ! '* 

Then  the  cards  being  called  for,  they  L'on  demande  les  cartes.   Au  jcu 

played,  Laurent  voit  un  larron    qui 

Till  Larry  found  one  of  them  triche; 

cheated ;  D*honneur  tout  rempli,  il  prend 

Quick  he  made  a  hard  rapathishead—  feu, 

The  lad  being  easily  heated.  Et  d  un  bon  coup  de  poign 

•*  So  ye  chates  me  bekase  I'm  in  grief !  -  -  -  - 

O  f  is  that,  by  the  Holy,  the  rason  ? 

Soon  I'll  give  you  to  know,  you  d — d  jcnr 

thief.  Tu  croyais  profiter,  peut4tre ; 

That  you're  cracking  your  jokes  out  Tu  oscs  me  jouer  ce  tour ! 

of  sason,  Prends  9a  pour  ta  peine,  vil 

And  scuttle  your  nob  with  my  trattre  f 

fist."  £t  apprends  k  to  bien  con- 

duire." 

Then  in  came  the  priest  with  his  book,  Quand  nous    eiimes  cess^    nos 

He  spoke  liim  so  smooth  and  so  ^bats, 

civil ;  Laurent,  en  ce  triste  repaire 

Larry  tipped  him  a  Kilmainham  look,  Pour  le  disposer  au  tr^pas. 

And  pitched  his  big  wig  to  the  divil.  Y oit  en trer  Monsieur  leY icaire. 

Then  raising  a  little  riis  head,  Apres  un  sinistre  regard, 

To  get  a  sweep  drop  of  the  bottle,  Le  front  de  sa  main  il  se  firotte, 

And  pitiful  sighmg  he  said,  Disant  tout  haut,  '*  Yenez  plus 

"01  the  hemp  will  be  soon  roimd  tard  !" 

my  throttle,  Et  tout  has,  •*  Yikin' colotto !" 

And  choke  my  poor  windpipe  to  Puis  son  verre  il  vida  deux 

death  f  fois. 

So  mournful  these  last  words  he  spoke,  Lors  il  parla  do  T^hafaud, 

We  all  vented  our  tears  in  a  shower;  Et  de  sa  demiire  cravate ; 

JFor  my  part,  I  thought   my  heart  Chrands  dieux !  que  9a  paraissait 

broke  beau 

To  soe  him  cut  down  like  a  flower!  De  la  Toir  mourir  en  Socrate ! 
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Ob  hiB  traTelB  wo  watched  him  next  Le  tn^et  en  chantant  il  fit— 

day,  La  chanson  point  ne  fut  un 

O,  the  nangman  I  thought  I  could  pseaume ; 

kill  him !  MaiB  palit  un  peu  quand  il  Tit 

I^ot  ono  word  did  our  poor  Larry  say,  La  statue  du  Boy  Guillaume— 

Kor  changed  till  he  came  to  '^King  Lea  pendards  n'aiment  pas 

William:"  oeroil 
Och,  my  dear!  then  his  colour 
turned  white ! 

When  ho  oame  to  the  nuhbling  chit,  Quand  fut  au  bout  do  son  voyage, 

He  was  tucked  up  so  neat  and  so  Le  gibet  fut  prdt  en  im  cUn : 

pretty ;  Mourant  il  touma  le  yisage 

Hie  mmbler  jugged  off  from  his  feet,  Vers  la  bonne  yille  de  Sublin. 

And  he  died  with  his  face  to  the  city.  H  dansa  la  carmagnole. 

He  kicked  too,  but  that  was  all  pride,  Et  mourut  comme  fit  Mal- 

For  soon  you  might  see  'twas  all  brouck ; 

oyer ;  Puis  nous  enterr&mes  le  dr61e 

And  as  soon  as  tlie  noose  was  untied,  Au  cimeti^re  de  Donnybrook. 

-Tlien  at  darkey  we  waked  him  in  Quesonamey  soitenrepos! 
clover. 
And  sent  him  to  take  a  ground- 
sweat. 

There  has  been  an  attempt  by  Victor  Hugo  to  embody 
into  a  book  the  principles  of  Stoic  philosophy,  which  Larry 
herein  propounos  to  his  associates ;  and  the  French  poet 
has  spun  out  into  the  shape  of  a  long  yarn,  called  "  Le 
dernier  Jour  d*un  Condamne,"  what  my  friend  Dean  Bur- 
rowes  had  so  ably  condensed  in  his  immortal  ballad.  But 
I  suspect  that  Addison's  tragedy  of  "  Cato"  furnished  the 
original  hint,  in  the  sublime  soliloquy  about  suicide — 

"  It  must  be  so !  Plato,  thou  reasoncst  well  ;*' 

unless  we  trace  the  matter  as  far  back  as  Hamlet's  conver- 
sation with  the  crave- digger. 

The  care  and  attention  with  which  "  the  boys"  paid  the 
last  funeral  honours  to  the  illustrious  dead,  anxious  to  tes- 
tify their  adhesion  to  the  doctrines  of  the  defunct  philo- 
HopluT  by  a  glorious  "  wake,"  remind  me  of  the  pomp  and 
( cremony  with  which  the  sans  culottes  of  Paris  conveyed 
tlie  carcass  of  Voltaire  and  the  ashes  of  Jean  Jacques  to  the 
Pantheon  in  ITO-l.  The  bones  of  the  cut-throat  Marat  were 
subsequently  added  to  the  relics  therein  gathered ;  and  au 
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inscription  bitterly  ironical  blazed  on  the  front  of  tbe 
temple's  gorgeous  portico — 

"  Anx  grands  homines  la  patrio  reconnaissante  !*' 

The  "  Confessions"  of  Eousseau  bad  stamped  him  a  vaga- 
bond ;  the  "  Pucelle"  of  Voltaire,  bj  combining  an  outrage 
on  morals  with  a  sneer  at  the  most  exalted  instance  of  ro- 
mantic patriotism  on  record  in  his  own  or  any  other  counfry, 
had  eminently  entitled  the  writer  to  be  "  waked"  by  the 
.^ost  ferocious  ruffians  that  ever  rose  from  the  kennel  to 
trample  on  all  the  decencies  of  life,  and  riot  in  all  the  beati- 
tude of  democracy.  But  when  I  denounce  their  doings  of 
1793,  there  was  a  man  in  those  days  who  deserved  to  live  in 
better  times  ;  tho'  carried  away  by  the  frenzy  of  the  season 
(for  *' madness  ruled  the  hour"),  he  voted  for  the  death  of 
Louis  XVI.  That  man  was  the  painter  David,  then  a 
member  of  the  Convention  ;  subsequently  the  imperial  ar- 
tist, whose  glorious  picturings  of  "  The  Passage  of  the  Alps 
by  Bonaparte,"  of  "The  Spartans  at  Thermopylas,"  and 
"  The  Emperor  in  his  Coronation  Bobes,"  shed  such  radiance 
on  his  native  land.  The  Bourbous  had  the  bad  taste  not 
only  to  enforce  the  act  of  proscription  in  his  case  while  he 
lived,  but  to  prohibit  his  clead  body  from  being  interred  in 
the  French  territory.  Ills  tomb  is  in  Brussels;  but  his 
paintings  form  the  ornament  of  Louvre  and  Luxemburg ; 
while  fortunate  enough  to  be  sung  by  B^ranger. 

Se  Conboi  tfc  SabtH, 

Peintre  de  V Etnperenr,  ex^Membre  de  la  Convention, 

Air-"  De  Roland." 

**  Non !  non !  vons  ne  passerez  pas  T  "  Non  I  non  I  vous  ne  passerez  paa  I*' 

Crie  un  soldat  sur  la  frontiiro,  Redit  plitn  has  la  Mntinelle. — 

A  ccnz  qui  de  David,  h^las  I  "  Le  peintre  de  Ltonldas 

K^pportaient chez  nous  la  poiinsiire.  Dans  la  libort^  n'a  vu  qu'elle  t 

'*  SnMat,"  disent-ils  dans  leur  dcuil,  On  lui  dut  le  noble  appareil 


M  |>. 


Proscritron  ansai  sa  m^molre  ?  I>es  Jours  do  Joie  et  d'esp^rance, 

Qnol,  vous  repoussee  son  cercueil!  0^  les  beaux  arts  k  leur  rereil 

Et  Tous  h^ritez  do  sa  glolre  1"  Fttaient  le  r^vell  de  la  France.'* 

**  Non  I  non !  vous  ne  passerez  pas  f  "  Non  I  non  I  vous  ne  passerez  pas  P 

Dit  le  soldat  arec  furlc—  Di  le  soldat;  "  c'est  ma  cotisif^oe." 

*'  Soldat.  ses  yenx  jiisqu'au  tr^pas  "Du  plus  ^rand  de  tous  Ivs  soldats 

8u  sont  toum^M  vera  la  patrio ;  II  fut  le  peintre  le  plus  digue 

11  en  Kontunait  la  Rplendeur  A  Tai^port  do  I'aigle  si  fier, 

I>u  fond  d'uii  oxil  qui  rhrnorc  :  Plcin  d'IIom<  ro,  ct  TAme  cxaltec, 

Cost  par  lul  que  n  ;trc  rrrand'sur  David  cnit  p<>tiidre  JupiUtr— 

Sur  la  toJlc  respire  cucv-i-  "  lUir* !  u  i-jS^jiiit  Frouiotb^tu" 
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"  Xon !  non !  vou«  ne  pAmercis  pas  1"  "  Non !  non !  vons  no  passeroz  pM  T 

DU  le  Mildnt,  devenu  tiiste.—  DIt  la  BcntlncUe  attendrlc— 

"  Le  hivos  ai)rtM  cent  combats  "  Eh  bicn,  retournonH  siir  nos  past 

Snccoinbtf.  et  Ton  proscrlt  Tarttste !  Adieu,  terre  qu'il  k  chirie  I 

Oiex  I'l^tranger  la  mort  Tattaint—  Les  arts  ont  perdu  le  flambeau 

Qu'il  dut  trouvor  aa  coupe  amire  I  Qui  fit  pAIir  l*^c1at  de  Rome  ! 

Anx  cendrvs  d'lin  i?<nie  ^tuint,  Aliens  mendier  nn  tombeau 

France !  tends  les  bras  d'uue  miro."  Pour  les  restes  do  ce  grand  bommc !" 


€i)t  &hitquiti  of  SabOl  tt^t  ^atnter, 

Ex'Memher  of  the  National  Convention, 

The  pasa  is  ban*od!   "Fall  back!''  cries  the  guard;  "cross  not  tho 

French  frontier  !*' 
As  with  solemn  tread,  of  the  exiled  dead  the  funeral  drew  nonr. 
For  the  sontinelle  hath  noticed  well  what  no  plume,  no  pall  can  hiilc, 
That  yon  hearse  contains  the  sad  remains  of  a  banished  regicide ! 
**  But  pity  take,  for  his  glory's  sake,"  said  liis  children  to  the  guard ; 
**  Let  his  noble  art  plead  on  his  part — let  a  grave  be  his  reward ! 
France  knew  his  name  in  her  hour  of  fame,  nor  the  aid  of  his  pcnc'l 

scorned ; 
Let  his  passport  bo  the  memory  of  the  triumphs  he  adorned !" 

'*  That  corpse  can*t  pass  I  'tis  my  duty,  alas !"  said  the  frontier  sen- 

tinclle.— 
"  But  pity  take,  for  his  country's  sake,  and  liis  clav  do  not  i-cpcl 
From  its  kindred  earth,  from  the  land  of  his  birth!    cried  the  mourners, 

in  their  turn. 
"  Oil  I  i^ire  to  Frant-o  the  iiihoritanco  of  her  painter's  funeral  urn  : 
His  pencil  traced,  on  tlio  Alpine  waste  of  the  pathless  Mont  Bernard, 
NapoltHjn's  course  on  tho  snow-white  horse! — let  a  grave  be  his  reward! 
For  he  loved  this  land — ay,  his  dyuig  hand  to  paint  her  fame  he'd  lend 

her .' 
Let  his  passport  be  the  memory  of  his  native  country's  splendour !" 

"Ye  cannot  pasn,"  said  the  guard,    "alas!  (for  tears  bedimmed  hi.? 

eyes) 
Tliough  Franco  may  count  to  pass  that  mount  a  glorious  enterprise." — 
"Tlien  pity  take,  for  fair  Froodo  u's  sake,"  cried  the  mourners  one' 

a^.iiti  : 
"Her  favourite  was  Leonidas,  with  liis  band  of  Spartan  men  ; 
Did  not  his  art  to  them  impart  life's  breath,  that  France  might  sec 
What  a  patriot  few  in  the  gap  could  do  at  old  Thermopylaj  ? 
Oft  by  that  height  for  the  coming  fight  was  the  youthful  bosom  fired : 
Let  liis  passport  be  the  nicniory  of  the  valour  he  inspired  1" 

"  Ye  cannot  pass." — "  Soldier,  alus  1  a  dismal  boon  we  crave — 
Say,  is  there  not  some  lonely  spot  where  liis  friends  may  dig  a  grave? 
Oh  !  pity  take,  for  that  hero's  sake  whom  ho  gloried  to  portray 
"With  crown  oud  palm  at  2(otrc  Dumo  on  liifl  coronation-day." 
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Amid  that  band  the  withered  hand  of  an  aged  pontiff  roser    • 
And  blessing  shed  on  the  conqueror*8  head,  forgiving  his  own  \.'oe8 : — 
lie  drew  that  scene — nor  dreamt,  I  ween,  that  yet  a  little  while, 
And  the  hero's  doom  would  be  a  tomb  far  off  in  a  lonely  isle ! 

'*  I  am  charged,  alas  !  not  to  let  you  pass,"  said  the  sorrowing  sentinelle ; 
"  His  destiny  must  also  be  a  foreign  grave !" — "  'Tis  well ! — 
Hard  is  our  fate  to  suppUcate  for  his  bones  a  place  of  rest, 
And  to  bear  away  his  banished  clay  from  the  Lmd  that  he  loved  best. 
Ihit  let  us  hence ! — Sad  recompense  for  the  lustre  that  he  cast, 
Blending  the  rays  of  modem  davs  with  the  glories  of  the  past  1 
Our  sons  will  read  with  shame  this  deed  (unless  my  mind  doth  err)  ; 
And  a  future  age  make  pilgrimage  to  the  painter's  sepulchre  !*' 

How  poor  and  pitiful  to  visit  on  his  cofifin  the  error  of  his 
political  career !  There  is  a  sympathy  in  our  nature  that 
rises  in  arms  against  any  act  of  persecution  that  vents  itself 
upon  the  dead;  and  genius  in  exile  has  ever  excited  interest 
and  compassion.  This  feeling  has  been  admirably  worked 
upon  by  the  author  of  the  "  M<5ditations  Poetiques,"  a  poet 
every  way  inferior  to  B^ranger,  but  who,  in  the  following 
efl'iision,  has  surpassed  himself,  and  given  utterance  to  some 
of  the  noblest  lines  in  the  French  limguagc. 

Sa  6loirt. 

A  tm  Poite  Portugaia  exile,  par  Alphonse  de  la  Martine, 

G^n^'rcux,  favoris  dcs  filles  de  m^moiro! 
Deux  senticrs  diifercnts  dcvant  vous  vont  s*ouvrir— 
L'un  conduit  au  bonheur,  I'autre  m^ne  k  la  gloire  s 
Mortels !  il  faut  choisir. 

Ton  port,  O  Manofil !  suivit  la  loi  commune : 
La  mu8e  t'enivra  de  pr^coces  faveurs ; 
Tes  jours  furent  tissus  de  gloire  et  d'infortune, 
Et  tu  versos  dcs  pleurs  I 

Rougis,  plut6t  rougis,  d*cnvicr  au  vulgaire, 
Lo  sterile  ropes  dout  son  cocur  est  jaloux ; 
Lcs  dieux  ont  fait  pour  lui  tons  les  bicns  de  la  terre, 
^luis  la  lyre  est  a  nous. 

Lcs  sivclos  sont  h  toi,  le  mondc  est  ta  patrie ; 
Quand  noud  nc  sommes  plus,  notre  ombre  a  des  autels, 
Oil  le  juste  avcnir  prepare  h.  ton  gvnie 
Dcs  honneurs  immortals. 
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Oui,  la  gloire  t*atteud !  mais  orrcto  ct  contcmplc 
A  quel  prix  on  penetre  en  ccs  parvis  saeres  ; 
Voifl,  rinfortuTie,as8iBe  a  la  port«  du  temple, 
£n  garde  les  degrds. 

Ici  c*est  ce  vieillard  que  Tin  grate  lonie 
A  vu  de  mers  en  mers  promener  sea  malhcurs  j 
Ayeugle,  il  mcndiait,  au  prix  de  son  geni.^, 
Un  pain  moiiillu  do  pleura. 

JA  le  Tasso,  briile  d'une  flamme  fatale, 
Expiant  dans  Ics  fers  sa  gloire  ct  eon  amour, 
Quand  11  va  recueiUir  la  palme  triomphale, 
Descend  au  noir  sejour. 

Par- tout  des  malheurcux,  des  proscrits,  des  victimes, 
Luttant  contro  le  sort,  ou  contro  les  bourrcaux  ; 
On  dirait  quo  le  Ciel  aux  cccurs  ])lus  magnanimes 
Mdsure  plus  de  muux. 

Impose  done  silence  aux  plaintcs  dc  ta  Ijro — 
Des  coDurs  ii6s  sans  vcrtu  Tinfortuno  est  recucil ; 
Mais  toi,  roi  detr6n^,  que  ton  raalheur  t*inspiro 
Un  g^nereux  orgueil. 

Que  t*importe,  aprcs  tout,  que  cct  ordro  barbaro 
T*enchaine  loin  des  bords  qui  furent  ton  berceau  ? 
Quo  t'importe  en  quel  lieu  lo  dcstin  te  prepare 
Un  glorieux  tonibcau  ? 

Ni  Toxil  ni  Ic  for  do  cos  tyrans  du  Tape 
N'enchaiiieront  ta  gloire  aux  bords  ou  tu  mourras  : 
Lisbonuc  la  reclame,  ct  voilu  riieritago 
Que  tu  lui  luisscras. 

Ccux  qui  Font  meconnu  pleurcront  le  grand  liomnie : 
Athene  a.  des  proscrits  ouvro  son  Pantheon  ; 
Coriolan  expire,  et  les  enfans  do  Koino 
KeTcndiquent  son  noin. 

Aux  rirages  des  morts  avant  que  de  (lr?oendre, 
Ovide  Icve  au  eiel  ses  suppliantes  mains  : 
Aux  Samiates  barbares  ii  a  legue  sa  eendre, 
Et  sa  gloire  aux  Komaiiis. 
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Addittud  hg  Lamariint  ta  hujriatd  and  hnthtr-patt,  Maiioil,  ianti 
fnn  Furtugal. 

If  TOUT  bonom  beats  high,  if  your  pulss  quicker  grtnn. 
When  iu  riaions  je  {amy  the  wreath  of  tlie  Miue, 
Miere's  the  patt  to  renown — there'B  the  pitii  to  repcae^ 
Ye  must  choose  I  je  miut  choose  I 

Manoel,  thus  the  destiny  rules  thy  .career, 
And  thy  life's  web  ia  wotbq  with  gloir  and  woa  i 
Thou  wert  uuned  on  the  lap  of  the  Musi^  and  tjjy  tear 
Shall  unceasingly  flow, 

O,  my  friend  !  do  not  envy  the  vulgar  their  joys, 
Hor  the  pleasures  to  which  their  low  nature  is  prane ; 
For  a  nobler  ambition  our  teisuni  employs — 
Oh,  the  Jjrc  is  our  ownl 

And  the  future  is  Oun  I  for  in  ages  to  come, 
The  admirers  of  genius  an  sltar  will  raise 
To  the  poet  j  and  Fame,  till  her  trumpet  is  dumb, 
Will  re-echo  our  praise. 

'i  thee  I  her  temple  is  thine  i 


Saw  not  Qrcccc  an  old  man,  like  a  pilgrim  arrayed. 
With  his  talc  of  old  Troy,  and  a  staiT  m  his  hand, 
B^  his  bread  at  the  dour  of  each  hut,  as  he  strayed 
Through  hi*  own  classic  land  ? 

And  became  he  had  loTed,  though  unwisely,  yet  well ; 
Mark  wliat  was  the  boon  by  bright  beaaty  bestowed — 
Blvib,  Italy,  btushi  for  yon  maniac's  cell 
It  was  TasBo's  abode. 

Hand  in  hand  Woe  and  Ocnius  must  walk  here  below. 
And  the  chalice  of  bitterness,  miied  for  mankind, 
Uuat  be  quaffed  by  us  all ;  but  its  waters  u'erflow 
?ar  t)ie  nobis  of  mind. 

Then  the  heave  of  thy  licart'd  iu  Jiguation  keep  down  ; 

Be  the  Yoico  of  lament  ne»or  wrung  from  thy  priilej 

Leare  to  others  the  wcnknoss  of  gi'icf ;  take  renown 

With  endurance  aUivd. 
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Let  them  banish  far  off  and  proscribe  (for  they  can) 
Saddened  Portugal's  son  from  his  dear  native  plains ; 
But  no  tyrant  can  place  the  free  soul  under  ban, 
Or  the  spirit  in  chains. 

No !  the  frenzy  of  faction,  though  hateful,  though  strong, 
From  the  banks  of  the  Tagus  can't  banish  thy  fame  : 
Still  the  halls  of  old  Lisbon  shall  ring  with  thy  song 
And  resound  with  thy  name. 

When  Dante's  attainder  his  townsmen  repealed— 
When  the  sons  stamped  the  deed  of  their  sires  with  abhorrence, 
They  sununoned  reluctant  Kavenna  to  yield 
Back  his  fame  to  his  Florence. 

And  with  both  hands  uplifted  Lotc's  bard  ere  he  breathed 
His  last  sigh,  far  away  from  his  kindred  and  homo : 
To  the  Scythians  his  ashes  hath  left,  but  bequeathed 
All  his  glory  to  Bome. 

Never  does  poetrj  assume  a  loftier  tone  than  when  it  be- 
comes the  vehicle  of  calm  philosophv  or  generous  condo- 
lence with  human  sufferings ;  but  when  honest  patriotism 
swells  the  note  and  exalts  the  melody,  the  effect  on  a  feeling 
heart  is  truly  delightful.    List  to  B^ranger. 

He  T7iolon  bvifit. 

VlenR,  mon  chien  t  viens,  ma  pauvro  b^te  I  Combicn,  sous  Tombra  ou  dans  la  grange, 

Mange,  malgr<  men  dexespolr.  Lo  Dinianche  va  stimbler  long  I 

11  me  reMte  un  gkteau  de  fCte—  Diou  b<nira-t-il  la  vendange 

l^niain  nous  aurons  du  pain  noirt  Qu'on  ouvrira  sans  violon  1 


Ijcn  <trang(>r8,  vainqueura  par  ruse, 
M'ont  dit  hier,  dniiN  ce  vallon  I 

"  Fais-noiis  dantior !'  moi  Je  refuse ; 
L'un  d'eux  brise  nion  violon, 

C'^UIt  I'orcheHtre  du  village ! 

Plus  de  f^teii,  plus  d'heureux  Jours, 
Qui  fera  danner  sous  Tomhrage? 

Qui  r^veillera  les  amours f 

Si  corde  viTement  press^, 
Dt^M  I'aurore  d*un  Jour  bien  dottz, 

Annon^ait  &  la  flanccV) 
Im  corttrgo  du  Jeune  tfponx. 

Aux  curvN  qui  Tosalent  entendre 
Nos  danHUM  causaient  moins  d'effrol ; 

La  gaiety  qu'il  s^avait  r^pnndre 
Kut  d«riU<  le  front  d'un  roi. 

S*I1  preluda  danri  notre  gloire 
Aux  chants  qu'elle  nous  inspirait, 

Bur  lui  mniais  pouvais-jo  croire, 
Que  1  Stranger  so  vengerait? 


II  dulassait  des  longs  ouvrages; 

Du  pauvre  ^tourdfissait  les  maux ; 
Dcs  grands,  des  inipAls,  des  Dntgcs, 

Lui  seul  conuolait  uos  liniacaux. 

Los  haines  11  les  faisnit  taire, 
Les  picurs  amers  il  les  sechait: 

Jamais  sceptre  n'a  fait  sur  terra 
Autant  de  bien  que  mou  archet. 

Mais  rcnnemi,  qu'il  faut  qu'on  cliasso, 

M'a  reudu  le  courage  ais6; 
Qu'en  mes  mains  un  mousqnet  remplace 

Le  violon  qu'il  a  bris^  1 

Tant  d'amis  dont  Je  me  separo 

Diront  un  Jour,  si  Je  p<:ris^ 
"  11  n'a  point  voulu  qu'un  barbare 

Dans&t  gaimcnt  sur  nos  debris  l" 

Viens,  mon  chien!  vienfl,ma  pauvro K'tcl 
Mange,  malgr^  mon  deR^npoir. 

II  niu  rcHte  un  gAteau  de  f£te  — 
Demain  nous  aurons  du  pain  noirl 
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fEiit  dTrenc^  JfiWWi  lamentation. 

My  poor  doff !  here !  of  j^esterdaj's  festiyal-oake 

Eat  me  poor  remainB  in  Borrow ; 
For  when  next  a  repast  you  and  I  shall  make, 
It  mast  be  on  brown  bread,  which,  for  charity's  sake, 

Your  master  must  beg  or  borrow. 

Of  these  strangers  the  presence  and  pride  in  France 

Is  to  me  a  perfect  riddle ; 
They  have  conquered,  no  doubt,  by  some  fatal  chance^ 
For  they  haughtily  said,  '*  You  mutt  play  us  a  dance  !*' 

I  refused — and  they  broke  my  fiodle ! 

Of  our  village  the  orchestra,  crushed  at  one  stroke, 

By  that  savage  insult  perished ! 
'Twas  then  that  our  pride  felt  the  strangers*  yoke, 
When  the  insolent  hand  of  a  foreigner  broke 

What  our  hearts  so  dearly  cherished. 

For  whenever  our  youth  hoard  it  merrily  sound, 

A  flood  of  gladness  shedding. 
At  the  dance  on  the  green  they  were  sure  to  be  found ; 
While  its  music  assembled  the  neighbours  around 

To  the  village  maiden's  weddmg. 

By  the  priest  of  the  parish  its  note  was  pronounced 

To  be  innocent  "  after  service  ;" 
And  gaily  the  wooden-shoe'd  peasantry  bounced 
On  the  bright  Sabbatli-day,  as  they  duiced  undenounced 

By  pope,  or  bonso,  or  dervis. 

How  dismaUy  slow  will  the  Sabbath  now  run, 

Without  fiddle,  or  flute,  or  tabor — 
How  sad  is  the  harvest  when  music  there's  none — 
How  sad  is  the  vintage  aant  fiddle  begun ! — 
Dismal  and  tuneless  labour ! 

In  that  fiddle  a  solace  for  grief  we  had  got ; 

*Twas  of  peace  the  best  preceptor ; 
For  its  sound  made  all  quarrels  subside  on  the  spot. 
And  its  bow  went  much  farther  to  soothe  our  hard  lot 

Than  the  crosier  or  the  sceptre. 

But  a  truce  to  my  grief  l^-for  an  insult  so  base 
A  new  pulse  in  my  heart  hath  awoken  1 

That  afiWmt  TJl  revenue  on  their  insolent  race ; 

Gird  a  sword  on  my  thigh— let  a  musket  replace 
The  fiddle  toeir  hand  has  broken. 
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My  friends,  if  I  fall,  my  old  corpse  in  the  crowd 

Of  slaughtered  martyrs  viewing, 
Shall  say,  while  they  wrap  my  cold  limbs  in  a  shroud, 
'Twaa  not  Aw  fault  if  some  a  barbarian  allowed 

To  dance  in  our  country's  ruin !" 

It  would  be  a  pity,  while  we  are  in  tlie  patriotic  strain  of 
sentiment,  to  allow  the  feelings  to  cool ;  so,  to  use  a  techni- 
cal phrase,  we  shall  keep  the  steam  up,  by  flinging  into  the 
already  kindled  furnace  of  generous  emotions  a  truly  nati- 
onal ballad,  by  Casimir  Delavigne,  concerning  a  well-known 
anecdote  of  the  late  revolution,  July  1830. 

le  Cf^itn  tru  Soubrr.  CI)e  S03  of  tl)t  Ci)ree  Snptf. 

Ckuimir  Delavigne.  A  Ballad,  September  1831. 

Passant!  que  ton  front  se  d^couvre !   With  gentle  tread,  with  uncover' d 

JAi  plus  d'un  brave  est  endormi !  head, 

Dos  fleurs  pour  lo  martyr  du  Louvre,         Pass  by  tlie  Louvre-gate, 
Un  peu  do  pain  pour  son  ami  1        Wliere  buried  lie  the   **  men  of 

July  !" 
And   flowers   are   flung   by    the 
passors-by, 
And  the  dog  howls  desolate. 


C^tait  le  jour  de  la  bataille, 
II  sV'lanea  sous  la  initraillc. 

Son  chien  suivit ; 
Le  plomb  tons  deux  vint  Ics  attein 

dre — 
Est-^ie  le  martyr  qu'il  faut  pLiindi-c?    And  behold  the  surviving  one ! 

Le  chien  survit. 


Tliat  dog  had  fought, 
In  the  fierce  onslaught 
Had  rushed  with  his  master  on  : 
And  both  fought  well; 
But  the  master  fell — 


Mome,  vers  le  brave  il  se  pcnche, 
L'appcdle,  et  do  sa  t^te  blanclie 

Le  caressant ; 
Sur  lo  corps  dc  eon  frero  d'arnics 
Laisse  couler  ses  grosses  larmcs 

Avec  son  saug. 

Gardien  du  tcrto  fiiri<?rairo, 
Nul  plaisir  ne  pcut  Ic  di.itrairc 

j)e  son  ennui  ; 
Kt  fuyant  la  main  qui  I'attire, 
Avcc  tristOBse  il  semblo  dire, 

"  Co  n'est  pas  lui  I" 

Qimnd  sur  ccs  touffcs  d' immortelles 
LriUent  d'humidcd  ctinccUes, 


By  liis  lifeless  clay, 

Shaggy  and  grey, 
nia  fellow-warrior  stood : 

Nor  moved  beyond. 

But  nnngled,  fond, 
Big  tears  with  his  master's  blroj 

Vigil  he  keeps 

By  those  green  heaps, 
Tlint  tell  where  heroes  be  ; 

IS'o  passer-by 

Can  attract  liis  eye, 
For  he  knows  "  it  is  not  iii:  I" 

At  the  dawn,  when  tlow 
Wets  the  garlands  new 
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Au  point  du  jour, 
Son  (bU  80  ranime,  il  se  dresse 
Pour  que  son  maitre  le  careese 

A  son  retour. 

Aux  yents  des  nuits,  quand  la  cou- 

ronne 
Sur  la  croix  du  tombeau  frisonne, 

Perdant  Tespoir, 
n  Teut  que  son  mutre  Tentende— 
II  gronde,  il  pleure,  et  lui  demande 

L'adieu  du  soir. 

Si  la  neige  aTeo  yiolence 

De  see  flocons  couvre  en  silence 

Le  lit  de  mort, 
n  pousse  un  cri  lugubre  et  tendre, 
On  B*y  couche  pour  le  defendre 

Dos  vents  du  nord« 

Avant  de  fermer  la  paupiere, 
II  fait  pour  soulever  la  picrro 

TJn  vain  effort ; 
Puis  il  se  dit,  comme  la  veille 
"  II  m'appelera  s*il  s'dveillo" — 

Puis  il  s'endort. 

La  nuit  il  rfive  barricades — 
Son  maftre  est  sous  la  fusillade, 

Convert  de  sang  ; — 
n  l*ent«nd  qui  siflle  dans  Tombre, 
Se  VSve,  et  saute  apr^  son  ombre 

En  gdmissant. 

C*est   \k  qu'il  attend   d'heure   en 

beure, 
Qu*il  aime,  qu'il  souflVe,  qu*il  pleure, 

Et  qu'il  mourra. 
Quel  fut  sou  nom  ?    Cost  un  mys- 

tdre ; 
Jamais  la  voix  qui  lui  fut  ch^re 

No  le  dira ! 

Passant!  que  ton  front  so  dccouvre! 
L^  plus  d'un  bravo  est  endormi ; 
I>es     iieurs    pour    le   martyr    du 

Louvre, 
Un  peu  de  pain  pour  son  ami ! 


That  are  hung  iA  this  place  of 
moummg, 

He  will  stiurt  to  meet 

The  coming  feet 
Of  HUi  whom  he  dreamt  returning. 

On  the  grave's  wood-crose 

When  the  chaplets  toss, 
By  the  blasts  of  midnight  shaken, 

How  he  howleth  !  hark ! 

From  that  dwelling  dark 
The  slain,  he  would  fain,  awaken. 

When  the  snow  comes  fast 

On  the  chilly  blast. 
Blanching  the  bleak  churchyard, 

With  limbs  outspread 

On  the  dismal  bed 
Of  his  Uege,  he  still  keeps  guard. 

Oft;  in  the  night, 

With  main  and  might, 
He  strives  to  raise  the  stone : 

Short  respite  takes — 

"  If  master  wakes, 
He'll  call  mo" — then  sleeps  on. 

Of  bayonet-bladesj 

Of  barricades. 
And  guns,  he  dr^mieth  most ; 

Starts  from  his  dream, 

And  then  would  seem 
To  eye  a  bleeding  ghost. 

He'll  linger  there 

In  sad  de^fpair. 
And  die  on  his  master's  grave. 

His  name  ?  'Tis  known 

To  the  dead  alone — 
He's   the   dog  of  the   nameless 
bravo! 


GKve  a  tear  to  the  dead, 
And  give  some  bread 
To  the  dog  of  the  Louvro  j^te  ! 
Whore  buricid  ho  the  men  of  Jul\ , 
And   flowers    are    flung    by    tho 
passers-by, 
And  the  dog  howls  desolate. 
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When  Diderot  wrote  that  celebrated  sentence,  that  he 
saw  no  difference  between  himself  and  a  dog  but  the  clothes, 
he,  no  doubt,  imagined  he  had  conferred  a  compliment  on 
the  dumb  animal.  I  rather  suspect,  knowing  the  nature  of 
a  thorough-bred  French  philosopher,  that  the  balance  of 
di^ty  inclines  the  other  way.  Certain  I  am,  that  any 
thing  like  honest,  manly,  or  affectionate  feeling  never  had 
place  in  the  breast  of  this  contributor  to  the  *'Encyclop^die," 
and  writer  of  irreligious  and  indecent  romances. 

There  are  sermons  in  stones,  philosophy  in  a  fiddle,  and  a 
deep  undercurrent  of  ethical  musing  runs  often  beneath 
apparently  shallow  effusions.  Yet  I  fear  Bernnger*s  are  far 
firom  being  sacred  songs  after  the  manner  of  Watts*  hymns 
OP  Fompignan's  Poesies  Sacrdes  at  which  Voltaire  sneered. 
**  Sacr^s  elles  sont  car  personne  n'y  touche."  Of  this  class 
Prance  can  show  the  odes  of  Jean  Baptiste  Rousseau,  the 
chorus  hymns  in  Esther  by  liacine,  and  the  old  version  of 
the  Psalms  with  which  Clement  Marot  comforted  his  brother 
Huguenots. 

Tne  NoelSy  or  carols  for  Christmas  tide,  are  also  found  in 
the  French  provinces,  charming  in  thought  and  sentiment ; 
in  Brittany  especially  there  are  some  current  under  the 
name  of  Abelard  (who  was  a  born  Breton),  the  philosophic 
tone  of  which  bespeaks  a  scholastic  origin.  As  I  write  in 
December,  and  that  solemn  festivity  is  at  hand,  I  do  not 
hesitate  to  lay  before  my  reader  one  of  them.  Diniidical 
tradition  had  its  stronghold  in  Bretagne,  which  accounts  for 
Abelard*s  choice  of  subject  in  the  following  nocL 


Cfir  i&iiiXttot,  a  iyft  of  tl;e  J^eabnuSom. 


I. 

A  prophet  sat  by  the  Tcmplo  gato. 
And  lie  spake  each  paseer  by — 
In  tlirilliiig    tone — with  word  of 
weight, 
And  fire  iu  his  rolling  eye. 
"  Pa-jse  theey  believtny  Jew  ! 
Nor  tuGve  one  gtep  beyond. 
Until  ihy  heart  hath  jjonder'd 
The  mytiery  of  this  wand." 


And  a  rod  from  his  robe  he  drew»- 
'Twas  a  withered    bough  torn 
long  ago 
From  the  trunk  on  which  it  grew, 
But  tlio  branch  long  torn  show'd 
a  bull  new  born 
ThQt  had  blossomed  there  anew. 
'Twjis  Ji:s3e's  rod! 
And  the  bud  was  the  birth  of 
QuD. 
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n. 

A  priest  of  Egypt  sat  meanwhile 

Under  a  loi^  palm. 
And  gazing  on  his  natiTe  Nilei 

iVfl  in  a  mirror  calm, 
II'j  saw  a  lowly  Lotus  plant — 

Pale  orphan  of  the  flood. 
And  well  did  th'  aged  hierophant 

Mark  the  mysterious  bud : 
For  he  fitly  thought,  as  he  saw  it 
float 

0*cr  the  waste  of  waters  wild. 
That  the  symbol  told  of  the  cradle 
boat 

Of  the  wondrous  Hebrew  child. 
Nor  was  that  bark-like  Lotus  dumb 

Of  a  mightier  infimt  vet  to  come, 
Whose  graven  skiff  in  hieroglyph 

Marks  obelisk  and  catacomb. 

in. 

A  Greek  sat  on  Colonna*s  cape. 
In  his  lofly  thoughts  alone, 

And  a  volume  lay  on  Plato's  lap, 
For  he  was  that  lonely  one. 

And  oft  as  the  sage  gazed  o*er  the 


page 
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His  tbidiead  radiant  grew ; 
For  in  Wisdom's  womb  of  the  Word 
to  come, 
The  vision  blest  his  view. 
He  broached   that   theme  in  the 
Academe, 
In  the  teachfiil  olive  grove ; 
And  a  chosen  few  that  secret  knew 
In  the  Porch's  dim  alcove. 

rv. 

A  Sybil  sat  in  Cumse*s  cave — 
'Twas  the  hour  of  in&nt  Rome — 

And  vigil  kept,  and  warning  gave 
Of  the  holy  one  to  come. 

'Twas  she  who  had  culled  the  hal- 
lowed branch. 


And  sat  at  the  silent  helm 
When  iBneas,  sire  of  Bome,  would 
launch 
His  bark  o'er  Hades*  realm. 
And  now  she  poured  her  vestal  soul 
Through  many  a  bright  illumined 
scroll; 
By  priest  and  sage  of  an  after-ogc 
Conned  in  the  lofty  capitoL 

V. 

A  Druid  stood  in  the  dark  oak  wood 

Of  a  distant  northern  land ; 
And  he  seemed  to  hold  a  sickle  of 
sold 
In  the  grasp  of  his  withered 
hand; 
And  slowly  moved  around  the  girth 

Of  an  aged  oak,  to  see 
If  a  blessed  plant  of  wondrous  birth 

Had  clung  to  the  old  oak  tree. 
And  anon  he  knelt,  and  from  his 
belt 
Unloosened  his  ffolden  blade, 
Then  rose  and  cul&d  the  Mistle- 
toe 
Under  the  woodland  shade. 

VI. 

O,  blessed  bough!   meet  emblem 
thou 

Of  all  dark  Egypt  knew. 
Of  all  foretold  to  the  wise  of  old. 

To  Roman,  Gbeek,  and  Jew. 
And  lone  Gk>d  grant,  time-honoured 
plant. 

May  we  behold  thee  hung 
In  cottage  small,  as  in  baron's  halj. 

Banner  and  shield  among. 
Thus  fitly  rule  the  mirth  of  Yule 

Aloft  in  thy  pi  ice  of  pride  ; 
Still  usher  forth  in  each  land  of  th  .* 
north 

The  solemn  Christmas  tide. 


Such  was  the  imaginatiye  theory  of  the  great  scholastic 
with  reference  to  symbolism  and  the  mistletoe.    The  dust 
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of  the  schools  is  sometimes  diamond  dust,  and  fancy  is  often 
mixed  up  with  metaphysics.  That  Abelard's  orthodoxy  should 
be  damaged  by  his  fantastic  faculties  was  a  natural  result : 
as  it  also  may  prove  in  the  case  of  a  modem  light  of  the 
Gallican  church,  likewise  a  native  of  Brittany,  Abbd  Lam- 
menais.  I  seoin  his  eloquent  "J^Mat  aur  V indifference  enltsli^ 
f/ion^^*  the  germ  of  much  future  aberration,  and  predict  for 
him  a  career  like  that  of  the  Abbe  Baynal,  whose  "  History 
of  European  Commerce  in  the  two  Indies,"  full  of  impas- 
sioned and  brilliant  passages,  is  as  replete  with  anti- social 
and  anti* christian  sentiment  as  any  contemporary  declama- 
tion of  D'Holbach  or  Diderot. 

What  though  the  pen  of  some  among  these  sophists  could 
occasionally  trace  eloquent  words  in  the  advocacy  of  their 
disastrous  theories  P — what  care  I  for  the 


*'  verdant  spots  that  bloom 


Around  the  crater  s  burning  lips, 
Sweetening  the  very  edge  of  doom," — 

if  the  result  be  an  eruption  of  all  the  evil  passions  of  man- 
kind to  desolate  the  fair  face  of  society. 

It  is  with  unaffected  sorrow  I  find  the  noble  faculties  of 
Bt^ranffer  devoted  now  and  then  to  similar  villanioa  ;  but  iu 
the  following  he  has  clothed  serene  philosophy  in  appro- 
priate diction. 

^Lti  eCtotletf  qui  filent.  di)oot(ng  i^tard. 


ii 


Berger !  tu  dis  que  notre  ^toilo   "  Shepherd  !  they  say  that  a  star  prc- 
B^gle  nos  jours,  et  brille  aux  sides 

cieux  ?"  Over  hfo  ?"— "'Tis  a  truth,  my  sou  ! 

"Oui,  mon  enfant!  mais  dc  son    Its  secrets  from  men  the  flnriamc::t 

voile  hides, 

LanuitluderobeJinosyeux." —       But  tells  to  some  favoured  one." — 

**  Bergor !  sur  cet  azur  tranquillo   "  Shepherd !  they  say  that  a  Uuk  \v.\- 

De  lire  on  te  croit  le  secret ;  broken 

QiH'llc  cut  cette  dtoilc  qui  file,  Connects  our  fate  with  some  favou- 

Qui  file,  file,  et  disparait  ?'*  rite  star  ; 

What    may   yon  shooting    light   be- 
token, 
That  falls,  falls,  and   is  quenched 
afar?" 
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"  Mon  enfimt,  iin  mortel  expire !   *'  The  death  of  a  mortal,  my  son,  \rho 

Son  ^toile  tombe  k  rinstant ;  held 

Entre  amis  que  la  joie  inspire  In  his  banqueting-hall  high  rerel ; 

Celui>ci  buvait  en  chantant.       And  his  music  was  sweet,  and  his  wine 
Heureux,  il  s*endort  mmiobile  excelled, 

Auprds  du  yin  qu*il  c^^brait."  Life's  path  seemed  long  and  lerel : 
"  Encore  une  ^toile  qui  file,  No  sign   was  giyen,  no  word  was 

Qui  file,  file,  et  disparatt  P"  spoken, 

His  pleasure  death  oomes  to  mar.*' 
"  But  what  does  jon  milder  light  be- 
token, 
That  falls,  falls,  and  is  quenched 
afar?" 

"Mon  enfant!  qu*elle  est  pure   "  *Tis  the  knell  of  beauty !— it  marks 
et  boUe !  the  close 

Cest  celled* unobjetcharmant;        Of  a  pure  and  gentle  maiden  ; 
Fille  heureuse !  amante  fidele  !      And  her  cheek  was  warm  with  its 
On  I'accorde  au  plus  tendre  bridal  rose, 

amant :  And  her  brow  with  its  bride- wreath 

Dcs  fleurs  ceignent  son    front  laden  :— 

nubile,  The  thousand  hopes  young  love  had 

Etdel'Hymen  Tautel  est  pr^t.*'  woken 

•*  Encore  une  ^toile  qui  file.  Lie  crushed,  and  her  dream  is  past*' 

Qui  file,  file,  et  disparait  ?'*         "  But  what  can  yon  rapid  light  be- 
token, 
That  falls,  falls,  and  is  quenched  so 
fast  ?" 

**  Mons  fils !  c'est  T^toile  rapide   "  *Tis  the  emblem,  my  son,  of  quick 
D'un  tres-grand  seigneur  nou-  decay  ! 

yeau-n^ ;  'Tis  a  rich  lord*s  child  newly  bom : 

Le  berceau  qu*il  a  laissd  yide         The  cradle  that  holds  his  inanimate 

D*or  et  de  pourpre  ^tait  ome :  clay, 

Des  poisons  qu'un  fiatteur  dis-       Gold,  purple,  and  silk  adorn ; 

tille,  The  panders  prepared  through  life  to 

C^tait  k  qui  le  nourrirait."  haunt  him 

**  Encore  une  ^toile  qui  file.  Must  seek  some  one  else  in  his 

Qui  file,  file,  et  disparait  ?*'  room.'* 

**  Look,  now !  what  means  yon  dismal 
phantom 
That   falls,  falls,  and    is    lost  in 
gloom  ?*• 

"  Mon  enfant,  quel  ^lair  si-  "  Tliore,  son !  I  sec  the  guilty  thought 
nistrc  !  Of  a  Iiaughty  statesman  fail, 

C^tait  l*astre  d*un  fiiyori.  Who  the  poor  nunCt  con^fortt  ttertUy 
Qni  H  eroyait  un  grand  miniilre^  tought 

Quand  de  not  maux  il  wait  ri.       To  plunder  or  eurtaiL 
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CSeux  qui  sorvaient  co  dieu  fragile   His  former  sycophants  have  cursed 


Ont  dej^  cach^  son  portrait." 
*'  Encore  une  ^toile  qui  file, 
Qui  file,  file,  et  disparatt.*' 


Their  idol's  base  endeavour." 
'*  Sut  watch  the  light  that  now  has 
burst, 
Falls,  falls,  and  is  quenched  for 
ever !" 


**  Hon  fils,  qnels  pleurs  sont  les   *'  What  a  loss,  O  mj  son,  was  there ! 
ndtres !  Where  shall  hunger  no wseek  relief  ? 

D'un  riohe  nous  perdons  Tap*   The  poor,  who  are  gleaners  elsewhere, 
pui :  Could  reap  in  his  field  full  sheaf! 

L'indigenoe  gUine  chez  les  autres,   On  the  evening  he  died,  his  door 

Mais  elle  moissonnait  chez  lui !       Was    thronged   with    a   weeping 
Ce  soir  m^me,  silr  d'un  asyle,  crowd." — 

A  son  toit  le  pauvre  accourait."   **  Look,  shepherd !  there's  one  star  more 

That  falls,  and  is  quenched  in  a 
cloud." 


**  Encore  une  etoile  qui  file. 
Qui  file,  file,  et  disparait  ?" 


"CTeit  celle  d'un  puissant  mo-  " 'Tis  a  monarch's  star !    Do  thou  pre- 

narquo !  serve 

Va,  mon  fils !  garde  ta  can-  Thy  innocence,  my  child ! 

deur;  Nor  from  thy  course  appointed  swerve, 

Et  que  ton  Etoile  no  marque  But  there  shine  calm  and  mild. 

Par  r^lat  ni  par  la  grandeur.  Of  thy  star,  if  the  sterile  ray 

Si  tu  brillais  sans  6tro  utile,  For  no  useful  purpose  shone, 

A  ton  dernier  jour  on  dirait.  At  thy  death,  *  See  that  star,*  they'd 

'  Ce  n'est  qu'une  Etoile  qui  iUc,  say  ; 

Qui  file,  file,  et  disparuit !'"  '  It  falls !  faUs !  is  past  and  gone ! 


til 


The  philosophic  humour  of  the  next  ballad  is  not  in  bo 
magnificent  a  vein  ;  but  good  sense  and  excellent  wisdom  it 
most  assuredly  containeth,  being  a  commendatory  poem  on 
a  much-abused  and  unjustly  depreciated  branch  of  the 
feathered  family. 


ltd  ©ltd  (1810). 

Dcs  chansonniers  damoipeaux 

J'ubaiidonno  les  voios ; 
Quit  taut  bosquets  et  rt'aenux, 
Jc  diantc  au  lieu  dcs  oiseaux — 

Les  oies ! 

RoPM^ol,  en  vain  la  has 
Ton  gosier  so  dt'ploio  ; 
Mal^r^  te.H  brillants  appas. 
Ell  brocho  tu  no  vnux  pas 

Uuu  oic  I 


a  Saiugurif  on  &ttit  (1810). 

I  hate  to  sing  your  haokncyM  birds — 

So,  doves  and  swans,  a  truce  ! 
Your  nests  have  been  too  often  stirred ; 
My  hero  shall  be — in  a  word — 

A  goose ! 

The  nightingale,  or  else  "  bulbul,'* 

By  Tommy  Moore  let  loose. 
Is  grown  intolerably  dull — 
/  from  the  the  feathered  nation  cull 

A  goose  1 


2S4t 
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Strflsbourg  tire  yanit^ 
De  8i.*8  pdtes  do  foie ; 

Cette  superbo  cit^ 
Nc  doit  sa  prosperity 

Qu  aux  oies ! 


On  peut  faire  un  bon  rcpas 

D'ortolans,  de  lamproies— 
Mais  Paris  n*en  produit  pas  ; 
U  s'y  trouve  a  chaque  pas 

Des  oies  I 

Les  Grecs,  d'un  commun  aveu, 

S'ennujaient  derant  Troie ; 
Pour  les  amuser  un  peu, 
Ulysse  invcnta  le  jcu 

De  I'oie. 

Sur  uu  aigle,  au  vol  brutal, 

Jupiter  nous  foudroie : 
n  nous  ferait  moins  de  raai 
S'il  choisissait  pour  cheval 

Une  oie. 


Can  roasted  Philomel  a  liver 

Fit  for  a  pie  produce  ? 
Fat  pies  that  on  the  Bhinc*s  sweet 

river 
Fair  Strasburg  bakes.    Praj  who*8  the 
giver? 

A  goose ! 

An  ortolan  is  good  to  eat, 
A  partridge  is  of  use  ; 
But  they  are  scarce — whereas  you  meet 
At  Paris,  ay,  in  every  street, 

A  goose! 

When  tired  of  war  the  Gkveks  became, 

They  pitched  Troy  to  the  deuce, 
Ulysses,  then,  was  not  to  blame 
For  teaching  thcni  the  noblo  "  game 

Of  goose  !'* 

May  Jupiter  and  Buonaparte, 

Of  thunder  less  profuse, 
Suffer  their  eagles  to  depart, 
Encourage  peace,  and  take  to  heart 

A  goose ! 


"Wisdom  openeth  her  mouth  in  parables;  so  B6raDger 
stigmatized  the  internal  administration  of  France  (1810)  iu 
his  song  Le  Roi  d*  Yvetot.  The  oriental  fashion  of  convey- 
ing a  sober  truth  by  allegorical  narrative  is  occasionally  (and 
gracefully)  adopted  by  the  poets  of  France,  one  of  whom  has 
left  us  this  pretty  line,  containing  in  itself  the  precept  and 
the  exemplincation  : 

"  L'allegorie  habite  un  palais  diaphane !" 

Here  is  one  concerning  love  and  his  arch-enemy  Time,  by 
Count  de  Segur. 

Ht  fitmi  et  rSmcur. 

A  voyager  passant  sa  vie, 

Certain  vieillard,  nomm^  le  Terns, 
Pres  dun  fleuve  arrive,  et  s'&rie, 

"  Pren^z  piti6  de  mes  vieux  ans ! 
Eh,  quoi !  sour  ces  bords  Von  m'oublio — 

Moi,  qui  compte  tons  les  instans  ? 
Jeunes  bergeres !  je  vous  prie 

Yencxi  venez,  passer  lo  Tems !" 
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De  Tautre  cAt^,  sur  la  pla^e, 

Plus  d'une  fille  regardait, 
£t  Toulait  aider  son  passage 

Sur  uue  barque  qu'  Amour  guidait  | 
Mais  Tune  d'elles,  bien  plus  sage, 

Leur  r^p^tait  ces  mote  pruden8~> 
"  Ah,  souvent  on  a  fait  naufrage 

En  cherohant  ii  passer  le  Tems  !" 

Amour  gaiment  pousse  au  rivage^ 

II  aborde  tout  pres  du  Tems  $ 
II  lui  propose  le  voynge; 

L'embarque,  et  s  abaudonne  aux  yents. 
Agitant  ses  rames  Idgbres, 

II  dit  et  redit  en  scs  chants — 
"  Vous  voyez,  jeunes  bergferes, 

Que  r.Ajnour  fait  passer  lo  Tems  !*' 

Mais  r  Amour  bientdt  se  lasse 

Ce  fut  U  toujours  son  defaut ; 
Le  Tems  prend  la  ramo  h  sa  placOf 

Et  dit,  "  Eh  quoi !  quitter  8it6t  P 
FauTre  enfant,  quelle  est  ta  foiblesse  I 

Tu  dors,  et  je  chante  ^  mon  tour 
Ce  yieux  refirain  de  la  sagesse, 

Le  Tems  fait  passer  TAmour  !'* 

Cime  anti  ioht. 

Old  Time  is  a  pilgrim — with  onward  course 

Ho  joumevs  for  months,  for  years  ; 
But  the  traveller  to-day  must  halt  perforce — 

Behold,  a  broad  river  appears  ! 
"  Pass  mo  over,"  Time  cried ;  "  0  !  tarry  not, 

For  I  count  each  hour  with  my  class  ; 
Ye,  whoso  skiff  is  moored  to  yon  pleasant  spot — I 

Young  maidens,  old  Time  come  pass !" 

Many  maids  saw  with  pity,  upon  the  bank, 

The  old  man  with  his  glass  in  grief  j 
Tlioir  kindness,  he  said,  he  would  ever  thank, 

If  they'd  row  him  across  in  their  skiff. 
While  some  wanted  Love  to  unmoor  the  bark. 

One  wiser  in  thought  sublime : 
"  Oft  shipwrecks  occur,"  was  the  maid's  remark, 

**  When  seeking  to  pass  old  Time  !'* 

From  the  strand  the  small  skiff  LoYE  pushed  afloat-* 

He  crossed  to  the  pilgrim's  side, 
And  taking  old  Time  in  his  well>trimmed  boat, 

Dipt  his  oars  in  the  flowing  tide. 
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Sweetly  he  Bung  as  he  worked  at  the  oar, 

And  this  vras  his  merry  song— 
"  You  see,  young  maidens  who  crowd  the  shore, 

How  with  LoYE  Time  passes  along  ?" 

But  soon  the  poor  hoy  of  his  task  grew  tired. 

As  he  often  had  heen  hefore ; 
And  faint  from  his  toil,  for  mercy  desired 

Father  Timb  to  take  up  the  oar. 
In  his  turn  grown  tuneful,  the  pilgrim  old 

With  the  paddles  resumed  the  hty ; 
But  he  changed  it  and  sung,  *'  Young  maids,  behold 

How  with  Tims  Love  passes  away !" 

1  close  this  paper  by  an  ode  on  the  subject  of  "time,"  by 
a  certain  Mr.  Thomas.  Its  author,  a  contemporary  of  the 
philosophic  gang  alluded  to  throughout,  was  frequently  the 
object  of  their  sarcasm,  because  he  kept  aloof  from  their 
coteries.  He  is  author  of  a  panegyric  on  Marcus  Aurelius, 
once  the  talk  of  all  Paris,  now  forgotten.  These  are  the 
concluding  stanzas  of  an 

<BMt  au  V^tmi.  i&Ht  to  Ctme. 

Si  je  derais  un  jour  pour  de  vilcs  If  my  mind's  independence  one  day 

richesses  I'm  to  sell, 

Yendre  ma  hbert^,  descendre  2i  If  with  Vice  in  her  pestilent  haunts 

des  bassesses—  I'm  to  dwell — 

Si  mon  coeur  par  mes  sens  deyait  Then  in  mercy,  I  pray  thee,  O 

dtre  amoUi —  Time  ! 

O  Tems,  je  te  dirais,  hite  ma  der-  Ere  that  day  of  disgrace  and  disho- 

ni^re  heurc,  nour  comes  on, 

H&te-toi  qnejo  meure:  Let  my  life  be  cut  short!  —  better, 

J'aime  mieux  n'ctre  pas  que  do  better  be  gone 

vivre  avili.  Than  Uve  here  on  the  wages  of 

crime! 

Mais  si  de  la  vertu  les  g^n^-  But  if  yet  Fm  to  kindle  a  flame  in  the 

reuses  flammes  soul 

Doivent  de  mes  ^rits  passer  en  Of  the  noble  and  firee — if  my  yoice  can 

quelques  4mes —  console, 

Si  je  dois  a*un  ami  consoler  les  In  the  day  of  despondency,  some — 

malheurs —  If  Pm  destined  to  plead  in  the  poor 
S'il  est  des  malheureux  dont  Tob-  man's  defence — 

scure  indigence  If^y  writingt  can  foret  from  the  no* 
Languisse  sans  defense,  tional  setite 

Et  dont  ma  fcuble  main  doit  es-  Jn  enactment  qfjoy  for  hie  home  ;* 

fuyer  les  pleura  :— 

*  Front  alludes  to  O'ConneU's  conduct  on  the  Poor  Law  for  Ireland. 
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O  Terns !  suspends  ion  toI  !  re-  Time !  retard  th^  departure !  and 

specte  ma  jeunesse !  linger  awhile — 

Que  ma  m^re  long'tems,  t^moin  Let  my  "  songs"  still  awake  of  mj 

de  ma  tendresse,  mother  the  smile — 

Be9oiTe  mes  tributs  de  respect  et  Ofmysi8terthejoy,as  she  sings. 

d'amour!  But,  O  Glo&y  and  Yibtub!  your 

Et  Tous,    Gloibb  !    YsnTU !   d^*  care  I  ongace ; 

esses  immortelles,  When  Tm  old — when  my  head  shall 

Que  Tos  brillantes  ailes  be  silvered  with  age, 

Sur  mes  oheveux  blanchis  sere*  Come  and  shelter  my  brow  with 

posent  un  jour !  your  wings ! 


No.  X. 

THB   SONGS   or  FRANCE. 

OH    WINE,    WAB,    WOMEN,    WOODEN     SHOES,     FUILOSOPUf, 

FBOGS,   AND    FBEE   TBADE. 

dTrom  tf^t  9rout  Vaperd* 
Chapteb  IV. — Pbogs  and  Free  Trade. 

"  Cantano  gli  Francesi — pagaranno  I" 

Cabdikal  Mazabin. 

"  They  sing  P  tax  'em !"  Pbout. 

'*  BansB  yagantes  libcris  paludibus, 
Clamore  magno  rcgem  petifirunt  k  Jovo, 
Qui  dissilutos  mores  ri  compcsceret." 

PHiEDBl,  Fab,  2. 

England  for  fogs !  the  sister-isle  for  bogs ! 
France  is  the  land  for  liberty  and  frogs  ! 
Angels  may  weep  o'er  man's  fantastic  tricks ; 
But  Louis -Pliilippo  laughs  at  Charley  Dix. 
France  for  King  **  Loggy"  now  has  got  **  a  stork  ;*' 
See  Pha^drus — also  ^sop. 

(Signed)     O.  Yokke. 

The  more  we  develop  these  MSS.,  and   the    deeper  wo 
plunge  into  the  ca\'ity  of  Front's  wondrous  coffer,  the  fonder 
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we  become  of  the  old  presbyter,  and  the  more  impressed 
with  the  variety  and  versatility  of  his  powers.  His  was  a 
tuneful  soul !  In  his  earthly  envelop  there  dwelt  a  hidden 
host  of  melodious  numbers  ;  he  was  a  walking  store-house  of 
harmony.  The  followers  of  Huss,  when  they  had  lost  in 
battle  their  commander  Zisca,  had  the  wit  to  strip  him  of 
his  hide  ;  out  of  which  (when  duly  tanned)  they  made  unto 
themselves  a  drum,  to  stimulate  by  its  magic  sound  their 
reminiscences  of  so  much  martial  gloiy:  our  plan  would 
have  been  to  convert  the  epidermis  of  the  defunct  father 
into  that  engine  of  harmony  which,  among  Celtic  nations, 
is  known  by  the  name  of  the  "  bagpipe  ;'*  and  thus  secure 
to  the  lovers  of  song  and  melody  an  invaluable  relic,  an  in- 
strument of  music  which  no  Cremona  fiddle  could  rival  in 
execution.  But  we  should  not  produce  it  on  vulgar  occa- 
sions :  the  ministerial  accession  of  the  Duke  (1835),  should 
alone  be  solemnised  by  a  blast  from  this  musico-cutaneous 
phenomenon ;  aware  of  the  many  accidents  which  might 
otherwise  occur,  such  as,  in  the  narrative  of  an  Irish  wed- 
ding, has  been  recorded  by  the  poet, — 

"  Then  the  piper,  a  dacent  gossoon, 
Segan  to  play  '  Eileen  Aroon ;' 
Until  an  arch  wag 
Cut  a  hole  in  his  bag. 
Which  alas  !  put  an  end  to  the  tune 

Too  soon ! 
The  music  blew  up  to  the  moon  !" 

Lord  Bvron,  who  had  the  good  taste  to  make  a  claret- 
cup  out  of  a  human  skull,  would  no  doubt  highly  applaud 
our  idea  of  preserving  a  skinful  of  Trout's  immortal  essence 
in  the  form  of  such  an  ^liolian  bagpipe. 

In  our  last  chapter  we  have  given  his  opinions  on  the 
merit  of  the  leading  French  philosophers — a  gang  of  theo- 
rists now  happily  swept  off  tlie  face  of  the  earth,  or  most 
miserably  supplanted  m  France  by  St.  Simonians  and  Doc- 
trinaires, and  in  this  country  by  the  duller  and  more  plodding 
generation  of  "  Utilitarians."  To  Denis  Diderot  has  suc- 
ceeded Dionysius  Lardner,  both  toiling  interminable  at  their 
cyclopaedias,  and,  like  wounded  snakes,  though  trampled  on 
by  all  who  tread  the  paths  of  science,  still  rampant  onwards 
in  the  dust  and  slime  of  elaborate  authorship.  Truly,  since 
the  days  of  the  great  St.  Denis,  who  walked  deliberately, 


THE  SOirOS  OT  FBAlfCE.  289 

With  imperturbable  composure,  bearing  his  head  in  his  as- 
tonished grasp,  from  Montraartre  to  the  fifth  milestone  on 
tlie  northern  road  out  of  Paris  ;  nay,  since  the  still  earlier 
epoch  of  the  Sicilian  schoolmaster,  who  opened  a  "  univer- 
sity *'  at  Corinth,  omitting  Dionysius  of  Halicamassus,  and 
Dennis  the  critic  who  figures  in  the  "  Dunciad,"  never  has 
the  name  been  borne  with  greater  Mat  than  by  its  great 
modem  proprietor.  His  theories,  and  those  of  Dr.  Bowring, 
arc  glanced  at  in  the  following  paper,  which  concludes  the 
Proutean  series  of  the  "  Songs  of  France." 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  imagine  that  either  of  these  learned 
doctors  will  turn  from  their  crude  speculations  and  listen  to 
the  voice  of  the  charmer,  charm  he  ever  so  wisely ;  we  know 
the  self-opinionated  tribe  too  well  to  fancy  sucn  a  consum- 
mation as  the  result  of  old  Front's  strictures :  but,  since 
the  late  downfal  of  Whiggery,  we  can  afford  to  laugh  at 
what  must  now  only  appear  in  the  harmless  shape  of  a 
solemn  quiz.  "We  would  no  more  quarrel  with  them  for 
huffging  their  cherished  doctrines,  than  we  would  find  fault 
with  the  Hussites  above  mentioned ;  who,  when  the  Jesuit 
Peter  Canisius  came  to  Prague  to  argue  them  into  concilia- 
tion, inscribed  on  their  banner  the  following  epigrammatic 
line: 

** Tu  procul  esto  '  Canis,*  pro  nobis  excubat '  AirSEB  I*" 

The  term  "  Husa^*  being,  from  the  peculiarity  of  its  guttural 
sound,  among^Teutonic  nations  indicative  of  what  we  call  a 
yoote. 

OLIVEE  TOSKE, 

Jan,  1j/,  1835. 


JTatergraiihilly  Jan.  1,  1832. 

It  is  with  nations  as  with  individuals :  the  greater  is  man's 
intercourse  with  his  fellow-man  in  the  interchange  of  social 
companionship,  the  more  enlightened  he  becomes  ;  and,  in 
the  Keen  encounter  of  wit,  loses  whatever  awkwardness  or 
indolence  of  mind  may  have  been  his  original  portion.  If 
the  aggregate  wisdom  of  any  country  could  be  for  a  mo- 

u 
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ment  supposed  hermetically  sealed  from  the  interfuBion  of 
foreign  notions,  rely  on  it  there  would  be  found  a  most 
lamentable  poverty  of  intellect  in  the  land,  a  sad  torpor  in 
the  public  feeliugs,  and  a  woful  stagnation  in  the  delicate 
"  fluid"  called  thought.  Peru,  Mexico,  and  China — the  two 
first  at  the  period  of  Montezuma  and  the  Incas,  the  last  in 
our  own  day — have  the  degree  of  mental  culture  which  may 
be  expected  from  a  collective  body  of  men,  either  studiously 
or  accidentally  sequestered  from  the  rest  of  the  species ;  I 
suspect,  the  original  stock  of  information  derived  from  the 
first  settlers  constituted  the  entire  intellectual  wealth  in 
these  two  secluded  sections  of  the  globe.  On  inquiry,  it 
will  perhaps  be  found,  that  Egypt  (which  has  on  all  sides 
been  admitted  to  have  been  our  great-grandmother  in  art, 
science,  and  literature)  was  evidently  but  the  dowager  widow 
of  antediluvian  Knowledge ;  and  that  the  numerous  progeny 
which  has  since  peopled  the  universe,  all  the  ofispring  of 
intermarriage  and  frequent  alliance,  bears  undoubted  marks 
and  features  of  a  common  origin.  The  literature  of  Ghreece 
and  Eome  reflects  back  the  image  of  Hebrew  and  Eastern 
composition ;  tbe  Scandinavian  poets  are  not  without  traces 
of  affinity  to  their  Arabic  brethren  ;  the  inspiration  of  Irish 
melody  is  akin  to  that  of  Persian  song ;  and  the  very  diver- 
sity of  detail  only  strengthens  the  likeness  on  the  wnole : 

'*  Fades  non  omnibus  una. 
Nee  diversa  tamen,  quails  decet  esse  soronim.** 

OVTD. 

This  is  shown  by  the  Jesuit  Andres,  in  his  "  Storia  di  ogni 
Letteratura,"  Parma,  1782. 

St.  Chrysostom,  talking  of  the  liuk  which  connects  the 
Mosaic  writings  with  the  books  of  the  New  Testament,  and 
the  common  agreement  that  is  found  between  the  thoughts 
of  the  prophet  of  Mount  Carmel  and  those  of  the  sublime 
solitary  of  the  island  of  Patmos,  introduces  a  beautiful  me- 
taphor ;  as,  indeed,  he  generally  does,  when  he  wishea  to 
leave  any  striking  idea  impressed  on  his  auditory.  "  Chris- 
tianity," quoth  he,  "  struct  its  roots  in  the  books  of  the  Old 
Testament ;  it  blossomed  in  the  Gospels  of  the  New :" 
E^^i^w^  (iiv  tv  rati  fiifiyjoii  rm  cr^of  9}rMv,  i^'Kadrnci  hi  S¥  rosg 
fuayytWtoi;  rm  a^oCToXm, — HomU,  de  Nov.  et  Vet,  lest. 
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To  apply  the  holy  bishop's  illustration,  I  would  say,  that 
taste  and  refinement  among  modern  writers  are  traceable  to 
a  growing  acquaintance  with  the  ancient  classics ;  an  inti- 
macy which,  though  not  possessed  by  each  individual  member 
of  the  great  fanuly  of  authors,  still  influences  the  whole, 
and  pervades  the  general  mass  of  our  literature.  A  certain 
antique  bon  ton  is  unconsciously  contracted  even  by  our 
female  contributors  to  the  common  fund  of  literary  enjoy- 
ment ;  and  I  could  mention  one  (L.  E.  L.)  whom  I  presume 
innocent  of  Greek,  but  as  purely  Attic  in  style  as  if,  instead 
of  Cockney  diet,  she  had  fed  in  infency  on  the  honey  of 
Mount  Hymettus. 

The  eloquent  French  lawyer,  De  Marchangy,  in  his 
"  Gaule  Poetique,"  attributes — I  know  not  how  justly — ^the 
first  rise  of  poetic  excellence,  in  Provence,  (where  taste  and 
scholarship  made  their  first  appearance  with  the  trouba- 
dours,) to  the  circumstance  ot  Marseilles  having  been  a 
G-recian  colony ;  and  he  ascribes  the  readiness  with  which 
the  Provencal  genius  caught  the  flame,  and  kindled  it  on  the 
fragrant  hills  of  that  beautiful  coast  of  the  Mediterranean, 
to  a  certain  predisposition  iu  the  blood  and  constitutional 
habit  of  the  people,  derived  from  so  illustrious  a  pedigree. 
"  'Twas  a  glorious  day !"  exclaims  the  poetic  attorney-ge- 
neral, going  back  in  spirit  to  the  epoch  of  that  immigration 
of  the  Phocians  into  Gallia  Narbonensis — "  'twas  a  noble 
spectacle  to  see  those  sons  of  civilisation  and  commerce  land 
on  our  barbarous  but  picturesque  and  hospitable  shore !  to 
see  the  gallant  children  of  Attica  shake  from  their  buskins 
on  our  territory  the  dust  of  the  hippodrome,  and  entwine  the 
myrtle  of  Gnidus  \vith  the  mistletoe  of  Gaul !  When  their 
fleet  anchored  in  our  gladdened  gulf  of  Provence,  when 
their  voices  uttered  sounds  of  cultivated  import,  when  the 
music  of  the  Lesbian  lute  and  Teian  lyre  came  on  the 
charmed  senses  of  our  rude  ancestors,  a  shout  of  welcome 
was  heard  from  our  hills ;  and  our  Druids  hailed  with  the 
hand  of  fellowship  the  priests  of  Jove  and  of  Apollo.  Mar- 
seilles arose  to  the  sound  of  harmonious  intercourse,  and  to 
the  eternal  triumph  of  international  commingling !  You 
would  have  thought  that  a  floating  island  of  Greece,  that 
one  of  the  Cyclades,  or  Delos  the  wanderer  of  the  Archi- 
pelago, had  strayed  away  and  taken  root  upon  our  coast^ 
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crowned  witli  its  temples,  filled  with  its  inhabitants,  its 
pacred  groves,  its  arts,  it  laws,  its  perfume  of  refinement  iu 
love,  and  its  spirit  of  freedom  !*' 

**  Free  trade"  in  all  the  emanations  of  intellect  has  ever 
had  a  purely  beneficial  effect,  blessing  him  who  gave  and  him 
who  received :  it  never  can  injure  a  nation  or  an  individual 
to  impart  knowledge,  or  exchange  ideas.  This  is  admitted. 
From  the  sun,  who  lights  up  the  planets  and  the  **  silver 
moon,"  to  the  Greenwich  pensioner,  whose  pipe  is  lit  at  the 
focus  of  a  neighbour's  calumet,  ^rc,  ajid  flame,  a,ud  brif/htness, 
are  of  their  nature  communicable,  without  loss  or  diminution 
in  the  slightest  way  to  the  communicant.  So  it  is  with  mind. 
But  how  stands  tlie  case  vdth  matter  ?  are  the  same  princi- 
ples applicable,  under  existing  circumstances,  to  the  produc- 
tions of  manual  toil  and  the  distribution  of  employment 
through  the  different  trades  and  crafts  ?  Is  it  for  the  interest 
of  the  material  and  grosser  world,  who  eat,  drink,  are  clothed, 
and  surrounded  with  household  necessities — who  are  con- 
demned to  look  for  support  through  the  troublesome  medium 
of  daily  labour — is  it  lit  or  judicious,  in  the  complicated  state 
of  the  social  frame  now  established  in  Europe,  to  lay  level 
all  the  barriers  which  climate,  soil,  situation,  and  industry, 
have  raised  for  the  protection  of  the  productive  classes  in 
each  country ;  and,  by  the  light  of  the  new  aurora  boreaiii, 
which  has  arisen  on  our  school  of  political  economy,  to  con- 
found all  the  elements  of  actual  life,  and  try  back  on  all  the 
wisdom  of  antiquity  ?  As  sagacious  and  consistent  would  be 
a  proposal  to  abolish  the  quarantine  laws,  that  "  free  trade" 
might  be  enjoyed  by  the  pla^e ;  to  break  down  the  dykes 
of  Holland,  that  the  ocean  should  be  "free;"  to  abolish  all 
the  copyright  and  "  patent-laws,"  that  "  piracy"  may  be  free 
to  the  QuU  and  the  uninventive ;  the  "  game-laws,"  that  all 
may  shoot ;  **  tolls,"  that  all  may  go  where  they  list  unim- 
pedfed ;  "  rent,"  that  all  may  live  scot-free ;  and,  finally,  the 
laws  of  property,  the  laws  of  marriage,  and  the  laws  of  God, 
which  are  more  or  less  impediments  in  the  way  of  "  free 
trade." 

Fully  aware  that  the  advantages  of  rendering  each  nation 
dependent  on  foreign  supply  for  objects  of  prime  necessity, 
by  establishing  a  nicely  balanced  equipoise  iu  the  commercial 
relations  of  every  spot  in  the  globe,  nave  been  luminously 
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vindicated,  in  many  a  goodly  tome,  pamphlet,  and  lengthy 
oration ;  I  yet  think  the  best  practical  treatise  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  the  most  forcible  recommendation  of  its  benefits  to 
all  concerned,  have  come  from  the  philosophic  pen  of  Beran- 
ger,  who  has  embodied  the  maxims  of  "  free  trade,"  as  well 
as  many  other  current  doctrines,  in  the 

lf0  lSdf)tmmi.  Solittcal  iSconomy  of  t|^e 

Sorcien ,  bateleura,  ou  filoux !  Sons  of  witchcraft !  tribe  of  thieves  I 

Keste  imxnondo  Whom  the  villager  believes 
B'un  ancien  monde  *  To  deal  with  Satan, 

Soroiert,  bateleurs,  ou  filoux !  Tell  us  your  customs  and  jour  rules : 

G(mia   Boh^miens !   d'oii  venez-  Whence  came  je  to  this  land  of  fools, 
vous  P  On  whom  ye  fatten  ? 

D*oil.  nous  venons  ?    L'on  n'cn   "  Whence  do  we  come  ?  Wlience  comes 
s^ait  rien.  the  swallow  ? 

L'hirondelle,  Where  does  our  homo  lie  ?   Try  to  fol- 

D'oii  vous  vicnt-elle  ?  low 

D*oii  nous  venons  ?     L'on  n'en  The  wild  bird's  flight, 

89ait  rien.  Speeding  from  winter's  rude  approach : 

Oh  nous  irons  lo  s^ait  on  bicn.      Such  home  is  ours.    Who  dare  en- 
croach 
Upon  our  right  ? 

Sans  pays,  sans  prince,  ct  sans  Priuccwcliavenonc,  nor  gipsy  throne, 

lois,  Nor  magifltrate  nor  priest  we  own, 
Notre  vie  Nor  tax  nor  claim  ; 

Doit  fjiiro  envic.  Blithesome,  wc  wander  recklcsfi,  free, 

Sans  pays,  sans  prince,  sans  lois.  And  happy  two  days  out  of  three ; 
L'homme  est  hcurcux  un  jour  Who'll  say  the  same  ? 

sur  trois. 

Tous  indepcndans  nous  naissons,   Awav  with  church-cnactmcnts  dismal ! 
Sans  ^glise  Wc  liavo  no  liturgy  baptismal 

Qui  nous  baptise :  When  we  are  born  ; 

Tous  indepcndans  nous  naissons.  Save  tlic  dance  under  greenwood  tree, 
Au  bruit  au  fifre  ct  dcs  chansons.    And  the  glad  sound  of  revelry 

With  pipe  and  horn. 

Nos  premiers  pas  sont  d^gag^s      At  our  first  entrance  on  this  globe, 

Dans  ce  monde  Where  Falsehood  walks  in  varied  robe, 

Oil  rerreiur  abonde ;  Caprice,  and  whims, 

Nos  premiers  pas  sont  d^gag^s      — Sophist  or  bigot,  heed  ye  this  1 — 
Du  vieux  maillot  dcs  pr^jug^s.      The  swathing-bands  of  prejudice 

Bound  not  our  limbs. 
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Au  people  en  but  a  nos  larcinB, 

Tout  grimoire 

En  peut  faire  accroire ; 

Au  peuple  en  but  k  nos  bircins, 

II  faut  dee  Borcien  et  des  saints. 


Fmiyres  oiseaux  que  Dieu  b^t, 
De  la  yille 
Qu'on  nouB  exile ; 
Pauvres  oiseaux  que  Dicu  b^nit-, 
Au  fond  des  bois  pend  notre  nld. 


Ton  oeil  ne  peut  se  d^tacber, 
Fhilosopbe 
De  mince  ^tofie — 
Ton  ceil  ne  peut  se  detacher 
Du  vieux  coq    de    ton  yieux 
clocher. 


Well  do  we  ken  tbe  Tulgar  mind, 
£yer  to  Trutb  and  Candour  blind. 

But  led  bj  Cunning ; 
What  rogue  can  tolerate  a  brother  f 
GKpsies    contend  with  priettSi  each 
other 

In  tricks  outrunning. 

Your  '  towered  cities*  please  us  not ; 
Sut  give  us  some  secluded  spot, 

Far  from  the  millions : 
Far  from  the  busy  haunts  of  men, 
Rise  for  the  night,  in  shady  glen, 

Our  dark  pavilions. 

Soon  we  are  off;  for  we  can  see 

Kor  pleasure  nor  philosophy 

In  fix^  dwelling. 
Ours  is  a  life — the  life  of  clowns, 
Or  drones  who  vegetate  in  towns, 

For,  far  excelhng  ! 


Voir,  c*est  avoir !  allons  courir !  Paddock  and  park,  fence  and  endo- 
Vie  errante  sure, 

Est  chose  enivrante ;  We  scale  with  ease  and  with  oompo- 
Voir,  c'est  avoir  !  allons  courir !  sure  : 

Car  tout  voir  o'est  toutconqu6rir.  'Tis  quite  delightful ! 

Such  is  our  empiro*s  mystic  charm. 
We  are  the  owners  of  each  farm, 
More  than  the  rightfid. 

Mais  k  l*homme  on  crie  en  tout  Great  is  the  folly  of  the  wise, 

lieu,  If  on  relations  he  relies, 
Qu'il  s*agite,  Or  trusts  in  men ; 

Ou  croupisse  au  gite  ;  *  Welcome !'  they  say,  to  babes  bom 
Mais  h.  rhomme  on  crie  en  tout  newly, 

lieu,  But  when  your  life  is  eked  out  duly, 
Tu  nais,  "  bonjour  !"  tu  meurs,  *  Good  evening !'  then. 

«  adieu  !** 

Quand  nous  mourons,  vieux  ou  Kone  among  us  seeks  to  illude 

bambin,  By  empty  boast  of  brotheHiood, 
Homme  ou  femme,  Or  false  affection ; 

A  Dieu  soit  notre  ^e ;  Give,  when  we  die,  our  souls  to  God, 

Quand  nous  sommes  morts,  vieux  Our  body  to  the  grassy  sod, 

ou  bambin,  Or  *  for  dissection.* 

On  vend  le  corps  au  carabin* 
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ICaif  erorei  en  notre  gaiety         Your  noblemen  may  talk  of  Yasfala,^ 
I^ble  on  pr^tre,  Froud  of  their  trappings  and  their 

Talet  ou  maitre ;  tassels ; 

Mais  crojes  en  notre  gaiety,  But  never  heed  them  t 

Li  hmUwwr  i^ett  la  Ubtrti.  Our's  is  the  life  of  perfect  bliss— 

Freedom  is  man's  best  joj,  and  this 
Is  pxsnoT  FBm>OK  r* 

This  ^psj  code,  in  wisdom  far  outshining  the  '^  Pandects," 
the  "  Digest,"  or  the  "  Code  Napol^n,"  is  submitted  to  the 
disciples  of  Jeremy  Bentham,  as  a  guide  whenerer  an  experi- 
ment tn  anima  vili  is  fSurly  to  be  made  on  the  "  yile  body"  of 
existing  laws,  by  the  doctors  of  destruction. 

To  arrive  at  this  millennium  is  not  an  easy  matter,  and 
the  chances  are  becoming  every  day  more  unfavourable.  The 
relish  of  mankind  for  experimental  innovation  is  dull  in  these 
latter  days ;  and  great  are  the  trials,  lamentable  the  dis- 
appointments that  await  the  apostles  of  popular  enlighten- 
ment. **  Co-operative  theories**  in  England  have  gone  to  the 
grave  unwept,  imsung ;  while  in  Amenca'  Bob  Owen's  music 
of  "  New  Harmony,"  instead  of  developing  its  notes 

"  In  many  a  bout 
Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out,*' 

has  snapped  off  most  abruptly. 

In  France,  after  years  of  change,  and  the  throes  of  con- 
stant convulsion,  the  early  dream  of  young  philosophy  is  still 
unrealised,  and  the  shade  of  Anacharsis  Clootz  wanders 
through  the  "  Elysian  fields'*  dejected  and  dissatisfied.  The 
son  of  Egalit(*  fills  her  throne,  and  the  monarchy  has  lost 
nothing  of  its  controlling  power,  whatever  it  may  have  ac- 
quired of  homeliness  and  vulgarity.  The  vague  and  confused 
ravings  of  1790,  after  three  years*  saturnalia,  aptly  termi- 
nated in  the  demoniac  rule  of,  and  became  incarnate  in,  Eo- 
bespierre.  The  subsequent  years  condensed  themselves  into 
the  substantive  shape  of  military  despotism,  with  the  re- 
deeming feature  of  glory  in  arms,  and  "  all  the  walks  of  war.'* 
That  too  passed  away,  a  lull  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  the  demo- 
cratic dream,  while  old  Louis  XVIII.  nodded  in  that  elbow- 
chair  which  answered  all  the  purposes  of  a  throne ;  the  im- 
becile Charles  furnished  too  tempting  sn  opportunity,  and 
it  was  seized  with  the  avidity  of  truant  schoolboys  who  get 


1296  FATHEB  PBOUT's  HELIQVES, 

up  a  "  barring  out ;"  but  the  triumph  of  the  barrieades  met 
dun  eclipse  and  disastrous  twilight,  the  citizen  king's  opaque 
form  arose  between  the  soleil  de  Juillet  and  the  disappointed 
republicans  casting  an  ominous  shade  over  the  land  of  frogs. 
Still  loud  and  incessant  is  the  croaking  of  the  dissatisfied 
tenants  of  the  swamp,  little  knowing  (  pauvres  grenouiUes  /) 
that,  did  not  some  such  dense  body  interpose  between  the 
iBcorching  luminary  of  July  and  their  liquid  dwelling,  they 
would  be  parched,  burnt  up,  and  annihilated  in  the  glow  of 
republican  fervour.  Even  so  Aristophanes  pictures  Charon 
and  his  unruly  mob,  who  refuse  to  cease  their  querulous 
outcry,  thougn  threatened  with  the  splashing  oar  of  the 
ferryman : 

AXXa  fifiv  xiX^a^o/Miff6a  y' 
*Oflro(fov  fi  fap'jy^  av  ri/iuv 
Xavdavrj  d/  tif/^tpag 
B^fXfXfxc^,  xoa^,  xoa^, 

Barpav. 


»5,  xoa^, 

Bar^a^.  Act  i.  Scene  5. 


"  In  our  own  quagmire,  'tis  provoking 
That  folks  should  think  to  stop  our  croaking ! 
Sons  of  the  swamp,  with  lungs  of  leather, 
Now  is  our  time  to  screech  together !'' 

But  I  lose  time  in  these  extra-parochial  discussions ;  and 
therefore,  leaving  them  to  chorus  it  according  to  their  own 
view  of  the  case,  I  return  to  the  arbiter  of  song — B^ranger. 
None  of  the  heroes  who  accomplished  this  last  revolution 
felt  their  discomfiture  more  than  our  poet,  whose  ideas  are 
cast  in  the  mould  of  Spartan  republicanism.  He  resims 
himself  with  philosophic  patience  to  the  melancholy  resmt ; 
and,  indeed,  if  I  may  judge  from  a  splendid  embodying  of 
his  notions  concerning  Providence  and  the  government  of 
this  sublunary  world,  in  an  ode,  which  (though  tinged  some- 
what with  Deism)  contains  impassioned  poetic  feeling,  I 
should  think  that  he  still  finds  comfort  in  the  retrospect  of 
his  own  individual  sincerity  and  disinterestedness.  There 
is  less  of  the  Sybarite,  however,  in  his  philosophy  than  may 
be  found  in  another  "bard"  who  in 

"  pleasure's  soft  dream 
Ha»  tried  to  forget  what  he  never  could  hetL" 
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n  est  un  Dieu ;  derant  lui  je  mMncline, 
Paayre  et  content,  sans  lui  demander  rien. 

De  I'uniYen  observant  la  machine, 
J*j  Yois  du  mal,  et  n*aime  que  le  bien ; 

Mais  le  plaisir  k  ma  philosophic 
B^Tdle  assez  de  cieux  intolligens. 

Le  yerre  en  main,  gaiement  je  me  confie 

Au  Dieu  des  bonnes  gens ! 

Bans  mon  r^uit  oil  Ton  Toit  I'indigence 

Sans  m*^?eiller  assise  k  mon  chevet, 
Grace  aux  amours  berc6  par  Tesp^rance, 

D*un  lit  plus  doux  je  reve  le  duTct ; 
Aux  dieux  des  cours  qu*un  autre  sacrifie — 

Moij  qui  ne  crois  (^vCk  des  dieux  indulgens, 
Le  yerro  en  main,  gaiement  je  me  confie 

Au  Bieu  des  bonnes  gens ! 

Un  conqulrant,  dans  sa  fortime  altiere, 

Se  fit  un  jeu  des  sceptres  et  des  rols ; 
£t  de  ses  pieds  Ton  peut  voir  la  poussi^re 

Empreint^  encor  sur  le  bandeau  des  rois  t 
Vous  tampiez  tous,  O  rois !  qu*on  deifio — 

Moi,  poiu-  brayer  des  maitres  cxigeans, 
Lo  yerre  en  main,  gaiement  je  me  confie 

Au  Dieu  des  bonnes  gens  I 

Dans  nos  palais,  oh  pr^s  de  la  yictoiro 

Brillaient  les  arts,  doux  fruits  des  beaux  climats, 

J*ai  vu  du  nord  les  pcuplades  sans  gloire 
De  Icurs  mantraux  secouer  les  frimats : 

Sur  nos  debris  Albion  nous  ddfio  ; 

Mais  la  fortune  ct  les  fiots  sont  changeans — 

Le  yerro  en  main,  gaiement  je  me  confio 

Au  Dieu  des  bonnes  gens ! 

Quelle  menace  un  pr^tre  fait  entendre  P 
Nous  touclions  tous  k  nos  demiers  instans ; 

L^etemit^  va  se  faire  comprendre, 
Tout  ya  finir  I'uniyers  et  le  tems : 

Tous,  ch^rubins,  d  la  face  boufiie, 

RcyeiUez,  done  les  morts  peu  diligens— 

Lc  yorro  en  main,  {gaiement  je  me  confio 

Au  Dieu  des  bonnes  gens  I 
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Mais,  quelle  erreur !  non,  Dieu  n'est  pas  colore  | 

S'il  cr^  tout,  k  tout  il  sert  d'appui. 
Yins  qu'il  nous  donne,  amiti^  tuteiaire^ 

Et  Tous,  amours,  qui  or^  apris  lui, 
Pretez  un  oharme  k  ma  philosophie, 

Pour  dissiper  des  rSves  affligeans  ! — 
Le  yerre  en  main,  gaiement  je  me  oonfie 

Au  Dieu  des  bonnes  gens  I 

C|^e  &clh  of  Seranset. 

There's  a  God  whom  the  poet  in  silence  adores, 

But  molests  not  his  throne  with  importunate  prayer ; 
For  he  knows  that  the  evil  he  sees  and  abhors, 

There  is  blessing  to  balance,  and  balm  to  repair. 
But  the  plan  of  the  Deity  beams  in  the  bowl, 

And  the  eyelid  of  beauty  reveals  his  design  t 
Oh !  the  goblet  in  hand,  I  abandon  my  soul 

To  the  Giver  of  genius,  love,  fnendship,  and  wine  I 

At  the  door  of  my  dwelling  the  children  of  want 

Ever  find  the  full  welcome  its  roof  can  afford ! 
YHiile  the  dreams  of  the  rich  pain  and  poverty  haunt, 

Peace  awaits  on  my.pillow,  and  jo^  at  my  board. 
Let  the  eod  of  the  court  other  votaries  sees — 

No !  uxe  idol  of  sycophants  never  was  mine ; 
But  I  worship  the  God  of  the  lowly  and  meek. 

In  the  Giver  of  genius,  love,  friendsliip,  and  wine ! 

I  have  seen  die  a  captive,  of  courtiers  bereft, 

Him,  the  sound  of  whose  fame  through  our  hemisphere  rings  | 
I  have  marked  both  his  rise  and  his  fall :  he  has  left 

The  imprint  of  his  heel  on  the  forehead  of  kings. 
Oh,  ye  monarchs  of  Europe !  ye  crawled  round  his  throne— 

Te,  who  now  claim  our  homage,  then  knelt  at  his  shrine ; 
But  I  never  adored  him,  but  turned  me  alone 

To  the  Giver  of  genius,  love,  friendship,  and  wine  I 

The  Russians  have  dwelt  in  the  home  of  the  Frank  ; 

In  our  halls  from  their  mantles  they've  shaken  the  frost  | 
Of  tlieir  war-boots  our  Louvre  has  echoed  the  clank. 

As  they  passed,  in  barbarian  astonishment  lost. 
0*er  the  rums  of  France,  take,  O  England !  take  pride ! 

Yet  a  similar  downfal,  proud  land !  may  be  thine ; 
But  the  poet  of  freedom  still,  still  will  confide, 

In  the  Giver  of  genius,  love,  friendship,  and  wine ! 

This  planet  is  doomed,  by  the  priesthood's  decree, 
To  deserved  dissolution  one  day,  O !  my  friends ; 

Lo !  the  hurricane  gathers ;  the  bolt  is  set  fi*ee ! 
4nd  the  thunder  on  wings  of  destruction  descends. 
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Of  thy  trumpet,  arohangel,  delay  not  the  blast ; 

Wake  the  dead  in  the  graves  where  their  ashes  recline : 
While  the  poet,  unmoYed,  puts  his  trust  to  the  last 

In  the  Griver  of  genius,  lore,  friendship,  and  wine  I 

But  away  with  the  night-mare  of  gloomy  forethought ! 

Let  the  goul  Superstition  creep  back  to  its  den  ; 
Oh !  this  fair  goocQy  globe,  filled  with  plenty,  was  wrought 

By  a  bountotil  hand,  for  the  children  of  men. 
Let  me  take  the  fuU  toope  of  my  years  as  tiiey  roll. 

Let  me  bask  in  the  sun's  pleasant  rays  wlme  they  shine  i 
Then,  with  {^blet  in  hahd,  I'll  abandon  my  soul 

To  the  Qirer  of  genius,  love,  friendship,  and  wine  I 

Whatever  may  be  the  failings  aad  errors  of  our  poet,  due 
,to  the  disaslrouB  days  on  which  his  youth  has  fallen,  there 
is  discerTuble  in  his  writings  the  predominant  character  of 
his  mind — frankness,  single-heartedness,  and  candour.  It 
is  impotsible  not  te  entertain  a  friendly  feeling  towards 
such  a  man;  and  I  am  not  surpfrised  te  learn  that  he  is 
cherished  by  the  French  people  with  a  fervency  akin  to 
idolatry.  Jae  is  no  tuft-hunter,  nor  Whigling  sycophant, 
nor  tittfficker  in  his  merchandise  of  song.  Neither  has  he 
sought  to  convert  his  patriotism  into  an  engine  for  picking 
tlio  pocketo  of  the  poor.  He  has  set  up  no  pretensions  to 
nobuity ;  although,  he  could  no  doubt  trump  up  a  story  of 
Norman  ancestry,  and  convert  some  old  farm-house  on  the 
sea-coast  into  an  ^\  abbey.*'  It  is  not  with  the  affectation 
of  a  swindling  demagogue,  but  with  the  heartfelt  cordiality 
of  one  of  themselves,  that  he  glories  in  belonging  to  the 
people.  What  poet  but  Bt^ranger  over  thought  of  comme- 
morating the  garret  where  he  spent  his  earlier  days  ? 

It  Hvtwitx  tie  Seraiiger.        Wl)t  Sarvct  of  Stranger. 

Jo  n>vions  voir  rasylc  oh  mn  jouncsse  Oh  !   it  was  hero  that  Love  his 

Do  la  lni!*^ro  a  8ubi  lc»  logons  :  gifts  bcatowod 

J'nvais  vingt  aiis,  uno  folic  maitrcssc,  On  youth's  wild  age ! 

Do  francrt  amis,  et  rumour  des  chan-  Oladly  onco  more  I  seek  my 
sons  ;  youth's  abode, 

Brnvant  le  monde,  ct  Ics  sots,  et  les  In  pilgrimage  : 

SBgcfi,  Here  my  young  mistress  with  her 
Sans  avenir,  riclio  do  mon  printcms,  poot  dared 

Lcstectjoyouxjomontaissix  etages —  Bookless  to  dwell : 

Dans  un  grcnior  qu'on  est  bien  k  vingt  She  was  sixteen,  I  twenty,  and 
ans !  we  shared 

Tliis  attio  cclL 
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Cest  un  grenier,  point  ne  veux  qu*on  Yes,  'twas  a  garret  t  be  it  known 
rignore :  to  all, 

JA  fut  mon  lit,  bien  ch^tif  et  bien  Here  was  Lore's  shrine : 

dur;  There  read,  in  charcoal  traced 
lA  fat  ma  table ;  et  jeretronye  encore  along  the  wall, 

Trois  pieds  d'un  vers  charbonn^  Th*  unfinished  line — 

sur  le  mur.  Here  was  the  board  where  kin* 
Apporaissez,  plaisirs  de  mon  bel  &ge,  dred  hearts  would  blend. 

Que  d*un  coup  d'osil  a  fustig^  le  The  Jew  can  tell 

terns !  How  oft  I  pawned  mj  watch,  to 
Yingt  fois  pour  tous  j*ai  mis  ma  mon-  feast  a  friend 

tre  en  gage —  In  attic  cell ! 

Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  k  yingt 
ans! 

Lisette  ici  doit  surtout  apparaitre,  O !  mj  Lisctte*8  £ur  form  could 

Yiye,  jolie,  avec  un  frais  chapeau ;  I  recall 

D^jik  sa  main  ^  T^troite  fendtre  With  fairy  wand ! 

Suspend  son  schale  en  guise  de  ri*  There  she  would  blind  the  win* 
deau :  dow  with  her  shawl — 

Sa  robe  aussi  va  parer  ma  couchette —  Bashful,  yet  fond ! 

Bespecte,  Amour !  ses  plis  longs  et  What  though  from  whom  she  got 
flottans :  her  dress  Tve  since 

J*ai  su  depuis  qui  payait  sa  toilette —  Learnt  but  too  well, 

Dans  un  grenier  qu*on  est  bien  k  Still  in  those  days  I  envied  not 
yingt  ans !  a  prince 

In  attic  cell ! 

A  table  un  jour,  jour  de  grande  rich*  Here  the  glad  tidings  on  our 
esse,  banquet  burst, 

De  mes  amis  les  yoix  briUaient  en  Mid  the  bright  bowls  ! 

choeur.  Yes,  it  was  here  Marengo*s  tri- 
Quand  jusquHci  monte  un  cri  d*al^  nmph  first 

gresse.  Kindled  our  souls ! 

Q}x*k  Marengo  Bonaparte  est  yain-  Bronze  cannon  roared ;  France 
queur !  with  redoubled  might 

Lo  canon  gronde — un    autre  chant  Felt  her  heart  swell ! 

commence —  Proudly  we  drank  o\ir  consul's 
Kous o^^brons  tant  de  fiiits  Platans ;  health  that  night 

Les    rois   jamais    n*enyahii*ont    la  In  attic  cell ! 

France — 
Dans  an  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  k 
yingt  ans  I 

Quittons  ce  toit^  oh  ma  ndson  s'e-  Dreams  of  my  joyful  youth!  I'd 
niyre—  freely  give. 

Oh,  qu'ils  sont  loin  ces  jours  si  re-  Ere  my  Hfe's  close, 

grett^ !  All  the  dim  days  I'm  destined 
jr^changerai  oe  qu'il  me  r^ste  k  yiyro  yet  to  live, 

Contre  on  des  jours  qu'id  Dieu  m'a  For  one  of  those ! 

oompt^ 
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Pour  r^Tcr  gloire,  amour,  plaisir,  folie,  Where  shall  I  now  find  rapturei 
Pour  depenser  sa  vie  en  peu  d*m-  that  were  felt, 

stans,  Joys  that  befell, 

D'un  long  espoir  pour  la  Toir  em-  Andhopes  thatdawnedattwenty, 
beUie —  when  I  dwelt 

Dans  un  grenier  qu*on  est  bien  k  In  attio  cell  ? 

yingt  ans ! 

Nothing  can  offer  a  more  ludicrous  image  to  the  dispas- 
sionate observer  of  passing  transactions,  than  the  assump- 
tion of  radical  politics  by  some  men  whose  essential  nature 
is  thoroughly  imbued  with  contempt  for  the  mob,  while 
they  are  straining  every  nerve  to  secure  its  sweet  voices.  I 
could  name  many  who  asntme  such  sentiments  respecting 
the  distinctions  of  hereditary  rank  in  this  country,  yet 
would  feel  very  acutel;^  the  deprivation  of  the  rank  and 
name  they  bear,  or  an  inquiry  into  the  devious  and  questi- 
onable title  by  which  they  retain  them.  The  efforts  they 
make  to  conceal  their  private  feelings  before  the  multitude 
recall  a  hint  addressed  to  some  "  republicans  who  paraded 
the  streets  of  Paris  in  1793 : 

"  Mais  enfoncez  dans  tos  culottes 
Le  bout  de  Unge  qui  pend  ! 
On  dira  que  les  patriotes 

Out  deploy^  lo  *  drapeau  blanc.*" 

Autobiography  is  the  rage.  John  Gait,  the  Ettrick  Hogg, 
the  English  Opium-eater,  Sir  Egerton  Brydges,  Jack  Ketch, 
Grant-Thorburn,  and  sundry  other  personages,  have  lately 
adorned  this  department  of  our  literature.  In  his  song,  the 
"  Tailor  and  the  Fairy,"  B^ranger  has  acquitted  himself  of 
a  task  indispensable  iu  modern  authors.  He  was  born  the 
same  year  as  T.  Moore,  1780. 

le  Catlleur  et  la  jTce. 

Dans  CO  Paris,  plein  d'or  et  de  misfere, 

En  Tan  du  Christ  mil  sept  cent  quatre-vingt, 
Cliei  un  tailleur,  mon  pauvre  et  vieux  grand-p<^re, 

Moi  nou7eau-no,  saohez  ce  qui  m'advint. 
Kion  ne  pr6dit  la  gloire  d'un  Orphde 

A  mon  bcrccau,  qui  n'^tait  pas  de  fleurs  ; 

Mais  mon  grand-p^re,  accourant  h  mes  pleurs. 
Me  troure  un  jour  dans  Ics  bras  d*une  fee. 

£t  cette  f^,  aveo  de  gais  refrains,      * 
Calmait  le  cri  de  mee  premiere  chagrins. 
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"  Le  bon  yiellard  lai  dit  t  L'4me  in^ui^te  t 
A  oet  enfant  oael  destin  est  promis  ?" 

Elle  r^pond  :  "  Vois  le  sous  ma  baguette, 
Qiir9on  d'auberge,  imprimeur,  et  commis ; 

Un  coup  de  foudre*  lyoute  h  mes  presages- 
Ton  nls  atteint,  ya  p^rir  consume  ; 
Dieu  le  regarde,  et  Toiseau  ramm6 

Vole  en  chantant  brarer  d'autres  orages.'* 

£t  puis  la  f(6e,  avec  de  gais  refrains, 
Galmait  le  cri  de  mes  premiers  chagrins. 

"  Tous  les  plaisirs,  sjlphes  de  la  jeunesse, 

Eyeilleront  sa  lyre  an  sein  des  nuits ; 
Au  toit  du  pauyre  il  r^pand  Tal^gresse, 

A  Topulence  il  sauve  des  ennuis. 
Mais  quel  spectacle  attriste  son  langage  ? 

Tout  s*engloutit  et  gloire  et  liberty  ! 

Gomme  un  p^cheur  qui  rentre  ^pouYant^, 
II  yient  au  port  reoont^  leur  naufrage." 

Et  puis  la  fi^  ayec  de  gais  refrains, 
Calmait  le  cri  de  mes  premiers  chagrins." 


fE^t  Slutobiog;rap|)s  of  ^.  S>.  tie  Stranger. 

Paris  !  gorgeous  abode  of  the  gay  !    Paris !  haunt  of  despair ! 

There  befell  in  thy  bosom  one  day  an  occurrence  most  weighty, 
At  the  house  of  a  tailor,  my  grand»ther,  under  whose  care 

I  was  nursed,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  seyenteen  hundred  and  eighty. 
By  no  token,  *tis  true,  did  my  cradle  announce  a  young  Horace— 
And  the  omens  were  such  as  might  well  lead  astray  the  tmwary ; 
But  with  utter  amazement  one  morning  my  grandfather,  Maurice, 
Saw  his  grandchild  reclining  asleep  in  the  arms  of  a  fairy  I 
And  this  fairy  so  handsome 
Assumed  an  appearance  so  striking. 
And  for  me  seemed  to  take  such  a  liking, 
That  ho  knew  not  what  gift  he  should  offer  the  dame  for  my  ransom. 

Had  he  previously  studied  thy  Legends,  O  rare  Crofty  Croker ! 

He*d  Jiaye  learnt  how  to  act  from  thy  pages — ('tis  there  that  the 
charm  is  !) 
But  my  guardian's  first  impulse  was  rather  to  look  for  the  poker, 

To  rescue  his  beautiful  boy  from  her  hands  vi  et  armit, 

*  B6ranger  tells  us  in  a  note,  that  in  early  life  he  had  well  nigh  pe- 
rished by  the  electric  fluid  in  a  tliunder-storm.  The  same  is  related  of 
Luther,  when  at  the  university.  The  flash  which,  in  Luther's  case, 
changed  the  student  into  a  monk,  in  B^ranger's  converted  the  tailor's 
gooM  into  a  swan. — Vbovt. 
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Yet  he  paused  in  hxB  plan,  ond  adopted  a  milder  snggeetion, 

For  her  attitude,  ctum  and  unterrified,  made  him  respect  her 
So  he  thought  it  was  hest  to  be  civil,  and  fiurlv  to  question. 
Concerning  mj  prospects  in  life,  the  benevolent  spectre. 
And  the  fairj,  prophetical, 
Bead  my  destiny's  book  in  a  minute, 
With  all  the  particulars  in  it : 
And  its  outline  she  drew  with  exactitude  most  geometrioaL 

**  His  career  shall  be  mingled  with  pleasure,  though  checkered  with  pain 

And  some  bright  simnj  hours  shall  succeed  to  a  rigorous  winter : 
See  him  first  a  garfon  at  a  hostelry — then,  with  disdain 

See  him  spurn  that  vile  craft,  and  apprentice  himself  to  a  printer. 
Ai  a  poor  university-clerk  view  him  next  at  his  desk  ;— 

Mark  that  flash ! — he  will  have  a  most  narrow  escape  from  the  light- 
ning: 
But  behold  after  sundry  adventiures,  some  bold,  some  grotesque, 
The  horixon  dears  up,  and  his  prospects  appear  to  be  brightening." 
And  the  £urv,  caressing 
The  infant,  foretold  that,  ere  long, 
He  would  warble  unrivalled  in  song ; 
All  France  in  the  homage  which  Paris  liad  paid  acquiescing. 

**  Yes,  the  muse  has  adopted  the  boy  !  On  his  brow  see  the  laurel  I 

In  his  hand  *tis  Anacreon's  cup  ! — with  the  Ghreek  he  has  drank  it. 
Mark  the  high-minded  tone  of  his  songs,  and  their  exquisite  moral. 

Giving  ioy  to  the  cottage,  and  heightening  the  blaze  of  the  banquet. 
Now  the  future  grows  dark — see  the  spectacle  France  has  become ! 

Mid  the  wreck  of  his  couutiy,  the  poet,  imdaunted  and  proud. 
To  the  public  complaints  shall  give  utterance  :  slaves  may  be  dumb| 
But  he'll  ring  in  the  hearing  of  despots  defiance  aloud !" 
And  the  fairy  addressuis 
My  grandfather,  somewhat  astonished. 
So  mildly  my  c^uardian  admonished. 
That  he  wept  while  he  vanished  away  with  a  smile  and  a  blessing. 

Such  is  the  man  whose  works  will  form  the  most  enduriDg 
monument  of  the  literature  of  France  during  the  first 
quarter  of  the  nineteenth  century.  It  is  the  pride  of  my 
old  a^e  to  have  recorded  in  these  "  papers"  my  admiration 
of  this  extraordinarj/^  writer  ;  and  wnen,  at  a  future  period, 
commentators  and  critics  shall  feed  on  his  ever- verdant  pages, 
and  disport  themselves  in  the  leaves  of  his  immortal  poetry, 
it  will  be  perhaps  mentioned  by  some  votary  of  recondite 
lore,  that  an  obscure  clergyman,  on  a  barren  Irish  hill, 
made  the  first  effort  to  transplant  hither  some  slips  of  that 
luxuriant  tree ;  though  he  fears  that,  like  the  *'  mulberry/' 
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it  cannot  be  naturalized  in  these  islands,  and  must  still  con- 
tinue to  form  the  exclusive  boast  and  pride  of  a  happier 
climate. 

Next  to  the  songster-laureate  of  France,  posterity  will 
liail  in  Victor  Hugo  the  undoubted  excellence  of  original 
thought,  and  the  gift  of  glowing  expression.  Before  these 
two  lofty  minds  the  minor  poets,  Lamartine  and  Chateau- 
briand, \vill  sink  into  comparative  insignificance.  Thus 
Burns  and  Byron  will  be  remembered  and  read  when  Bob 
Montgomery  and  Haynes  Bayly  will  be  swept  away  with 
the  coteries  who  applauded  them.  "  Opinionum  commenta 
delet  dies,"  quoth  the  undying  Tully ;  "  natura>  judicia  con- 
firmat.**  But,  after  all,  what  is  fame  ?  It  is  a  question 
that  often  recurs  to  »ie,  dwelling  frequently,  in  sober  pen- 
siveness,  on  the  hollow  futility  of  human  pursuits,  and  pon- 
dering on  the  narrow  extent  of  that  circle  which,  in  its 
widest  possible  diffusion,  renown  can  hope  to  fill  here  below. 
Never  has  a  Pagan  writer  penned  a  period  more  replete  with 
Christian  philosophy  than  the  splendid  passage  which  me- 
mory brings  me  here  in  the  natural  succession  of  serious 
reliections  that  crowd  on  my  mind : — "  Igitur  alt^  spectaro 
si  voles,  et  stemam  domum  contueri,  neque  te  sermonibus 
vulgi  dederis,  neque  in  prsemiis  humanis  spem  posueris  rerum 
tuarum.  Quid  de  te  alii  locjuantur,  ipsi  videant ;  loijuentur 
tamen.  Sermo  autem  omnis  ille  et  angustiis  cingitur  iis 
regionum  quas  vides  ;  nee  unquam  de  ullo  perennis  fuit ;  et 
obruitur  hominum  interitu  ;  et  oblivioue  posteritatis  cxtin- 
guitur  !**— -Cic.  Som.  Scip, 

To  return  to  Victor  Hugo.  It  would  be  unpardonable  in 
me  to  have  written  a  series  of  papers  on  the  "  Songs  of 
France,"  and  not  to  have  given  some  specimens  of  hts  re- 
fined and  delicate  compositions.  Hugo  does  not  address 
himself  so  much  to  the  popular  capacity  as  his  energetic 
contemporary  :  he  is  a  scholar,  and  seeks  '*  fitting  audience, 
though  few."  The  Ivrical  pieces,  however,  which  I  sub- 
join, will  bo  felt  by  all  in  their  thrilling  appeal  to  our  sen- 
sibilities. 

Though  I  do  not  regret  the  space  I  have  devoted  to  the 
beauties  of  Bdranger,  it  is  still  with  a  feeling  of  embarrass- 
ment that  I  bring  fona-ard  thus  late,  and  towards  the  close 
of  my  lucubrations  on  this  interesting  subject,  so  dcsen'ing 
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a  claimant  on  the  notice  of  the  public.  Be  that  an  it  may, 
here  goes !  and,  gentle  reader,  thou  hast  before  the3  two 
gems  of  the  purest  water.    The  first  is  an  Oriental  emerald. 

le  Voilt.    ©runtalc. 

Fictor  Hugo, 
"  Arez-Toas  fait  voire  pri6re  ce  soir,  Desd^mona  ?"~SnAKE8PtARK. 


L\   R<KUB. 

Qiravex-vons,  qiraTec-votm,  mes  fibres? 

Vooa  baitflea  des  frontit  soucleux ; 
Comma  den  lanipe*  funtfraires 

Vm  regarda  briUent  daus  vos  ycnx. 

Vm  Mlntnres  aont  dichir^esl 

D^k  troia  fois  bora  de  r^tiii. 
Soils  voa  doigl^  k  deml  tii-^es, 

Lm  lames  dea  poignards  ont  lal. 

LK  FRRRK  AINB. 

ITaTes-TOua  paa  lev6  voire  voile  aujourd*- 
huir 

LA  ancrn. 
Je  rovenala  du  bain,  raen  Mren ; 
SeigiMiurs,  du  bain  Jn  i-evenai«, 
Cached  aux  regardn  tamerairca 
Dea  Uiaours  et  dea  AlbaDais. 

En  pasaant  pr^M  de  la  mosque^, 
Dans  roon  palHiiquin  recouvcrt, 

L'air  do  midi  ni*a  snffbqii^c, 
Alon  voile  un  iDstant  s'est  oiiveit. 

LK  RRCOND  FRRRK. 

Un  hommo  alom  pauHait?  un  homme  en 
caftan  vertf 


LA   E(EUR. 

Out  ?~peuMtre— raais  son  andace 
N'a  pas  vu  mes  traits  d6voiIeB.— 

Mais  vouB  vous  paries  k  voix  basse  I 
A  voix  basse  vous  vous  parlez  I 

Vous  faut-il  du  sang  ?  snr  votre  Ame, 

M  es  frire.s,  il  n'a  pft  me  voir. 
Gr&ce  I  Tuerez-vouB  une  femme, 

Foible  et  nue,  en  votre  pouvoirf 

LK  TBOISIKMK  VRKRH. 

Le  soleil  ttait  rouge  k  son  coucherce  solrl 

LA  B<xnB. 
Qrftcet  qu'ai-jefait?    GrAeel  grAeel 

Dieu  1  qnatre  poignards  dftns  mon  flanol 
All !  par  voh  genoux  que  j'embraaKe— 

Oh,  mon  voile  I  oh,  mou  voile  blanci 

Ne  fiiycz  pas  mes  mains  qui  saignent, 
Mex  flares,  soiitenea  m«'N  pas! 

Car  Kur  mes  regards  qui  s'tf teignent 
S'<$tcud  un  voile  de  trepas. 

LR  QUATKIRME  FRRRK. 

C'cn  cHt  un  que  du  moins  tu  ne  leveraa 
pasl 


tt|)e  Vtil    an  ©rttutal  Sialogue. 

Jlctor  Hugo, 
"Have  you  pray*d  to-night,  Dcsdemona?"— Suajckspkarb. 

THE   8ISTKR. 

Wiat  has  happened,  my  hrothers  ?     Your  spirit  to  day 

Sotnc  secret  sorrow  damps  : 
Thcre*8  a  cloud  on  your  brow.     What  ha^  liappencd  ?  oh,  say  ! 
For  your  eyeballs  clare  out  witli  a  sinister  ray, 

Like  tho  light  of  fimeral  lamps. 

The  blades  of  your  poniards  are  half-unsheathed 

In  your  zone— and  ye  frown  on  nicl 
There's  a  woo  untold,  there's  a  pung  unbreathcd. 

In  your  bosom,  my  brothers  tluree ! 
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XLDB8T  BBOTHBB. 

Gulnara,  make  answer !    Hast  thou,  since  the  dawn, 
To  the  eye  of  a  stranger  thy  veil  withdrawn  ? 

THB  8ISTEB. 

As  I  came,  O  my  brothers ! — at  noon — from  the  bath — 

As  I  came — it  was  noon — my  lords — 
And  your  sister  had  tlion,  as  she  constantly  hath, 
Drawn  her  veil  close  around  her,  aware  that  the  path 
Is  beset  by  these  foreign  hordes. 

But  the  weight  of  the  noonday's  sultry  hour 
Near  the  mosque  was  so  oppressive, 

That — forgetting  a  moment  the  eye  of  the  Qiaour— 
I  yielded  to  heat  excessive. 

SECOND  BBOTHEB. 

Ghilnara,  make  answer !    Whom,  then,  hast  thou  seen, 
In  a  turban  of  white,  and  a  caftan  of  green  ? 

THE  8ISTEB. 

Kay,  he  might  have  been  there ;  but  I  muffled  me  so, 
He  could  scarce  have  seen  my  figure. 

But  why  to  your  sister  thus  dark  do  you  grow  ? 

What  words  to  yourselves  do  you  mutter  thus  low, 
Of  "  blood,"  and  «  an  intriguer  ?" 

Oh !  ye  cannot  of  murder  bring  down  the  red  guilt 
On  your  souls,  my  brothers,  surely ! 

Though  I  ^ar — from  your  hand  that  I  see  on  the  hilt, 
And  the  hints  you  give  obscurely. 

THIRD  BBOTHEB. 

Ckdnara !  this  evening  when  sank  the  red  stm, 

Hast  thou  marked  how  like  blood  in  descending  it  shone  ? 

THE  8ISTEB. 

Mer^ !  Allah !  three  daggers  1  have  pity  1  oh,  spare ! 

See !  I  cling  to  your  knees  repenting ! 
Kind  brothers,  forgive  me  1  for  mercy,  forl^ar ! 
Be  appeased  at  the  voice  of  a  sister's  despair, 

For  your  mother's  sake  relenting. 

O  CK)d !  must  I  die  ?   They  are  deaf  to  my  cries ! 

Their  sister's  life-blood  shedding : 
They  have  stabbed  me  again — and  I  fSunt — o*er  my  eyes 

A  Veil  oe  Death  ia  spreading  !— 

BIDEST  BBOTHEB. 

Oulnan,  fiurewell !  take  that  veil ;  'tis  the  gift 
Of  thy  brothers— ft  yeil  thou  wilt  never  lift  I 
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Hugo,  in  this  Eastern  scene,  as  well  as  in  his  glorious  ro- 
mance of  "  Notre  Dame  de  Paris,"  seems  to  take  delight  in 
harrowing  up  our  feelings  by  the  invariably  sad  catas^phe 
of  all  his  love  adventures.  The  chord  of  sympathy  for 
broken  affections  and  shattered  hearts  seems  to  be  a  favour- 
ite one  with  this  mighty  master  of  the  Gullic  lyre.    ^.  gr, 

la  ifimttt  lifu  Ctmbalier.      Cl^e  SrilKe  of  X\^t  C^mbalcer. 

Victor  Hugo,  A  Ballad. 


Monseigneur,  le  Duo  do  Bretagnc, 

A  pour  let  combatA  meutriers, 
CoiiYoqu^  de  Nante  Ik  Mortagne, 
Dans  la  pUine,  et  sur  la  oampagnc, 
L*arriere-ban  de  sea  guerpera. 

Oe  font  dea  barons,  dont  les  armes 

Omentdes  forts  oeints  d'un  foss^, 

Des  preuz  yieillis  dans  les  alannes, 

Des  &uyera,  des  hommes  d'amies — 

L*un  d'entre  euz  est  mon  fianci^. 


n  est  parti  pour  TAquitaino 

Comiue  timbalier,  et  pourtant 
On  le  prend  pour  un  capitainc, 
Kien  qu'ji  voir  sa  mine  hautaine, 
£t  son  pourpoiut  d'or  ^lutant. 

Dopuis  CO  jour  reffroi  m'agite ; 

J'aidit,  joignant  son  sort  au  mien, 
"  Ma  patronne,  Sainte  Brigitte, 
Pour  quo  jamais  il  no  lo  quitte, 

Surveillez  son  auge  gardieu  l" 

J'ai  dit  ^  notro  abb^,  "  Mossire, 

Pries  bieu  pourtous  nos  soldats!" 
Et  cummo  ou  B<;ait  qu'il  le  d<Ssirc, 
J*ai  briil^  trois  ciorge^  de  cire 
Sur  la  ch^se  de  Saint  Qildas. 

A  Notre  Dame  de  Lorctto 

J*ai  promis,  dans  mon  noir  cha- 
grin, 
D*attachcr  sur  ma  gorgerctte, 
Ferm^  li  la  tuo  indiscrcttc, 

Les  coquillcs  du  pclerin. 


My  liege,  the  Duke  of  Brittany, 
Has  summoned  his  yassals  all, 

The  list  is  a  lengthy  litany ! 

Nor  'mong  them  shall  ye  meet  any 
But  lords  of  land  and  halL 

Barons,  who  dwell  in  doi^on-keep, 
ibid  mail-clad  count  and  peer, 

Wliose  fief  is  fenced  with  fbas^ 
deep; 

But  none  excel  in  soldiership 
My  own  loved  oymbaleer. 

Clashing  his  cymbals  forth  he  went, 
With  a  bold  and  gallant  bearing  ; 
Sure  for  a  captain  ho  was  meant. 
To  judge  from  liis  accoutrement. 
And  the  cloth  of  gold  he's  wear- 
ing. 

But  in  my  soul  since  then  I  feel 

A  fear,  in  secret  creeping ; 
And  to  Saint  Bridget  oft  I  kneel, 
That  she  may  recommend  his  weal 
To  his  guardian  angel's  keeping. 

IVe  begged  our  abbot,  Bemardine, 

His  prayers  not  to  relax ; 
And,  to  procure  him  aid  divine, 
I've  burnt  upon  Saint  Gilda's  shrinn 
Three  pounds  of  virgin  wax. 

Our  Lady  of  Loretto  knows 
Tlie  pilgrimage  I  vow'd : 
"  To  wear  the  tcoUop  I  propose^ 
If  health  and  t^fetyfrom  ihefou 
My  lover  U  allowed." 


30S  rATH£B  Prodi's  szlkiuzs. 

II  n'n  pu,  par  d'amonreiti  gages,  Tfo  letter  (fond  ■Sbction'i  gtg» !) 

Atnent,  contoler  mc*  tojen ;  From  him  could  I  leqain. 

Pour  porter  les  teodres  meaugci  "Dm  pain  of  ibieoce  to  muige   ■ 

Ls  TB»aU  n'K  point  de  page*,  A  TtHal-iniud  can  bare  no  pagr, 

Ii«  vuatl  n'a  point  d  (cajtn.  A  liegeman  lue  no  iquire. 

n  doit  auj  ourd'hoi  de  la  guerre 

Berenir  arec  moiueigiieur — 

Ce  n'eat  plus  ua  amant  Tiilgaira ;  Mr  cjmbileer'B  return : 

Jo  IcTO  UD  front  baiuS  naguire,  Gladness  and  pride  beam  in  my 

Et  moo  orgueilwt  dubooliBur.  '-'- 


Le  due  triomphaut,  tioua rappor(«  Buck  from  the  batlleSeld  elate, 

Son   drapeau    dans   lea    campe  His  banuer  brings  earb  peer  ; 

Avisif ;  Come,  let  us  see,  at  the  ancient 

Venei  tons,  sous  la  Tieille  portc,  gate. 

Voir  passer  U  brillanle  escorte.  The  martial  triumph  pais  in  itale, 

Et  le  prince  et  men  fianc£  I  And  thedukeand  mf  cjmbaleer. 

Venci  Toir,  pour  co  jonr  de  die.  We'll  see  fiom  the  rampart-iTBlIa  of 

Son  chcvid  capantfonE  j  Nrnilt 

Qui  sous  son  poidj  hcnnit,  a'arrSte,  What  an  air  his  horae  assumes ; 

Et  marche  en  sccounnt  la  t£l«,  His  proud  neck  iwcUa,  liia  glad 

De  plumes  rouges  couronni.  hoofs  prance, 

And  on  his  head  unceasing  dance. 
In  a  gorgeous  luft,  red  plumes! 

UeaB(Bun,lTauapRrn'tropIentei,  Be   quick,   my   sisters  1   dress   in 

Venn  voir,  prii,  de  mon  Tain-  haste  t 

qucur.  Come,  see  liim  bear  the  bell, 

Cee  timbales  EtioceUntes  With  laurels  deck'd,  with  true-lore 

Qui,  sons  sa  main  to^joar)  trem-  graced  ) 

blantee,  Wliile  in  his  bold  hand,  fitly  pbeed, 

Sonnent,  et  font  bondir  le  c<Dur.  The  bounding  cymtnls  swell  1 

Venci  Burtout  le  Toir  lui-m£me,  Mark  well  the  mantle  that  he'll 

Soua  lo  manteau  que  jai  brodc  t  wear, 

Qu'il  sera  beau!     Cest  lui   que  Embroider'd  bj  his  bride. 

Admire    bis    bumisU'd    helmet's 


le  comme  un  diad^me 


glare, 
O'orahadow'd  by  tlie  dark  hors 

TliBt  naves  in  jet  folds  wide ! 

The  qipsy  (epitefut wench  1)  foretold 
Willi  Toice  like  a  xipet  1 ' 

rrhniiitli    T    linil    irruu'ri    h 


t  hissing, 
her  pauD 
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Qu'li  la  fanfare  da  cortege 
II  manquerait  un  timbalier. 

Mais  j'lu  tant  pri^  que  j'esp^re. 

Quoique,  me  montrant  do  la  main 
Un  sepulcre,  son  noir  repaire, 
La  yieille,  aux  regards  de  vip^re, 

M'ait  dit  je  Tattends  ]h  domain. 

Tolons !  plus  de  noires  pens^  1 
Ce  sont  les  tambours  quo  j*en- 
tends! 
Yoici  les  dames  entass^es, 
Les  tentes  de  pourpre  dress^, 
Les  flours  et  les  drapeaux  flottans! 

Sur  deux  rangs  le  cortege  ondoie : 
D*abord,  les   piquiors   aux  pas 
lourds  •», 
Puis,  sous  r^tendard  qu'on  d^ploie, 
Les  barons,  en  robes  de  soie, 
Avoc  leurs  toques  do  Tolours. 

Yoici  les  chasubles  des  pr^tres ; 

Lesh^rauts  sur  un  blanocoursicr ; 
Tous,  en  souvenir  des  ancdtres, 
Portent  I'ecusson  de  leurs  maitres 

Peint  sur  lour  corselet  d'acier. 

Admires  I'armure  Persanne 

Des  Tern  pliers,  craints  de  Tcnfcr  j 
Et,  sous  la  longue  pertuisane, 
Les  archers  vclus  do  Lausanne, 
Yctus  de  buifle,  arm6s  de  for. 

Le  due  n'est  pas  loin :  scs  banniures 

Fiottent  parmi  les  chevaliers  ; 
Quolqucs  cnsoignes  prisonni^res, 
iloiiteusos,  passent  les  demidres. 
Mcs  soDursI  Yoici  lestimbaliers!" 


F.llo  dit,  et  sa  vue  errante 

Plonge,   h^las ! '  dans   les    rangs 
prcssds ; 
Puis,  dans  la  foulc  indifi<6rente 
KUo  toipba,  froide  et  mourante ! — 

Xet  timtaliert  Staicnt  pastit. 


That  from  the  ranks  a  spirit  bold 
Would  be  to-day  found  missing. 

But  I  have  pray'd  so  hard,  I  trust 

Her  words  may  prove  untrue ; 
Though  in  her  cave  the  hag  accurst 
Mutter'd   '*  Prepare   thee  for  (h^ 
worst  r* 
With  a  face  of  ghastly  hue. 

My  joy  her  spells  shall  not  prevent. 

Hark !  I  can  liear  tlie  dnims ! 
And  ladies  fair  from  silken  tent 
Peep  forth,  and  eveiy  eye  is  bent 

On  the  cavalcade  that  comes ! 


Pikemen,  dividing  on  both  flanks, 

Open  the  pageantry ; 
Loud,  as  they  tread,  their  armour 

clanks. 
And    silk-robed  barons   lead   the 
ranks. 
The  pink  of  gallantry ! 

In  scarfs  of  ffold,  the  priests  admire; 

The  }ierald  on  white  steeds  ; 
Armorial  pride  decks  their  attire, 
Worn  in  remembrance  of  a  sire 

Famed  for  heroic  deeds. 

Fcar'd  by  the  Paynim's  dark  divan, 
The  Templars  next  advance ; 

Then  the  bravo  bowmen  of  Lau- 
sanne, 

Foremost  to  stand  in  battle's  van. 
Against  the  foes  of  France. 

Next  comes  the  duke  with  radiant 
brow, 
Girt  with  his  cavaliers  ; 
Round  his  triumphant  banner  bow 
Those  of  the  foe.     Look,  sisters, 
now! 
Now  come  the  cymbaleers !" 

She  spoke^with  searching  eye  sur- 

vcy'd 
Their  ranks — then  pale,  aghast. 
Sunk  in  the  crowa !    Death  came 

in  aid — 
'Twas  mercy  to  that  gentle  maid  i 
The  qfmbaUtre  had  ^u*dC' 
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By  way  of  contrast  to  the  GotUic  reminlacem.'es  of  tlio 
olden  time,  (lud  the  HGDtimi-'Uta!  delicaey  of  the  foregoioK 
ballad,  I  subjoin  a  modern  deawiption  of  Gallic  chivalry, — 
ft  poetical  skeluh  of  coutemporary  heroism.  Xothlng  con  be 
more  striking  than  the  change  which  seema  to  ha»e  comn 
orer  the  spirit  of  the  militury  dreams  of  the  French  aince 
the  days  of  Lancelot  and  Bayard,  if  we  are  to  adopt  this 
sa  an  authentic  record  of  their  present  sentiments  ni  mat- 
ten  of  gallantry.  I  cannot  tell  wlio  the  author  or  authoress 
of  the  following  dithyramb  may  be ;  but  I  have  taken  it 
down  &a  I  have  heard  it  sung  by  a  fair  girl  wlio  would  aomc- 
timea  condescend  to  indulge  au  old  eiliiataii-e  with  a  snatch 
of  merry  music. 


la  Carriirt  ^ilitairt 

Ea  France. 

All,  lebeUtet! 

Qnel'ttntdiiiold&t! 
Battre,  nimer,  clianter,  et  bain — 
Voili  tnuta  noire  butolrs  1 

Et,  ma  foi, 

Oelui  de  tout  de  geai  qui  db  fout 


€l)t  jlililari)  iPraltSdtoit 

/n  FroHce. 
Oli.iboplcauTit  lifesBolditTlesiIi! 

Lot  the  iBwjer  count  his  tree. 

],L^t  old  wonipn  Icll  their  bcwlt. 
Let  nch  booby  sijuire  breed  calUgit 

Far  better  'tis,  I  think. 

-        -    ■      .  Egh         

Oddi  boddeUi 


Tftiriquers,  entrons-noua  dsni  une 
Title? 
Lea  autoritfs  et  lei  babitaiu 
Boui  viennrnt,  d'une  bfOD  fort 


Dow 


Mail  c'ert  tout  de  inline — 
n  &ut  qu'on  noiia  aime— 
Run,  Ian,  plan ! 
Oil  bien  qu'on  en  foue  iMiiblint. 
Puis  quandrient  le  ctairds  lunr, 
Oh(viin  choiiit  sa  cliacunoi 
Ed  quality  do  I'onquf  rant. 
Ban,  ton,  plan ! 
^Jf^tet,eto. 


The  portcullii  is  let  dotm, 
And  the  Joy-belli  are  rung  bj  ma* 
niciiia]  authority ; 
Hie  gatei  arc  open'd  vide, 
And  the  dtj-lcej'a  preAenled  na 

Merelj  to  recognize  our  vaat  inp*- 
rioritjr. 
The  inamed  citiiens,  'tia  ten  to 

Would  iriah  u*  fsirlj'  gone  i 
Sut  wo  ilav  nhile  it  luite  our  good 

Then  each  ere,  at  the  rising  of  the 

The  Bddler  (triliea  up  a  mern  tuna, 
^  Vomeet  a  biULoin  partner  fulliooii , 
And  wa  foot  it  to  a  military  nieuur«. 
[CAm-m  o/drumt. 
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MaiB  c*08t  qnand  nous  quittons  la 
yille 
Qu'il  faut  voir  Tefifet  des  adieux ; 
£t  toutes  les  femmes  h  la  file 
Se  lamenter  ^quimieux,niieiLX — 
C'est  une  riviere  que  lours  yeux. 
**  Beviens  t'en  bien  vite !" 
Oui  da,  ma  petite ! 
Le  plus  souYcnt, 
Le  plus  Bouvent, 
Je  ne  suis  pas  pour  le  sentiment. 
Ban,  tan,  plan ! 
Yive  le  regiment ! 


£t  puis  lorsqu'en  maraude, 

dbacun  r6do  alentour ; 
On  ya,  lo  sabre  k  la  main,  en 
fraude, 
Faire  la  chasse  k  la  basso-cour. 
Faut  bien  que  chaque  yictime  ait 
son  tour — 
Poulles  innocent«8 1 
Int^ressantes ! 
Sans  retour !  sans  rctour ! 
Helas !  Toilk  votre  dernier  jour ! 

Ban,  tan,  plan  I 
Oct !  cot  I  cot  I  la  sentinelle 
Vous  appele  I 
EUes  passent  fa  tdte  et  caquetant, 
£t  s'en  Tont  k  la  broohe  du  r^- 
inent. 


Puis,  k  notre  rctour  en  France, 
Chaque  village,  en  goguette,  en 
dansc. 
Nous  re9oit,  codut  et  tambour  bat- 
tans — 
Tic,  tac,  ran,  tan,  plan  t 
En  I'honneur  du  raiment. 
Ah,  lebcUtot! 
Que  r^tat  de  soldat ! 


When  our  garrison  at  last  gets  "  the 
rout," 
Who  can  adequately  tell 
The  regret  of  the  fair  all  the  city 
throughout, 
And  the  tone  with  which  they  bid 
us  " farewell  r* 
Their  tears  would  make  a  flood — a 
perfect  river : 
And,  to  soothe  her  despair. 
Each  disconsolate  maid  entreats  of 

us  to  give  her. 
Ere  we  go,  a  single  lock  of  our  hair. 
Alas  I  it  is  not  often 
That  my  heart  can  soften 
Besponsive  to  the  feelings  of  the  fair ! 
[^Chorus  of  drunu. 

On  a  march,  when  our  gallant  divi 
sions 
In  the  country  make  a  halt. 
Think  not  that  we  limit  our  provi- 
sions 
To  Paddy  s  fare,  "  potatoes  and 

salt/* 
Could  such  beggarly  cheer 
Ever  answer  a  French  grenadier  ? 
No !  we  send  a  dragoon  guard 
To  each   neighbouring  farm- 
yard. 
To  collect  the  choicest  pickings-— 
Turkeys,  sucking-pigs,  and  chick- 
ens. 
For  why  should  mere  rustic  rapscal- 
lions 
Fatten  on  such  tit-bits, 
Better  suited  to  the  spits 
Of  our  hungry  and  valorous  bat- 
talions? 

But^  oh  !  at  our  return 
To  our  dear  native  France, 
Each  village  in  its  turn, 
With  music,  and  wine,  and  merry 
dance, 
Forth  on  our  joyful  passage  comes ; 
And  the  pulse  of  each  heart  beats 
time  to  the  drums. 

[^Chorus  of  drums. 
Oh,  the  merry  Me  «k«o\^vet'\»»!^\ 


312  FATHXB  PBOTTT'S  SXLIQT7E8. 

The  military  eongs  of  this  merry  nation  are  not  all,  how- 
ever, of  the  light  texture  of  the  foregoing,  in  proof  of  which 
I  subjoin  an  elegy  on  Colonel  de  Beaumanoir,  killed  in  the 
defence  of  Pondicherry,  when  that  last  stronghold  of  French 
power  in  India  was  beleagured  by  our  forces  under  Coote. 
Beaumanoir  belonged  to  an  old  family  in  Brittany,  and  had 
levied  a  regiment  of  his  tenants  and  dependants  to  join  the 
unfortunate  Lally  Tolendal  when  he  sailed  for  India,  in 
1749 :  one  of  bis  retainers  must  have  been  the  writer  of  the 
follo\nng  lines  descriptive  of  his  hasty  burial  in  the  north 
bastion  of  the  fortress  where  he  fell.  Nor  is  it  necessary  to 
add  any  translation  of  mine,  the  Eev.  Mr.  "Wolfe  ha^dng  re- 
produced them  on  tlie  occasion  of  Sir  John  Moore*8  failliug 
at  Corunna  under  similar  circumstances. 

It^  dFuntrnillt^  He  Scaumanotr. 

Commonly  known  as  "  The  Uurial  of  Sir  John  Moore.** 

Ni  l**  son  du  tambour  ni  la  marche  funebro 
Ni  le  feu  des  t*oldata  no  nmrqua  son  tre^MiS, 

Mais  du  bravo  a  la  liato  i\  travcrs  lea  t^nebres 
Mornc3  nous  portiimcs  le  cadavrc  au  rampart. 

Do  minuit  c'ctait  I'lieuro  et  solitaire  et  sombit) 

La  lune  olFniit  d  i>eine  un  dubile  rajron 
La  Inntorno  luisait  pcniblcment  dans  1  onibro 

Quand  dc  la  bayonctte  on  creusa  Ic  gazon. 

D'inutile  ccrcucil  ni  do  drap  funcrairc, 

Nous  no  daignilmes  point  entourer  le  heros, 

II  f^.sait  dans  les  plis  du  manteau  militaire, 

Comnie  un  gucrrier  qui  dort  son  heuro  de  repos. 

La  prierc  qu'on  fit  fut  de  courte  durfee, 

Nul  nc  ])arla  de  deuil  bien  que  le  occur  fut  plein, 

3[uis  on  fixail  du  niort  la  figiu*e  adoree, 

Mais  avec  a:i:ertume  on  songcait  au  domain. 

An  domain  quand  ici  oik  sa  fosse  s*  appr^to 
Oil  son  humide  lit  on  dresse  avec  sanglots, 

L'  ennemi  orguoilleux  pourra  fouler  sa  tifte, 
Kt  nous  Bes  veterans  sorons  loin  sur  les  tiots. 

lb  temiront  sa  gloiro !  on  pourra  les  entendre 
Nomnier  Tillustre  mort  aun  ton  amer  ou  fol, 

n  les  laisscra  dire,  chl  qu*  importo  a  sa  cendrc, 
Que  la  main  d'un  J13reton  a  confiee  tu  soh 
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L'oBUTre  durait  encore  quand  reientit  la  dochc, 
Au  sommet  du  Befiroi  et  le  canon  lointain, 

Tir6  par  intervallo  en  annon^ant  Tapproche, 
Signalait  la  fierto  de  reunemi  hautain. 

• 

£t  dans  sa  fosse  alors  le  mimes  lentement 
Pros  du  champ  oh  sa  gloire  a'^li^  coiiBomm^ 
,        Ne  mismes  a  Tendroit  nipierre  ni  monument^ 
\  Le  laissant  seul  a  seul  ayec  sa  renomm^e. 

But  my  page  is  filling  fast,  and  my  appointed  measure  is 
nearly  replenished.  Adieu,  tbcfn,  to  the  "Songs  of  France !" 
Eemmiscences  of  my  youugler  life!  traditions  of  poetic 
Gaul !  language  of  impassioned  feeling !  cultivated  elegance 
of  ideas  and  imagery !  bold,  gay,  fantastic  picturings  of  so- 
cial existence  !-^farewell !  Tou  have  been  to  me  the  source 
of  much  enjoyment,  much  mental  luxury,  much  intellectual 
reyelry,»farewell !  Yet  still,  like  Ovid  quitting  Some  for 
Scyth 


"  S»p5  vale  dic:n8,  multtim  sum  deinde  locutiu, 
£t  quasi  discedens  osoula  summa  dedi : 
Indulgens  animo,  pes  mihi  tardus  erat" —  ^ 

loath  to  depart,  I  have  once  more  opened  the  volume  of  the 
enchanter,  and  must  indulge  myself  in  a  last  lingering;  look 
at  one — perhaps  the  loftiest  of  Bdranger's  lays.  It  is  ad- 
dressed by  him  to  a  fair  incognita  ;  but  in  my  version  I  have 
taken  the  liberty  of  giving  a  more  intelligible  and,  I  fear 
not  to  add,  more  appropriate  direction  to  the  splendid 
allegory. 

I'Snae  iSnle. 

A   Corinne  de  /,•••••*, 


Jo  yeux  pour  tous  prendre  un  ton  moins  frivole, 

Corinne !  il  fut  dos  angi's  rcvoltos  : 
Dieu  8ur  Icur  front  fait  tomber  sa  parole, 

Kt  dans  Tobime  ils  sont  precipit^s. 
Doux,  niais  fragile,  un  seul  dans  leur  mine, 

Contre  ses  maux  gurdc  un  puissant  secours, 
II  resto  arme  do  sa  Ijro  divine — 

Ange  aux  yeux  bleux,  prot6gez-moi  toi\jour9 ! 

L'enfer  mugit  d'un  cffroyable  rire, 

Quand,  dcgoutc  do  I'orgueil  des  m6chans, 

L'ange,  qni  plcure  en  accordant  sa  lyre, 
fait  ^clater  ses  rcmords  et  ses  chants. 
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• 

Dieu  d*an  regard  l*arniohe  an  goa£fre  immondey 
Maifl  ici  baa  reut  qu'il  charme  noB  jours ; 

La  Fo^sie  enivrera  le  monde — 
Ange  aux  yeux  bleus,  prot^gez-moi  toujours  I 

Vers  nous  il  role,  en  sccooant  ses  ailes, 

Comma  Toisieau  que  Torage  a  mouill^  ; 
Soudain  la  terre  entend  des  voix  nouyelles, 

Maint  peuple  errant    B*arr6te  ^menreill^. 
Tout  culte  alors  n'^tait  que  Tharmonie — 

Aux  cieux  jamais  Dieu  ne  dit,  "  Soyez  sourds  !*' 
L'autel  B'6pure  aux  parfums  du  g^nie  I — 

Ange  aux  yeux  bleus,  prot^ez-moi  toi:gour8 1 

£n  Tain  I'enfer,  des  dameurs  de  I'enyie, 

Foursuit  cet  ange,  ^chapp^  de  ces  rangs ; 
De  I'homme  inculte  il  adoucit  la  yie, 

£t  sous  le  daia  montre  au  doigt  les  tjrans. 
Tandis  qu*&  tout  sa  voix  pr^tant  des  charmes, 

Court  juflqu*au  p61e  ^eiller  les  amours : 
Dieu  oompte  au  ciel  ce  qu'il  s^he  de  larmes  I — 

Ange  aux  yeux  blcus,  prot^ez-moi  toujours ! 

Qui  pent  me  dire  oil  luit  son  aureole  ? 

De  son  exil  Dieu  I'a-t-il  rappel^  ? 
Mais  Yous  chantez,  mais  votre  yoix  console— 

Corinne,  en  vous  Fange  s'est  d^voil^  I 
Votre  printems  veut  des  fleurs  dtemclles, 

Votre  beauts  de  celestes  atours ; 
Potr  un  long  vol  vous  deployez  vos  ailcs ! — 

Ange  aux  yeux  blcus,  protegez-moi  toujours! 


To  L.  E.  L. 

Lady  1  for  thee  a  holier  key  shall  harmonise  the  chord — 
In  Heaven's  defence  Omnipotence  drew  an  avenging  Bword  $ 
But  when  the  bolt  had  crushed  revolt,  one  angel,  fair  though  frail, 
Betain'd  his  lute,  fond  attribute  I  to  charm  that  gloomy  vale. 
The  lyre  he  kept  his  wild  hand  swept ;  the  music  he*d  awaken 
Would  sweetly  thrill  from  the  lonely  hill  where  he  sat  a])art  forsaken  : 
There  he*d  lament  his  banishment,  his  thoughts  to  gnef  abandon. 
And  weep  his  fulL    *TwaB  pitiM  to  Bee  him  weep,  uir  Landon  ! 

He  wept  his  fault !    Hell's  gloomy  vault  grew  vocal  with  his  song ; 
But  alt  throughout  derision's  shout  burst  from  the  guilty  throng : 
God  pitying  view'd  his  fortitude  in  that  unhallow*d  den ; 
Free'd  him  from  hell,  but  bade  him  dwell  amid  the  sons  of  men* 


i?ns  S05QS  01^  riiAKcE.  815 

Lady !  for  ns,  an  exile  thus,  immortal  Poesy 
Came  npon  earth,  and  lutes  eaye  birth  to  sweetest  minstrelsy ; 
And  poets  wrought  their  spellwords,  taught  by  that  angelic  mind, 
And  music  lent  soft  blandishment  to  fascinate  mankind. 


Beli^on  rose !  man  sought  repose  in  the  shadow  of  her  wings  ; 
Music  for  her  walked  harbinger,  and  Q^nius  touch' d  the  strings  : 
Tears  from  the  tree  of  Araby  cast  on  her  altar  bum'd. 
But  earth  and  wave  most  fragrance  gaye  where  Poetry  sojourned. 
Vainly,  with  hate  inyeterate,  hell  lalK>ur*d  in  its  rage. 
To  persecute  that  aneel's  lute,  and  cross  his  pilgrimage ; 
tJnmo^'d  and  calm,  his  songs  pour'd  balm  on  sorrow  all  the  while ; 
Vice  ha  unmask'd,  but  yirtue  bask'd  in  the  radiance  of  his  smile. 

O  where^  among  the  fiiir  and  young,  or  in  what  kingly  court. 
In  what  gay  path  where  Pleasure  hath  her  fayourite  resort. 
Where  hast  tnou  gone,  angelic  one  ?    Back  to  thy  natiye  skies  P 
Or  dot t  thou  dwefi  in  cloister'd  cdl,  in  pensiye  hermit's  guise  ? 
Metbinks  I  ken  a  denisen  of  this  our  island— nay, 
Leare  me  to  guess,  £ur  poetess !  queen  of  the  matchless  lay  1 
The  thrilling  line,  lady  I  is  thine ;  the  spirit  pure  and  free ; 
And  England  yiews  that  angel  muse,  Landon !  reyeal'd  in  teju  ! 


No.  XL 

TUE   BONGS  OF  ITALY. 

Chapteb  I. 


^  Latids  opinione  disseminatum  est  hoc  malum  :  manayit  non  soKlm 
per  Ghdliam,  sed  etiam  transoendit  Alpes,  et  obscure  serpens  multas 
jam  proyincias  occupayit/'  Cicbbo  in  Catilinam,  Or.  lY. 

Starting  from  France,  across  Mount  Cenis, 
Prout  yisits  Mantua  and  Venice ; 
Through  many  a  tuneful  province  strolls, 
'   "  Smit  with  the  loye"  of  barcarolles. 
Petrarca's  ghost  he  conjures  up, 
And  with  old  Dante  quaffs  a  cup ; 
Next,  from  her  jar  Etruscan,  he 
Uncorks  the  muse  of  Tuscany.  O.  Y. 

Fbom  the  contents  of  "  the  chest"  hitherto  put  forth  by  us 
to  the  gaze  of  a  discriminating  public,  the  sagacious  glance 
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of  the  critic,  unleas  bia  eye  happeu  to  be  Botncbow  "by 
drop  Herene  or  dini  sufiiiaion  veiled,"  niuat  linvu  aciuineo 
pretty  aceurutclj-  t!ie  peculiar  cast  and  trliartiet^r  of  old 
Prout'a  geuiiiB.  Though  somewhat  "Protean"  and  loiilti* 
form,  delight bg  tii  make  liiii  poethumous  uppcnnioce  ins 
diversity  of  &nciful  shapes,  lie  ia  still  di3co\'cniblo  by  cur- 
tain immutable  feahires ;  and  the  identity  of  mind  nnii  pur- 
pose reveals  itself  throughout;  this  vast  variety  of  manilrat* 
ation.  An  attentive  perusal  of  hia  "Papers"  (of  wbicli 
we  have  now  drawn  forth  ekven,  hoping  next  inuutU  to  crack 
the  last  bottle  of  the  aparkling  doKcn)  will  enable  the  reader 
to  detect  the  secret  workiugs  of  hia  spirit,  and  discover  the 
"bee's  wing"  in  the  transparent  decanter  of  hia  eoul. 
Prout's  candour  and  fi-anknesa,  hia  bold,  fearleaa  avowal  of 
each  inward  conviction,  his  contempt  for  quacks  and  pe- 
dants, bis  warm  admiration  of  disinterested  patriot iam  and 
intellectual  originality,  cannot  but  be  recognieed  throughout 
his  writings :  be  is  equally  entbuaiaatic  in  bia  predilection*, 
and  stanch  in  bis  antipathies.  Of  his  classical  namesake, 
Proteus,  it  has  been  obseryed  by  Virgil,  that  there  was  ao 
catching  him  in  any  definite  or  tangible  form ;  ns  be  con- 
atautly  shil'led  his  position,  and,  with  the  utmost  violation 
of  eonHistency,  became  at  turns  "  a  pig,"  "  a  tiger,"  or  "  a 
serpent,"  to  suit  the  whim  uf  the  moment  or  the  scheme  of 
the  hour ; 


Bqii 


Watergraashill  the  man  is  never  lost  sight  of;  it  is  still  At, 
whether  he  be  viewed  shewing  his  tusks  to  Tonmiy  Moore, 
or  springing  like  a  tiger  on  Dr.  Lardner's  wig,  or  lurking 
like  a  bottle-imp  in  Brougham's  braiidy-flaak,  or  coihjd  np 
like  a  ratt'e-snaKo  in  the  begging-bci  of  O'Connell. 

But  still  he  delights  to  tread  tlie  peaceful  j^aths  of  lite- 
rature ;  and  it  is  then,  indeed,  that  he  appears  in  hie  proper 
element.  Of  all  the  departments  of  that  interesting  pro- 
vince, he  has  selected  the  field  of  popular  poetry  for  hia 
favourite  haunt.  "Smi/ten,"  like  old  Milton,  "wJA  lAi 
Itive  f/  tarrrd  song,"  he  lingers  with  "  fond,  reluotant^ 
roua  delay."  amid  the  tuneful  "grovea."    -  --   ■   ■ 
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was  his  predominant  passion.  In  his  youth  he  had  visited 
almost  every  part  of  tne  continent ;  and  though  not  unob- 
servant of  other  matters,  nor  unmindful  of  collateral  inquiries, 
lie  made  the  songs  of  each  country  the  object  of  a  most  di- 
Ueent  investigation.  Among  the  tenets  of  his  peripatetic 
philosophy,  he  had  adopted  a  singular  theory,  viz.  that  the 
true  character  of  a  people  must  be  collected  from  their 
"  songs.*'  Impressed  witn  this  notion,  to  use  the  words  of 
the  immortal  JBdmund  Burke,  "  he  has  visited  all  Europe ; 
not  to  survey  the  sumptuousness  of  palaces,  or  the  stateli- 
ness  of  temples ;  not  to  make  accurate  measurement  of  the 
remains  of  ancient  grandeur,  nor  to  form  a  scale  of  the 
curiosities  of  modem  art;  not  to  collect  medals,  or  to  collate 
MSS. :  but  to  pick  up  the  popular  tunes,  and  make  a  col- 
lection of  song-books ;  to  cull  from  the  minstrelsy  of  the 
cottage,  and  select  from  the  bacchanalian  joviality  of  the 
Yinta^  ;  to  compare  and  collate  the  Tipperary  bagpipe  with 
the  Uremona  fidale;  to  remember  the  K)rgotten  ana  attend 
to  the  neglected  ballads  of  forei^  nations ;  and  to  blend  in 
one  harmonious  system  the  traditionary  songs  of  all  men  in 
all  countries.  It  was  a  voyage  of  discovery,  a  circumnavi- 
gation of  melody." 

Lander  and  Mungo  Park  have  traced  the  course  of  the 
Niger :  Bruce  and  Belzoni  the  sources  of  the  Nile ;  Sterne 
journeyed  in  pursuit  of  the  sentiment al^  Syntax  in  search  of 
the  picturesque ;  Eustace  made  a  "classical"  tour  through 
Italy,  Bo  wring  an  "  utilitarian"  excursion  through  France: 
but  we  greatly  miscalculate  if  the  public  do  not  prefer,  for 
all  the  practical  purposes  of  life,  Prout's  "tuneful"  pil- 
grimage. Any  accession  to  the  general  stock  of  harmony, 
anything  to  break  the  monotonous  sameness  of  modern 
literature,  must  be  hailed  with  a  shout  of  welcome  ;  and  in 
the  AVatcrgrasshill  chest  we  possess  an  engine  of  melodious 

f)0wcr,  far  proforablo  to  the  hackneyed  barrel-organs  that 
uU  and  stultify  the  present  generation.  The  native  Irish 
have  at  all  times  be^.m  remarkable  for  a  keen  perception  of 
musical  enjoyment,  and  it  therefore  is  not  astonishing  that 
the  charms  of  sweet  sound  should  have  so  fascinated  the 
youthful  mind  of  our  hero,  as  to  lead  him  captive  from  land 
to  land— a  willing  slave,  chained  to  the  triumphal  chariot 
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of  Poljbyiniiia.    His  case  has  been  graphically  put  by  a 
modern  writer  (not  Hogg) — 

"  When  I  was  a  boy  in  my  Cither's  mud  edifice, 
Tender  and  bare  as  a  pig  in  a  sty, 
Out  of  the  door  as  I  look^,  with  a  steady  phiz, 
Who  but  Thade  Murphy  the  piper  went  by  ! 

'  Arrah,  Thady !  the  drone  of  your  pipe  so  comes  orer  me, 

Naked  1*11  wander  wherever  you  goes ; 
And  if  my  poor  parents  should  want  to  discoTer  me^ 

Sure  it  wont  be  by  describing  my  clothes !' ' 

"  Journeying  with  this  intent,"  our  excellent  divine  (as 
may  be  seen  in  the  last  four  numbers  of  Eeoika)  hath  not 
been  idle  in  France ;  having  vn:eathed  a  garland  of  song, 
culled  where  those  posies  grew  wild  on  the  boulevards  of 
Paris,  the  fields  of  Normandy,  and  the  fragrant  hills  of  Pro- 
vence— ^land  of  troubadours.  We  have  now  to  follow  him 
through  other  scenes :  to  view  him  seated  in  a  gondola,  and 

fliding  under  the  "  Bridge  of  Sighs  ;*'  or  wandering  on  the 
anks  of  the  Po ;  or  treading,  vnth  pensive  step,  the  Miltonic 
glen  of  Yallombrosa.  Each  guardian  spirit  of  that  hallowed 
soil,  each  tutelary  genius  loci,  the  dryaaes  of  the  grove  and 
the  naiades  of  the  flood,  exult  at  the  approach  of  so  worthy 
a  visitant,  sent  with  a  special  mission  on  an  errand  of  the 
loftiest  consequences,  and  gifted  with  a  soul  equal  to  the 
mighty  task ;  a  modem  by  birth,  but  an  old  Boman  in 
sentiment— 

"  Bedonavit  Quiritem 
Dis  patriis  Italoque  ogbIo  !" — ^HoB.  lib.  ii.  ode  7. 

It  has  been  the  misfortune  of  that  beautiful  peninsula, 
ever  since  the  decline  and  fall  of  the  Eoman  empire,  to  have 
been  invaded  by  a  succession  of  barbarians  from  the  North. 
Longobards  and  Ostrogoths,  Aloric  and  Genseric,  Sam  Bogers 
and  Frederick  Barbarossa,  Attila  king  of  the  Huns,  and 
Leigh  Hunt  king  of  the  Cockneys,  have  already  spread  havoc 
and  consternation  through  that  delightful  count^  ;  but  the 
vilest  and  most  uinustifiAble  invasion  of  Italy  has  been  per- 
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the  recollections  of  all  that  is  nohle  in  our  nature,  and  ex- 
alted in  the  history  of  mankind ;  but  we  suppose  that  her 
Irish  ladyship  is  privileged  to  carry  on  her  literary  orgies  in 
the  face  of  the  public,  like  her  fair  countrywoman,  Lady 
Barrymore,  of  smashing  notoriety.  Heaven  Knows,  she  has 
often  enough  been  "  pulled  up  "  before  the  tribunals  of  criti- 
cism for  her  misdemeanours  ;  still,  we  find  her  repeating  her 
old  offences  with  incorrigible  pertinacity, — and  Belgium  is 
now  the  scene  of  her  pranks.  She  moreover  continues  to 
besprinkle  her  pages  with  Italian,  of  which  she  knows  about 
as  much  as  of  the  language  of  the  Celestial  Empire ;  for,  let 
her  take  our  word  for  it,  that,  however  acquainted  she  may 
possibly  be  with  the  "  Cruiskeen  lawn,"  she  has  but  a  very 
slight  intimacy  with  the  '*  Yocabulario  deUa  Crusca.*' 

OLIVEE  TOEKE. 
r^i.  1, 1885. 


WatergrasihiU^  Feb.  1830. 

DuBiKO  these  long  wintry  nights,  while  the  blast  howls 
dismally  outside  this  mountain-shed,  and  all  the  boisterous 
elements  of  destruction  hold  a  "  radical"  meeting  on  yonder 
bog,-  seated  before  a  snug  turf-fire,  and  having  duly  conned 
over  the  day's  appointed  portion  of  the  Eoman  breviary,  I 
love  to  give  free  scope  to  my  youthful  recollections,  and 
wander  back  in  spirit  to  those  suiiny  lands  where  I  spent 
my  early  years.  Memory  is  tliC  comforter  of  old  age,  as 
Hope  is  the  guardian-angel  of  youth.  To  me  my  past  life 
seems  a  placid,  a  delightful  dream ;  and  I  trust  tnat  when  I 
shall,  at  no  distant  moment,  hear  the  voice  which  will  bid 
me  "  awake"  to  the  consciousness  of  enduring  realities,  and 
the  enjoyment  of  immortal  existence,  memory  still  may  remain 
to  enhance,  if  possible,  the  fruition  of  beatitude. 

But  a  truce  to  these  solemn  fancies,  which,  no  doubt,  have 
been  suggested  to  my  mind  by  those  homilies  of  Chrysostom 
and  soliloquies  of  Augustin  which  I  have  just  now  been  pe- 
ruiyng,  in  this  day's  office  of  our  ancient  liturgy.  And  to 
resiune  the  train  of  ideas  with  which  I  commenced,  a  few 
minutes  ago,  this  paper  of  "  night-thoughts," — gladly  do  I 
recur  to  the  remembrance  of  that  fresh  and  active  period  of  my 
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long  career,  when,  buovaat  with  juvemle  euei^,  nnil  fluaUi'tfl 
with  life's  joyous  anticipations,  1  paased  from  the  south  uf 
France  into  the  lusuriant  Up  of  Italy.  FvR  siity  ^eare  now 
have  elapsed  since  1  first  crossed  the  Alpine  frontier  of  that 
enchanting- province  of  Europe  ;  but  the  iinag«  of  all  I  Baw, 
and  the  impression  of  all  I  felt,  remains  indelible  in  my 
Bonl.  My  recollections  of  gay  France  are  lively  and  v 
yet  not  so  deeply  imprinted,  nor  so  glowingly  distinct,  as 
the  picturings  which  an  Italian  eojotirn  haa  left  on  the 
"  tablets  of  memory."  I  cherish  both ;  hut  each  has  ita  nwit 
pecLiJiarattributes,  features,  and  physiognomy.  The  sjiirU'iellt 
Madame  de  Sevign^  and  the  impassioned  Beatrice  Uenci  artf 
two  very  opposite  impersonations  of  female  character,  but 
they  pretty  accurately  represent  the  notion  I  would  wish  to 
convey  of  my  Italy  and  my  IiVance.  There  is  not  more 
ence  between  the  "  Allegro"  and  "  II  Penaeroso!"  of  Milton. 
France  rises  before  me  in  the  shape  of  a  merry-andrew  jins- 
ling  his  bells,  and  exhibiting  wonorous  feats  of  agility ;  itolf 
assumes  the  awful  shape  of  the  spectre  that  stood  before 
Brutus  in  the  camp,  and  promised  to  meet  him  at  Fhilippi. 

In  those  days  »  Franciscan  friar,  called  QangiinelU 
(Clement  XIV.),  pat  in  the  pontifie  chiur;  and,  sorrowful 
to  teJl,  being  of  a  crin^ng,  time-serving,  and  worldly-minded 
dispoBition,  did  considerable  damage  to  the  church  over 
which,  in  evil  hour,  he  was  appointed  to  j)re8ido.  The' 
onl^  good  act  of  his  I  am  disposed  to  recognise  ia  the  ad* 
dition  to  the  Vatican  gallery,  called  after  him  the  "  Muacuin 
Clementinum :"  but  tiiat  was  but  a  poor  compensation  for  thn 
loss  which  literature  and  science  suatiuned  (through  his  in* 
e  folly)  in  the  unwarrantable  dcstraction  of  that  un- 
f  mlled  "  order"  of  literati,  the  Jesuits.*  The  sacrifico  wM' 
.ivowedly  meant  to  propitiate  the  demon  of  Irreligiiou,  thea 
first  exhibiting  his  presence  in  France ;  hut,  like  all  suclf 
concessions  to  an  evil  spirit,  it  only  provoked  further  « 
gencies  and  more  imperative  demands,  uutil  Tali-etiianm,. 
by  proposing  iu  the  National  Assembly  the  abolition  of 
church  property,  effectually   demolished  the    old  GaUicaa 

*  A  bouV  ir>ii*  Iti  circulBlion  railed  "  QangnnoUr*  LHten  i"  but  Ji  H 
*Q  iuifositiun  un  public  crcduJit;.  lo  1»  olmMd  iu  tlie  nntuli  of  fomwf 
-*"-giido  of  MaeiilioriJii's  "  Owian,"  ClullcTton's  "  Bo-rtq,"  SMU  MM 

■  MUla"  ot  leidDrus  Mi-reutor.— Pmoct. 
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fflories  of  Christianity,  and  extinguished  tne  lamp  that  had 
burnt  for  ages  before  the  altar  of  our  common  God.  It  was, 
no  doubt,  an  act  of  forgetfulness  in  the  preceding  pope. 
Prosper  Lambertini  (Benedict  XIV.),  to  open  a  corres- 
pondence with  Voltaire,  to  whom,  in  return  for  tlie  dedi- 
cation of  his  tragedy  of  "  Mahomet,"  he  sent  his  "  apostoli- 
cal blessing ;"  but  it  was  reserved  for  the  friar-pope  to 
inflict  an  irrecoverable  wound  on  the  cause  of  enlightened 
religion,  by  his  bull  of  the  2Ist  of  July,  1773. 

I  dwell  on  this  topic  con  amore^  because  of  my  personal 
feelings  of  attachment  to  the  instructors  of  my  youth  ;  and 
also  because  the  subject  was  often  the  cause  of  a  friendly 
quarrel  between  myself  and  Barry  the  painter,  whom  I  met 
at  Borne,  and  knew  intimately.  He  was  a  "  wild  fellow,"  and, 
by  some  chance,  had  for  me  a  sort  of  confiding  fondness  ; 
owing,  no  doubt,  to  our  being  both  natives  of  Cork,  or,  at 
least,  citizens  thereof:  for  I  was  born  in  Dublin,  as  duly  set 
forth  in  thatpart  of  my  autobiography  called  "  Dean  Swift's 
Madness ;  a  Tiile  of  a  Churn."  Now  Barry  was  so  taken  with 
Ganganelli's  addition  to  the  Vatican  collection,  that  he  has 
placed  him  among  the  shades  of  the  blessed  in  his  picture  of 
Elysium,  at  the  hall  of  the  Adelphi,  London;  giving  a  suug 
berth  in  "hell"  to  Pope  Adrian  IV.,  who  bestowed  Ireland 
on  Henry  II.  I  question  not  the  propriety  of  this  latter 
arrangement ;  but  I  strongly  object  to  the  apotheosis  of 
Ganganelli. 

This  digression,  however  unconnected  with  the  "  Songs  of 
Italy,"  may  serve  as  a  chronological  landmark,  indicative  of 
the  period  to  which  I  refer  in  my  observations  on  the  poetry 
of  that  interesting  country.  Alfieri  had  not  yet  rekindled 
the  fire  of  tragic  thought ;  Manzoni  had  not  flung  into  the 
pages  of  romantic  narrative  a  pathos  and  an  eloquence  un- 
Kuown  to,  and  undreamt  of,  by  Boccaccio ;  Silvio  Pellico  had 
not  appalled  the  world  with  realities  far  surpassing  romance; 
Pindemonte  had  not  rcstrung  the  lyre  of  Filicaia.  But 
Heaven  knows  tb.ero  was  enough  of  genius  and  exalted  in- 
spiration in  tlie  very  oklest  ornaments  of  Italian  compo- 
sition, in  the  ever- glorious  founders  of  the  Toscana  favella, 
to  render  uu necessary  to  its  triumph  the  subsequent  corpn 
de  reserve  J  whose  achievements  in  the  field  of  literature  I  do 
not  sock  to  undervalue. 


rATHIB  PEOCT  B   BEHQITEa. 

Poeifl  have  been  the  earliest  ^n-item  in  every  Ungnage, 
and  the  firat  elements  of  recognJKed  Bpeecli  have  iavariably 
been  collecteJ,  arranged,  and  eyatematised  by  tbe  Muse. 
The  metrical  narrative  of  the  Arabian  Job,  tbe  record  of 
the  world's  creation  as  sung  by  Heaiod,  the  hirtorical  poetry 
of  Ennius,  the  glorioua  vision  of  Dante,  the  soui^  of  Msrftt 
and  Malherbe,  the  tales  of  Chaucer,  have  each  respecti»clT 
been  the  earlieat  acknowledged  forma  and  modeU  on  which 
the  Hebrew,  the  G)reek,  the  Latin,  the  Italian,  the  Franeh, 
and  the  English  idioms  were  constructed.  I  haye  placed 
these  ail  languages  (the  noblest  and  most  perfect  Teliidei 
of  human  intercourse  that  have  ever  eiiated)  in  the  rotation 
of  their  successive  rise  and  eatablishment.  Taking  them 
chronologically,  the  Hebraic  patent  of  precedency  is  un- 
doubted. The  travels  of  Heaiod,  Homer,  and  Herodotus, 
through  Egypt  and  Asia  Minor,  sufficiently  explain  the 
subsequent  traces  of  that  oriental  idiom  among  the  Greeks  ; 
the  transmission  of  ideas  and  language  from  Greece  to  Italy 
is  recorded  in  set  terms  by  the  prince  of  Latin  song,  who 
adopts  the  Greek  heiameter  as  well  as  the  topics  of  Ile- 

"iiciwuinquen 

The  Italians,  when  Latin  ceased  to  be  the  European  mfr- 
dium  of  international  communication,  were  the  first  to  form 
out  of  the  ruins  of  that  glorious  parlance  an  idiom,  fixed  aa 
early  as  1330,  and  perfect  in  all  its  modem  cleganuc ;— ao 
perlect,  indeed,  aa  to  warrant  the  application  to  it  of  tlw 
eiclauiation  of  Horace : 

"  O  matrc  pulchrl  tilui  pulchrior !" 

Lib.  i.  ode  10. 

France  followed  nest  in  the  development  of  its  happy 
Tocabnlary,   under   Francis   1.;    and  Enghmd,   under  tlin 

^n  of  Queeo  Anue,  fioally  adopted  ita  modern  syitem 
of  phraseology.  Tho  literature  of  Germany  is  of  too  inu- 
dem  a  growth  for  my  notice.  It  is  scarcely  seventy  yea« 
old:  I  am  older  myself. 

It  ie  a  remnrkaliie  fact,  but  not  tho  less  true,  that  Danto 
0  bod  studied  at  the  university  of  I'aria,  where  ho  main- 
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tained  witli  applause  a  thesis,  '^  De  omni  Ee  scibili"),  on 
his  return  to  Italy,  meditating  his  grand  work  of  the  "  Di* 
yina  Commedia,"  was  a  long  time  undecided  to  what  dialect 
he  should  commit  the  offspring  of  his  prolific  mind.  His 
own  bias  laj  towards  the  Latin,  and  he  even  had  commenced 
in  that  tongue  the  description  of  hell,  the  opening  verse  of 
which  has  been  preseryed : 

*'  Pallida  regna  oanam,  fluido  contennina  mundo  !*' 

But  the  Irish  monks  of  Bobbio,  havine^  seen  a  specimen  of 
the  poem  in  the  popular  version,  strongly  advised  the  young 
poet  to  continue  it'm  the  vernacular  tongue ;  and  that  deci- 
sion influenced  the  fate  of  Italian  literature. 

Petrarca  is  known  to  have  considerably  underrated  the 
powers  of  Dante,  whose  style  and  manner  he  could  never 
relish :  indeed,  no  two  writers  could  possibly  have  adopted 
a  more  opposite  system  of  composition,  and  out  of  the 
same  matenals  constructed  poetry  of  so  distinct  a  charac- 
ter. Eude,  massive,  and  somewhat  uncouth,  the  terxa  rima 
of  the  "infernal  laureate"  resembled  the  Doric  temples 
of  Prostum ;  delicate,  refined,  and  elegant,  the  sonnets  of 
Petrarca  assimilate  in  finish  to  the  Ionic  structure  at 
Nismes  dedicated  to  Diana.  But  the  canzoni  of  Laura's 
lover  are  the  most  exquisite  of  his  productions,  and  far  sur- 
pass in  harmony  and  poetic  merit  the  sonetti.  Such  is  the 
opinion  of  Muratori,  and  such  also  is  the  verdict  of  the 
inf^enious  author  of  the  "  Seech ia  Rapita."  These  canzoni 
are,  in  fact,  the  model  and  the  perfection  of  that  species  of 
song  of  which  the  burden  is  love  ;  and  though  some  modem 
poets  have  gone  farther  in  the  expression  of  mere  animal 
passion  (such  as  Moore  and  Byron),  never  has  woman  been 
addressed  in  such  accomplished  strains  of  eloquence  and 
sentiment  as  Donna  Laura  by  the  hermit  of  Vaucluse. 

There  may  be  some  partiality  felt  by  me  towards  Pe- 
trarca. He  belonged  to  "my  order;"  and  though  the 
union  of  the  priest  and  the  poet  (combined  in  the  term 
vater)  is  an  old  association,  the  instances  in  the  Eoman 
Catholic  priesthood  have  been  too  rare  not  to  prize  the  soli- 
tary example  of  sacerdotal  minstrelsy  in  the  archdeacon  of 
Parma.  Jerome  Vida,  the  bishop  of  a  small  town  in  Italy, 
was  distinguished  as  a  Latin  poel^ 

T  2 
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"  Immortal  Vida,  on  whose  honoured  brow 
The  critic's  bays  and  poet's  iyy  grow ;" 

(Pope,  Ettay  on  CrUieitm,) 

and  several  Jesuits  have  felt  the  inspiration  of  the  Muse : 
but  the  excellence  of  Fetrarca  as  a  poet  has  caused  his 
theological  acquirements,  which  were  of  the  highest  order, 
to  be  quite  forgotten.  I  was  greatly  amused  some  dajs  ago, 
in  turning  over  the  volume  of  Bellarmin,  "  De  Scriptoribus 
Ecclesiasticis,"  to  find  at  page  227  (4to.  Eomae,  1613)  the 
following  notice  of  the  sonnetteer : 

"  Franciscus  Fetrarca,  archidiaconus  Farmensis,  lusit 
elegantissimis  versibus  amores  suos  erga  Lauram,  ut  haberet 
materiam  exercends  mus»  ;  sed  tempus  consumptum  in  illis 
cantiunculis  deflevit,  et  multa  opera  gravia  atque  utilia 
scripsit.     Fi^  obiit  1374." 

The  learned,  cardinal,  no  doubt,  valued  much  more  these 
ffrave  and  useful  works,  which  are  doomed  to  lurk  amid 
cobwebs  in  the  monastic  libraries  of  the  continent,  than  the 
exquisite  outpourings  of  soul  and  harmony  which  have  filled 
all  Europe  with  rapture. 

Long  Defore  I  had  crossed  the  Alps  I  had  been  an  admirer 
of  Fetrarca.  My  residence  at  Avignon;  my  familiar  ac- 
quaintance with  the  church  of  St.  Clair,  where,  in  his  twenty- 
fifth  year  (Friday,  April  6,  1337),  he  for  the  first  time  saw 
the  Madonna  Laura,  then  aged  seventeen ;  my  frequent  ex- 
cursions to  the  source  of  that  limpid  torrent,  called  by 
Fliny,  Vallisclausa,  and  by  the  French,  Yaucluse,  had  drawn 
my  attention  to  his  writings  and  his  character.  An  enthu- 
siastic love  of  both  was  the  natural  result ;  and  I  some- 
times, in  the  perusal  of  his  sentiments,  would  catch  the 
contagion  of  his  exquisite  Flatonism.  Yes !  Laura,  after 
the  lapse  of  five  centuries,  had  made  a  second  conquest ! 

"Jo  rcdeniandais  Laure  a  I'^cho  du  vallon, 
Et  Tccho  ii'avait  point  oubU^  ce  doux  iiom.'*— Deliij.k. 

It  has  been  said,  that  no  poet's  mistress  ever  attained 
such  celebrity  as  the  Flatonic  object  of  Fctrarca's  aflec- 
tions :  she  has,  in  fact,  taken  her  place  aa  a  fourth  maid  of 
honour  in  the  train  of  "  graces"  that  wait  on  Venus ;  and 
the  romantic  source  of  the  iSorga  has  become  the  Castalian 
spring  of  all  who  would  write  on  love. 
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aila  dTontana  tft  Falcl^tuifa. 

Caturoiie  di  Franee9C0  Pttrarea, 

Chiare,  fresche,  e  dolci  acque, 
Oto  lo  belle  membra 
Pose  oolei,  che   sola  a  me  par 
donna; 
Gentn  ramo,  ove  piaoque 
(Con  sospir  mi  rimembra) 
A  lei  di  fiu*e  at  bel  fianco  colonna; 
£rba  e  fior,  che  la  gonna 

Leggiadra  riooTerse 
Con  r  angelico  seno ; 
Aer  saoro  sereno, 
Or'  amor  oo'  begli  occhi  il  cor  m* 
aperse; — 
Date  udiensa  insieme 
Alle  dolenti  mie  parole  estreme. 


S*  egli  d  pur  mio  destino, 
E  '1  ciclo  in  ci6  a'  adopra, 
Ch'  amor  quest'  occhi  lagriinando 
chiiidn  ; 
Qualche  grazia  il  mescliino 
Corpo  fra  voi  ricopra ; 
£  tomi  r  alraa  al  proprio  albcrgo 
ignuda. 
La  morle  fia  men  cruda, 
i^o  questa  spemo  porto 
A  quel  dubbioso  passo  : 
Che  lo  spirito  lasso 
Non  poria  mai  in  piil  riposato 
porto, 
N5  'n  pill  tranquilla  fossa 
Fuggir  la  came  traragUata  e  V 
os»a. 

Tempo  Terrk  ancor  forse, 
Che  air  usato  soggiomo 
Tomi  la  fera  bclla  e  mansueta  j 
£  la»  *?'  ella  mi  scorse 


To  the  Summer  Haunt  qf  Laura. 

Sweet  fountain  of  Vaucluse ! 
The  virgin  freshness  of  whose  crystal 

bed 
The  lad^e,  idol  of  my  soul !  hath  led 
Withm  thy  ware  her  fairy  bath  to 

choose ! 
And  thou,  O  favourite  tree ! 
Whose  branches  she  loved  best 
To  shade  her  hour  of  rest — 
Her  own  dear  native  land's  green 
mulberry! 
Boaes,  whose  earliest  bud 
To  her  sweet  bosom  lent 
Fragrance  and  ornament  1 
Zephyrs,  who  fan  the  murmuring 
flood! 
Cool  ^ve,  sequestered  grot ! 
Hero  m  this  lovely  spot 
I  pour  my  last  sad  lay,  whore  first 
her  love  I  wooed. 

If  soon  my  earthly  woes 
Must  slumber  in  the  tomb, 
And  if  my  Ufc's  sad  doom 

Must  so  in  sorrow  close  ! 
Where  yonder  willow  grows, 

Close  by  the  margin  lay 

My  cold  and  Ufeless  cluy. 
That  unrequited  love  may  find  repose! 
Seek  thou  thy  native  realm, 

My  soul !  and  when  the  fear 

Of  dissolution  near, 
And  doubts  shall  overwhelm, 
A  ray  of  comfort  round 

My  dyin^  couch  shall  hover, 

If  some  kind  hand  will  cover 
My  miserable  bones  in  yonder  hal- 
lowed ground  I 

But  still  alive  for  her 
Oft  may  mj  ashes  greet 
The  sound  of  coming  feet ! 
And  Laura's  tread  gladden  my  se- 
pulchre ' 
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Nel  benedetto  giomo, 
Volga  la  vista  desiosa  e  lieta 
Cercandomi ;  ed,  o  pi^ta ! 
Gik  terra  in  fra  le  pietre 
Yidendo,  amor  1*  inspiri 
In  guisa,  che  eospiri 
Si  dolcemente,  che  mercd  m'  im- 
petre, 
E  £[iccia  forza  al  cielo, 
Aflciugondosi  gli   occhi   col  bcl 
velo. 


Da'  be*  rami  scondea, 
(Dolce  nella  memoria.) 
Una  pioggia  di  fior  soTra  '1  suo 
grembo ; 
Ed  ella  si  sedea 
Umile  in  tanta  gloria, 
CoTerta  gik  dell'  amoroso  nem- 

bo: 
Qoal  fior  cadea  sul  lembo, 
Qual  sulle  trecce  blonde ; 
Ch*  oro  forbito,  e  perle 
Erau  quel  dl  a  yederle ; 
Qual  si  posaya  in  terra,  e  qual 
sull'  onde; 
Qual  con  un  yago  errore 
Girando,  parea  dir,  "  Qui  regna 
A  more." 


Quanta  volte  diss'  io 
Allor  pien  di  spavento, 
"Costel   per    fermo    nacque   in 
Paradiso;" 
Cosi  cai^x)  d'  obblio, 
II  divin  portamento, 
E  1  volto,  e  le  parole,  e  '1  dolce 
riso 
W  aveano,  e  s\  diviso 

Dall*  immagine  vera, 
Ch'  io  dicea  sospirando, 
"Qui  come  venn'  io,  oquando?" 
Oredendo  esser  in  ciel,  nou  1^ 
dov*  era : 


Relenting,  on  mj  grave, 

My  mistress  may,  perchance^ 
With  one  kind  pitying  glance 
Honour  the  dust  of  her  devoted  slave. 
Then  may  she  intercede. 

With  prayer  and  sigh,  for  ono 
Who,  hence  for  ever  gone^ 
Of  mercy  stands  in  need ; 
And  ifrhUe  for  me  her  roaary  shu 
tells, 
May  her  uplifted  eyes 
Win  pardon  from  the  skies. 
While  angels  through  her  veil  behold 
the  tear  U^t  swells ! 

Visions  of  love !  ye  dwell 
In  memory  still  enshrined. — 
Here,  as  she  once  reclined. 
A  shower  of  blossoms  on  her  bosom 
fell! 
And  while  th'  enamoured  tree 
From  all  its  branches  thus 
Bained  odoriferous, 
She  sat,  unconscious,  all  humility. 
Mixed  with  her  golden  hair,  those 
blossoms  sweet 
Like  pearls  on  amber  seemed ; — 
Some  their  allegiance  deemed 
Duo  to  her  floating  robe  and  lovely 
feet: 
Others,  disporting,  took 
Their  course  adown  the  brook ; 
-Others  aloft,  wafted  in  airy  sport, 
Seemed  to  proclaim,  '*  To-day  Love 
holds  lus  merry  court !" 

I've  gazed  upon  thee,  jewel  beyond 

gricel 
om  my  inmost  soul 
This  secret  whisper  stole — 
"  Of  Earth  no  cliild  art  thou,  daughter 
of  Paradise  1" 
Such  sway  thy  beauty  held 
O'er  the  enraptured  sense. 
And  such  the  influence 
Of  winning  smile  and  form  unparal- 
leled ! 
And  I  would  marvel  then 
**  How  came  I  here,  and  whcu, 
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Da  indi  in  qu^  mi  piace  Wafted  hj  magio  vand. 

Qoest*  erba  si,  ch'  altrove  non  ho  Earth's  narrow  joys  beyond  ?" 

pace.  O,  I  shall  ever  count 

My  happiest  days  spent  here  by  this 
romantic  fount ! 

In  this  graceful  effusion  of  tender  feelings,  to  which  a 
responsire  chord  must  vibrate  in  every  breast,  and  compared 
with  which  the  most  admired  of  modern  love-ditties  will 
seem  paltry' and  vulgar,  the  tenderness,  the  exalted  passion, 
the  fervid  glow  of  a  noble  heart,  and  the  mysterious  work- 
ings of  a  most  gifted  mind,  exhibit  themselves  in  every 
stanza.  What  can  be  more  beautifully  descriptive  than  the 
opening  lines,  equalling  in  melodious  cadence  the  sweetest 
of  Horace, 

"  O  fons  Bandusice,  splendidior  vitro  ;" 

but  infinitely  superior  in  delicacy  of  sentiment  and  pathetic 
power  t  The  calm  melancholy  of  the  succeeding  strophe 
has  been  often  admired,  and  has,  of  course,  found  great 
favour  among  the  Tom  Moores  of  every  country. 

Tom  has  given  us  his  last  dying-speech  in  that  rigmarole 
melody, 

*' When  in  death  I  shall  calm  recline ;" 

but  the  legacy  of  this  bard  is  a  sad  specimen  of  mock-iurtle 
pathos,  and,  with  the  affectation  of  tenderest  emotion,  is, 
in  style  and  thought,  repugnaant  to  all  notions  of  real  refine- 
ment and  simplicity.  In  the  last  will  of  Petrarca — a  most 
interesting  document — there  is  a  legacy  which  any  one  may 
be  pardoned  for  coveting ;  it  is  the  poet's  lute^  which  he 
bequeaths  to  a  friend,  witli  a  most  affecting  and  solemn  re- 
commendation :  "  Magistro  Thomfe  de  Ferrara  lego  leutum 
meum  bonumy  ut  eum  sonet  non  pro  vanitate  sa^cim  fugacis, 
Bed  ad  laudem  Dei  cDtemi." — (Testament,  Petrar.) 

As  the  Hibernian  melodist  has  had  his  name  thus  smuggled 
into  my  essay  on  the  "  Songs  of  Italy,"  it  may  not  be  irre- 
levant (as  assuredly  it  will  be  edifying)  to  point  out  some 
of  his  "  ro^wcnVtf**  perpetrated  in  this  quarter.  Not  con- 
tent with  picking  the  pockets  of  the  trench,  he  has  ex- 
tended his  depredations  to  the  very  extremity  of  Calabria. 
Petrarca*s  case  is  one  of  peculiar  hardship.    Laura^s  lover,. 
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in  the  enthusiasm  of  eloquent  passion,  takes  a  wide  range 
in  one  of  his  songs,  and  ransacks  the  world,  east  and  west, 
for  images  drawn  from  the  several  phenomena  which  nature 
exhibits  in  each  country  through  which  his  muse  wanders 
uncontrolled.  Among  other  curious  comparisons  and  happy 
flights  of  infancy,  he  introduces  the  fountain  of  the  Sun, 
near  the  temple  of  Jupiter  Ammon ;  and,  describing  the 
occasional  warmth  and  successive  icy  chill  which  he  expe- 
riences in  the  presence  or  absence  of  his  beloved,  compares 
his  heart  to  that  mysterious  water,  which,  cold  at  mid-day, 
grew  warm  towards  eve.  Would  the  reader  wish  to  see 
with  what  effrontery  Moore  appropriates,  without  the 
slightest  acknowledgment,  the  happy  idea  of  Petrarch  ? 
Here  are  the  parallel  passages : 

^ttrarca*  Com  jHoore. 

"  Sorge  ncl  mezzo  giomo.  "Fly  not  yet!  tho  fount  that  play'd, 

Una  fontana,  e  tien  noma  del  In  days  of  old,  tlirough  Ammon^d 

Sole,  shade, 

Che  per  natura  snole  Though  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran, 

Bollir  la  nottc,  e*n  buI  giorno  esser  Yet  stiU,  like  souU  of-  mirth,  began 
freddn.  To  hum  when  night  ttas  near^ 

*  *  *  *  And  thus  should  woman's  heart  and 

Cosl  ayien  a  mo  stosso  looks 

Clie  mio  sol  s'  allontana  At  noon  bo  cold  as  wintry  brooks, 

Ardo  allor,"  &c.  But  kindle  wlien  the  night's  rcturn- 
Cunzoni  di  Pclr,  31,  st.  4.  ing 

Brings  the  genial  hour  for  burning." 

The  learned  priest  had  been  at  the  trouble  of  perusing 
Quintus  Curtius,  lib.  iv.  cap.  7,  where  ho  had  found  :  "  Est 
etiam  Ammonis  nemus ;  in  medio  habet  fontem  ;  aquam 
solis  vocant;  sub  lucis  ortum  tepida  mauat,  medio  die  frigida 
eadem  fluit,  inclinato  in  vesperam  calescit,  modi^  nocte  ler- 
vida  exffistuat."  He  had  also,  no  doubt,  read  the  lined  in 
Silius  Italicus,  "  De  Bello  Punico,"  rcttTring  to  this  same 
source : 

"  Quid  nascente  die,  qum  deficiente  tepcscit, 
Quseque  riget  medium  ciim  sol  ascendit  Olympum." 

But  his  property,  in  the  application  of  the  simile,  has  been 
invaded  by  Tom,  who  liad  read  nothing  of  tlie  sort — 

"  Sic  YDS  non  vobis  mellificatis  apes !" 

After  all,  I  am  wasting  my  time  on  such  minor  matters. 
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In  the  celebrated  address  above  quoted  of  tlie  hermit  of 
Vnucluse  to  that  immortal  fountain,  I  have  given  what  I 
consider  a  fair  specimen  of  Italian  amatory  poesj :  but 
thougli  the  poets  of  that  genial  climate  are  "  all  for  love," 
still  they  are  also  "  a  little  for  the  bottle."  Hence  it  is 
that  I  consider  it  my  duty,  as  an  essayist,  to  bring  forward 
a  sample  of  their  bacchanalian  songs. 

donetto  Stttrambtco. 

CUtudto  Tolomei, 

Kon  mi  far,  O  Yolotn !  di  questo  avgiOito 

Scolpiti  in  vaga  schiera  uoxnini  ed  armi : 

Fammene  una  gran  tazza,  ove  bagnanni 
Fossa  i  denti,  la  luigua,  i  labbri,  e  Tmento, 

Non  mi  ritrar  in  lei  pioggia  n^  yento. 
Nt^  solo  o  stelle  per  yaghozza  darmi  j 
Non  puo  *1  Can*o  o  Boote  allegro  farmi— 
^  Ch*  altroye  h  la  mia  gioia  e  '1  mio  contento. 

Fa  delle  viti  od  alio  yiti  intomo 

Pendir*  dell'  uyo,  e  V  uve  stillin  vino, 
Ch^  io  bevo,  6  poi  dagli  occhi  ebro  distillo  i 

E  *n  mezzo  un  vaso,  ovo  in  bel  coro  adomo, 

Coro  piCl  ch*  altro  licto  e  piil  divino, 
Festino  1*  uve  Amor,  Baoco,  e  Batillo ! 


Ci)c  SQtne^Cup  btspaben. 

Ain— "  One  bumper  at  parilDg." 

Great  Vulcan  !  yoiu*  ilark  smoW  palace. 

With  these  ingots  of  silver,  1  swk  ; 
And  I  beg  you  will  make  me  a  chalice. 

Like  the  cup  you  once  forged  for  the  Greek. 
Let  no  deeds  of  Bellona  "the  bloody" 

Emblazon  this  goblet  of  mine  ; 
But  a  garland  of  grapes,  ripe  and  ruddy, 

In  sculpture  around  it  entwine. 

The  festoon  (wliich  you'll  gracefully  model) 
Is,  remember,  but  part  of  the  whole  ; 

Lest,  perchance,  it  might  ent«r  your  noddle 
To  diminish  the  tize  of  the  bowl. 
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For  thoneh  dearlj  what 's  deem'd  ornamental. 
And  of  art  the  bright  symbola,  I  prize ; 

Still  I  cling  with  a  fondness  parental 
Bound  a  cup  of  the  true  good  old  size. 

Let  me  have  neither  sun,  moon,  nor  planet, 

Nor  « the  Bear,"  nor  « the  Twins,"  nor  "  the  Goat :" 
Yet  its  use  to  each  eye  that  may  scan  it, 

Let  a  glance  at  its  emblems  denote. 
Then  away  with  Minerra  and  Venus ! 

Not  a  rush  for  them  both  do  I  care ; 
But  let  jolly  old  Father  Silenus, 

Astride  on  his  jackass,  be  ibsre ! 

Let  a  dance  of  gay  satyns  in  cadence 

Disporting,  be  seen  mid  the  fruit ; 
And  let  Pan  to  a  group  of  young  maidens 

Teach  a  new  vintage- lay  on  his  flute ; 
Cupid,  too,  hand  in  hand  with  Bathyllus, 

May  purple  his  feet  in  the  foam : 
Long  may  last  the  red  joys  they  distil  us ! 

Tho'  LoTe  spread  his  winglets  to  roam ! 


The  songsters  of  Italy  have  not  confined  themselTes  so 
exclusively  to  the  charms  of  the  ladies  and  the  fiiscinations 
of  the  flask,  as  not  to  have  felt  the  noble  pulse  of  patriotic 
emotion,  and  sung  the  anthem  of  independence.  There  is 
a  glorious  ode  of  Petrarch  to  his  native  land :  and  here  is  a 
well-known  poetic  outburst  from  a  truly  spirited  champion 
of  his  country's  rights,  the  enthusiastic  but  graceful  and 
dignified  Filicaia. 


Slla  Vatrta. 

Italia !  Italia !  o  tu  cui  feo  la  sorte 
Dono  infelice  di  bellezza,  ond*  hai 
Funesta  dote  d'  infiniti  guai 

Che  in  fronte  scritti  per  gran  doglia  porte ; 

Dell !  fossi  tu  men  bella,  o  almen  piii  forte 
Onde  assai  pift  ti  paventasse,  o  assai 
T*  amasse  men  chi  del  tuo  hello  a'  ral 

Par  che  si  strugga,  e  pur  ti  sfida  a  morte ! 
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Che  giu  dair  Alpi  non  redrei  torrenti 

Soendor  d*  annati,  n^  di  sangue  tinta 
Beyer  V  onda  del  Po  gallici  armenti ; 

N&  te  Tedrei  del  non  tao  ferro  cinta 
Pugnar  col  braccio  di  straniere  genti 
Per  seryir  sempre^  o  vincitrice  o  yinta ! 

Co  pro£{traU  {talp. 

Fiiieaia. 

Hast  thou  not  been  tne  natione*  queen,  fair  Italy !  though  now 
Chance  giyes  to  them  the  diadem  that  once  adorned  thy  brow  ? 
Too  beautiful  for  tyrant's  rule,  too  proud  for  handmaid's  duty — 
Would  thou  hadst  less  of  loyeliness,  or  strength  as  well  as  beauty  I 

The  fatal  light  of  beauty  bright  with  fell  attraction  shone, 
Fatal  to  thee,  for  tyrants  be  the  loyers  thou  hast  won ! 
That  forehead  fair  is  doom'd  to  wear  its  shame's  degrading  proof. 
And  slayery's  print  in  damning  tint  stamp' d  by  a  despot's  hoof! 

Were    strength   and  power,  maiden!   thy  dower,  soon  should  that 

robbor-band, 
That  prowls  unhid  thy  yines  amid,  fly  scourg'd  from  off  that  land ; 
Nor  wouldst  thou  fear  yon  foreigner,  nor  be  condemned  to  see 
Drink  in  the  flow  of  classic  Po  barbarian  cayalry. 

Climate  of  art !  thy  sons  depart  to  gild  a  Vandal's  throne  ; 
To  battle  led,  their  blood  is  shed  in  contests  not  their  own  ; — 
Mix'd  with  yon  horde,  go  draw  thy  sword,  nor  ask  what  cause  'tis  for  t 
Thy  lot  is  cast— slaye  to  the  last !  conqucr'd  or  conqueror ! 

Truly  is  Ital^  tlie  "  climate  of  art,"  as  I  have  designated 
her  in  my  version ;  for  even  the  peasantry,  admitted  as  they 
constantly  are,  by  the  wise  munificence  of  tbfi  reigning 
princes,  to  all  public  collections  of  sculpture  and  painting, 
evince  an  instinctive  admiration  of  the  capi  d*  opera  of  the 
most  celebrated  masters,  easily  distinguishing  them  from 
the  multitude  of  inferior  productions  with  which  they  are 
generally  surrounded.  This  innate  perception  appears  the 
birthright  of  every  son  of  Italy ;  and  I  have  often  listened 
with  Hurpriae  to  the  observations  of  the  artificers  of  liome, 
nnd  the  dwellers  of  the  neighbouring  hills,  as  they  strolled 
through  the  Vatican  gallery.  There  is  one  statue  in  rather 
an  unfrequented,  but  vast  magnificent  church,  of  the  Eter- 
nal City,  round  which  I  never  failed  to  meet  a  group  of 
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enthusiastic  admirers :  it  is  the  celebrated  Moses ;  in  which 
Frenchmen  have  onlj  found  matter  for  vulgar  jest,  but 
which  the  Italians  view  with  becoming  veneration.  One  of 
the  best  odes. in  the  language  has  been  composed  in  honour 
of  this  glorious  effort  of  Buonarotti*s  chisel. 

Soneiio  di  Giambattitta  Zappi, 

Chi  e  costui,  che  in  b\  gran  pietra  scolto 

Sicde,  gieante,  e  le  piii  illustri  e  conte 

Opre  dcU*  arte  avanza,  e  ha  vive  e  pronto 
Le  labbra  si  che  le  parole  ascolto  ? 

Questi  h  Mos6  ;  ben  me  *1  diceva  il  folio 
Onor  del  mento,  e  '1  doppio  raggio  in  fronte : 
Questi  b  Mos^,  quando  sccndea  dal  monte, 

E  gran  parte  del  iSume  avea  nel  volto. 

Tal  era  allor,  che  le  sonante  e  vaste 

Acque  ei  sospeee  a  se  d'  intomo  ;  e  tale 
Quando  il  mar  chiusc,  e  ne  fe  tomba  altruL 

E  Toi,  Rue  turbe,  un  rio  yitello  alzaste  ? 

Alzata  aveste  immago  a  questa  eguale ; 
Ch*  era  men  fallo  1*  adorar  costui. 

®tre  to  t|)e  Statue  of  fiHoiti 

At  the  foot  cf  the  Mausoleum  of  Pope  Juliut  If.  in  the  Church  qf  St. 
Peter  ad  Vincula^  Rome^the  Masterpiece  qf  Michael  Angelo. 

Statue !  whose  giant  limbs 
Old  Buonarotti  plann'd, 
And  Genius  carved  with  meditative  hand, — 
Thy  dazzling  radiance  dims 
The  best  and  brightest  boasts  of  Sculpture^s  favourite  land. 

What  dignity  adorns 
That  best's  prodigious  sweep ! 
That  forehead,  awful  with  mysterious  horns 
And  cogitation  deep. 
Of  some  uncommon  mind  the  rapt  beholder  warns. 

In  that  proud  semblance,  well 
My  soul  can  recognise 
The  prophet  fresh  from  converse  with  the  skiee  i 
Nor  is  it  hard  to  tell 
The  liberator's  name, — the  Guide  of  IsnUQ. 
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Well  might  the  deep  respond 
Obedient  to  that  Toicc, 
When  on  the  Red  Sea  shore  he  waved  his  wand, 
And  bade  the  tribes  rejoice, 
Saved  from  the  yawning  gtdf  and  the  Eg}'ptian*s  bond  ! 

Fools !  in  the  wilderness 
Ye  raised  a  calf  of  gold ! 
Hod  ye  then  worshipped  what  I  now  behold, 
Your  crime  had  been  far  leas — 
For  yc  had  bent  the  knee  to  one  of  godlike  mould ! 

There  is  a  striking  boldness  in  the  concluding  stanza,  war- 
ranted however  by  the  awful  majesty  of  the  colossal  figure 
itself. 

Smollett  has  given  us  a  delightful  "  Ode  to  Leven  AVater," 
in  which,  with  enraptured  complacency,  ho  dwells  on  the 
varied  beauties  of  the  Scottish  stream,  its  flowery  banks,  and 
its  scaly  denizens.  By  way  of  contrast,  it  mny  not  be  un- 
pleasant to  peruse  an  abusive  and  angry  lyric  addressed  to 
the  Tiber  by  an  Italian  poet,  who  appears  to  have  been 
disappointed  in  the  uncouth  appearance  of  that  turbid  river ; 
having  pictured  it  to  his  young  imagination  as  an  enchant- 
ing silvery  flood.  The  wrath  of  the  bard  is  amusing  ;  but 
he  is  sometimes  eloquent  in  his  ire. 


fit  Ctbete. 

Alts$andro  Ouidi, 

Jo  crcdca  che  in  qiicsto  spondo 

Sempre  1'  ondo 
Gisser  limpide  ed  ameno ; 
K  che  qui  soavo  c  lento 

Stesso  il  vento, 
E  che  d'  or  fosser  T  arene. 


Ma  vag^  hingi  dal  vcro 

II  pcnsiero 
In  forniar  gi  bcllo  il  fiume  ; 
Or  che  in  riva  a  lui  mi  scggio 

lo  ben  veggio 
IIiBO  ToI<o  0  il  8U0  costume. 


3.tne£l  a))Tlrcddet(  to  t{;e  Ctbcr. 

Hi/  Alessandvo  OuUdi, 

Tiber !  my  early  dream, 
My  boyhood's  vision  of  thy  classic 
stream. 
Had  taught  mv  mind  to  think 
That  over  sands  of  gold 
Thy  hmpid  waters  rolled. 
And  cver»vcrdant  laurela  grew  upon 
tliy  brink. 

But  far  in  other  guise 
The  rude  reality  hath  met  mine  eycs. 
Here,  seated  on  thy  bank, 
AH  desolate  and  drear 
Thy  margin  doth  appear, 
With  creeping  weeds,  and  shrubs,  and 
vegetation  rank. 
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Non  con  onde  liete  e  ohiare 

Corre  al  mare ; 
Padsa  torbido  ed  osouro ; 
I  saoi  lidi  austro  percuote 

E  gli  Bcuote 
Freddo  turbine  d'  Artnro. 


Quanto  d  folle  quella  nave 

Che  non  pave 
I  8uoi  Tortici  sdcwpiosi, 
E  non  sa  che  dentro  V  aequo 

A  lui  piacque 
Di  fondar^  perigli  ascosi. 

Suol  troyarsi  in  suo  cammino 

Quivi  il  pino 
Tr^  profonde  ampie  careme ; 
D'improTYiso  ei  giunge  al  lito 

Di  Cocito 
A  solcar  quell*  onde  inferne. 


Quando  in  Sirio  il  Sol  riluoe, 

E  conduce 
L'  ore  fervide  inquiete, 

Chi  conforto  al  Tebro  ohiede 

Ben'  b'  ayrede 
Di  cercarlo  in  grcmbo  a  Lete. 


Ognun  sa  come  spumoso, 

OrgoglioBo, 
Sin  con  mar  prende  contesa, 
Vuol  talor  pasaor  velooe 
L*  alta  foce, 
Quando  Teti  ^  d'  ira  accessa. 


Qttindi  ayyien  ch'  ei  fa  riiomo 

Pien  di  scomo, 
£  s'  arrenta  alle  rapine : 
Si  divora  il  bosco,  o  il  solco, 
E  il  bifolco 
Kuota  in  dma  alle  mine. 


Fondly  I  &ncied  tbine 
The  wave  pellucid,  and  the  Naiad's 
shrine, 
In  crystal  grot  below ; 
But  thy  tempestuous  course 
Buns  turbulent  and  hoarse. 
And,  swelling  with  wild  wrath,  thy 
wintry  waters  flow. 

Upon  thy  bosom  dark 
Peril  awaits  the  light  confiding  bark, 
In  eddying  vortex  swamp'd ; 
Foul,  treacherous,  and  deep. 
Thy  winding  waters  sweep, 
Enveloping  their  prey  m  dismal  ruin 
prompt. 

Fast  in  thy  bed  is  sunk 
The  mountain  pine-tree's  broken 
trunk, 
Aimed  at  the  galley's  keel ; 
And  well  thy  wave  can  waft 
Upon  that  broken  shaft 
The  barge,  whose  sunken  wreck  thy 
bosom  will  conceal. 

The  dog-star  s  sultry  power. 
The  summer  heat,  the  noontide's 
fervid  hour, 
That  fires  the  mantling  blood, 
Ton  cautious  swain  can't  urge 
To  tempt  thy  dangerous  surge, 
Or  cool  his  limbs  withm  thy  dark  in- 
sidious fiood. 

I've  marked  thee  in  thy  pride. 
When  struggle   fierce  thy  discon- 
boguing  tide 
With  Ocean's  monarch  held ; 
But,  quickly  overcome 
By  Neptune's  masterdom, 
Back  thou  hast  fied  as  oft,  ingloriously 
repelled. 

Often,  athwart  the  fields 
A  giant's  stren^rth  thy  flood  redund- 
ant widds. 
Bursting  above  its  brims — 
Strength  that  no  dyke  can  check : 
Dire  is  the  harvest-wreck ! 
Booyant,  with  lofty  horns,  th'  aflHght- 
ed  bullock  swims ! 
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Quoi  frequenti  illustri  allori, 

Quegli  onori 
Per  cui  tanto  egli  si  noma 
Fregi  son  d'  antichi  eroi| 
E  non  Buoi, 
E  ton  doni  alfin  di  Boma. 


Lui  fan  ohiaro  il  gran  tragitto 

Deir  iuvitto 
Cor  di  Clelia  al  suol  Bomano, 
E  il  guerrior  che  Bopra  il  ponte 
L'  alta  fronte 
Tenne  incontro  al  re  Tosoano. 


Fu  di  Bomolo  la  gente 

Che  il  tridento 
Di  Nettuno  in  man  gli  porse ; 
Ebbe  allor  del  mar  1'  imporo, 

Ed  altcro 
Trionfando  intomo  corse. 


Ma  il  crudol,  che  il  tutto  oblla, 

Sdesia 
Di  spezzar  mai  sempre  il  freno, 
Spesso  a  Roma  insulti  rende, 
Ed  ofibndo 
L'ombre  auguste   all'  ume    in 
seno. 


But  still  thy  proudest  boast, 
Tiber !  and  what  brings  honour  to 
thee  most^ 
Is,  that  thy  waters  roll 
Fast  by  th'  eternal  home 
Oi  01017*8  daughter,  Bohb  ; 
And  that  thy  billows  bathe  the  sacred 
Capitol. 

Famed  is  thy  stream  for  her, 
Clelia,  thy  current's  virgin  conqueror. 
And  him  who  stemmed  the  march 
Of  Tuscany's  proud  host, 
When,  firm  at  honour's  post, 
He  waved  his    blood-stained  blade 
above  the  broken  arch  I 

Of  Bomulus  the  sons. 
To  torrid  Africans,  to  frozen  Huns, 
Have  taught  thy  name,  O  flood ! 
And  to  that  utmost  verge, 
Where  radiantly  emerge 
Apollo's  car  of  flameand  golden-footed 
stud. 

For  so  much  gloir  lent. 
Ever  destructive  of  some  monu- 
ment, 
Thou  makest  foul  return ; 
Insulting  with  thy  wave 
Each  Roman  hero's  irrave, 
And  Scipio's  dust  that  fills  yon  con- 
secrated urn ! 


Turn  we  now  to  Dante.  I  have  always  been  of  opinion, 
that  the  terxa  rima  in  which  he  wrote  was  so  peculiar  a 
feature  of  the  lanc^uage,  and  a  form  of  verse  so  exclusively 
adapted  to  the  Italian  idiom,  as  to  render  any  attempt  to 
translate  him  in  the  same  rhymed  measure  a  dangerous  ex- 
periment. Even  Byron,  in  his  "  Prophecy  of  Dante,"  has 
failed  to  render  it  acceptable  to  our  English  ear.  The 
*•  sonnet"  is  also,  in  my  humble  judgment,  an  unnational 
poetic  structure,  and  as  little  suited  to  our  northern  lan- 
guages as  the  Italian  villa-style  of  Palladio  to  our  climate. 
Few  English  sonnets  have  ever  gained  celebrity  among  the 
masses.  There  is  a  lengthened  but  not  unmusical  sort 
of  line,  in  which  I  think  the  old  Florentine's  numbers 
might  sweep  along  with  something  like  native  dignity. 
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%ii  9orta  Sil  inferno. 

Danlt,  Caal.  III. 

ea  UB  ei  TA  rxlla  cirI  dolehti, 

'm  HE  BI  Ti.  HELI.'  ETIBMO  DOLOBE, 


IlAHCIATE  OaSl  BPEBA^fZA  TOI  CH'  INTBITB." 

Q.uosto  parole,  di  colore  o«curo, 

Vid'  10  »mtt«  a1  Bommo  d'  una  porta 
Pcrcli'io,  "Maostrol  il lOnBO lor  m'e dura." 

Sd  e^li  a  me  come  penona  scoorta, 

"  Qui  II  convien  luMiar  ogni  aoapetto, 

Ogni  Tilti  convien  che  qui  sis  morta. 

Noi  lem  vcnuti  si  tuogo  ov'  i'  t'  o  detto, 

Che  tu  vcdrai  le  nnti  dolorose, 
CTi'  iuuwo  pcrduto  1  ben'  dull'  intcllotlo." 

E  poich^  Lk  »ua  msno  alia  mia  poM, 
Con  liclo  Yulto,  ond  io  mi  confortai, 
Ali  muc  dciitro  alia  secrete  coae ; 

Quivi  soipiri,  pUnli,  ed  alti  guai 

BiionaTan  per  1'  aere  tenm  atelle. 
Perch'  io  nel  comiacUr  ne  laghmoL 

DiTcrsa  lingue,  orribili  fsTelle, 
Parole  di  dolore,  acccnti  d'  ira, 

Voci  alCe  e  fioclie,  e  luon  di  man  con  elli^ 

Facerano  un  tumulto  il  qual  a'  aggira 

Sempre  '□  quell'  aria  senia  tempo  tiota, 
Come  r  arena  quando  '1  turbo  epirs. 

Ed  io,  ch'  avea  d'  orror  la  teata  cinta, 
Diaai,  "  Uaestro,  tlie  i  quel'  ch'  1  odo  > 
E  die  gent'  e  rlic  par  ael  duol  ai  vinta  ?" 

Ed  egli  a  mc  :  "  QuraW  mismi  taodo 

Tengon  1*  oninie  Iriate  di  coloro, 
Che  visecr  aeuia  intamia  o  acnxa  lodo, 

Hiachlate  lono  a  quel  cattiro  ooro 
D^  angeli  cbe  non  furon  ribelU, 
Ht  fur  fideli  a  Dio  nu  per  li  foro. 
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Gaeoiairli  i  del*  per  non  esser  men  belliy 

"Nh  \o  profondo  inferno  gli  ricere, 
Ch'  alcuna  gloria  i  rei  avrebber  d'  elli." 

Ed  io :  "Maestro,  ohe  h  tanto  grere 
A  lor  ohe  lamentar  gli  fa  ri  forte  r  * 
Eispose :  "  Dicerolti  molto  brere. 

Questi  non  hanno  speranza  di  mortei 

£  la  lor  cieoa  rita  e  tanto  bassa 
Ohe  'nyidiosi  son  d'  ogni  altra  sorte. 

Fama  di  lor  il  mondo  esser  non  lassa ; 
Miserioordia  e  giustizia  gli  sdegna, 

Nov  BiaiOITAM'  DI  LOB,  MA  QUABDA  H  PIBSA  !" 


C|)e  Sorcfi  of  Ken. 

(Dante.) 

**itttl,  Qc  tic  pat(  U&M  l&Dc  tfic  max})  of  (SfOts  fox  slnfull  mortals  P 

^f  xht  rcptobau  xf^i%  i%  ti)c  gate,  ti^tsc  arc  tbe  gloomy  portals ! 

Jpor  stnne  anD  crime  from  i^e  birtf)  of  tymr  tiuggc  teas  t^is  (Sttlpf; 

Infrrnal. 
(Sttcst!  Ift  all  ISopc  on  tiftis  tf^rcsf^olU  stop!  ))crc  rrfgns  Scspair 

lEtcinal." 

I  read  with  tears  these  characters — tears  shed  on  man's  behalf ; 
Each  word  seemed  fraught  with  painful  thouglit,  the  lost  soul's  epitaph. 
Turning  dismayed.  "  O  mystic  shade !"  I  cried,  "  my  kindly  Mentor, 
Of  comfort,  say,  can  no  sweet  ray  these  dark  dominions  enter  P" 

"  My  son  !"  replied  the  ghostly  guide,  "  this  is  the  dark  abode 

Of  the  guilty  dead — alone  they  tread  hell's  melancholy  road. 

Brace  up  thy  nerves !  this  hour  deserves  that  Mind  should  have  control, 

And  bid  avaunt  fears  that  would  haunt  the  clay-imprisoned  souL 

Mine  be  the  task,  when  thou  shalt  ask,  each  mystery  to  solve ; 
Anon  for  us  dark  Erebus  back  shall  its  gates  revolve — 
Hell  shall  disclo^o  its  deepest  woes,  each  punishment,  each  pang, 
Saint  hath  revealed,  or  eye  beheld,  or  flame- tongued  prophet  saug.*' 

Gates  were  unrolled  of  iron  mould — a  dismal  dungeon  yawned ! 
We  passed — we  stood — 'twas  hell  we  view'd  ! — eternity  had  dawned! 
Space  on  our  sight  burst  infinite — echoes  were  heard  remote  ; 
Snrieks  loud  and  drear  startled  our  ear,  and  stripes  incessant  smote. 

Onward  wo  went.     The  firmament  was  starless  o'er  oiur  head, 
Spectres  swept  by  inquiringly — clapping  theii*  hands  they  fled! 

Z 
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Borne  on  the  blast  strange  whispers  passed ;  and  erer  and  anon 
Athwart  the  plain,  like  hniricane,  Gh>id's  rengeance  would  come  or. ! 

Tlien  sounds,  breathed  low,  of  gentler  woe  soft  on  our  hearing  stole ; 
Captiyes  so  meek  fain  would  I  seek  to  comfort  and  console : 
"  0  let  us  pause  and  learn  the  cause  of  so  much  grief,  and  whj 
Saddens  tlie  air  of-their  despair  the  unarailing  sigh !  *' 

*<  Mj  sou  !  Heaven  grants  them  utterance  in  plaintiye  notes  of  woo ; 
In  tears  their  grief  may  find  relief,  but  hence  they  never  go. 
Fools !  they  believed  that  if  they  lived  blameless  and  vice  eschewed, 
God  would  dispense  with  excellence,  and  give  beatitude. 

They  died !  but  naught  of  virtue  brought  to  win  their  Maker's  praise ; 
No  deeds  of  worth  the  page  set  forth  that  chronicled  their  days. 
Fixed  is  their  doom — eternal  gloom !  to  mourn  for  what  is  past, 
And  weep  aloud  amid  that  crowd  with  whom  their  lot  is  cast 

One  fate  they  share  with  spirits  fair,  who,  when  rebellion  shook 
God's  holy  roof,  remained  aloof,  nor  part  whatever  took  ; 
Drew  not  the  sword  against  their  Lord,  nor  yet  upheld  his  throne : 
Could  God  for  this  make  perfect  bliss  theirs  when  the  fight  was  won  ? 

The  world  knows  not  their  dreary  lot,  nor  can  assuage  their  pangs. 
Or  cure  the  curse  of  fell  remorse,  or  blunt  the  tiger's  fangs. 
Mercy  disdains  to  loose  their  chains — the  hour  of  mce  has  been ! 
Son !  let  that  class  unheeded  pass — unwept,  though  not  unseen." 

The  very  singular  and  striking  moral  inculcated  by  Dante 
in  this  episode,  where  he  consigns  to  hopeless  misery  those 
"  good  easy  souls"  who  lead  a  worthless  career  of  selfishness, 
though  exempt  from  crime,  is  deserving  of  serious  attention. 

From  Dante's  "  Hell,"  the  transition  to  the  "  Wig  of 
Father  Eoger  Boscovich"  may  appear  abrupt ;  but  I  never 
terminate  a  paper  in  gloomy  or  doleful  humour.  Wherefore 
I  wind  up  hj  a  specimen  of  playful  poetry,  taken  from  a 
very  scarce  work  printed  at  Venice  in  1804j,  and  entitled 
"  Le  Opere  Poetiche  dell'  Abate  Giulio  Cesare  Cordara," 
ex- Jesuit  and  ex-historiographer  to  the  Society,  connected 
by  long  friendship  with  his  con/rere,the  scientific  and  accom- 
plished Boscovich,  concerning  whom  there  is  a  short  notice 
elsewhere,*  to  which  I  refer  the  reader,  should  he  seek  to  knuv.- 
more  about  the  proprietor  of  the  wig.  Nor,  perhaps,  will  a 
Latin  translation  oi  thiB  jeu  tV  esprit  be  unacceptable. 

*  See  Pa])cr  on  Literature  and  tlio  Jesuits. 
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Slla  Serrttcca  Hel  Satire  Siiggtro  Hoicohitf). 

O  crine,  o  crin  che  un  di  fosti  Btromento 

Bi  folli  amori,  e  sol  femminea  ciira, 
Or  sei  del  mio  Bugger  strano  omamento ; 

Conosci  tu  V  ecceLsa  tua  ventora, 
E  ti  saresti  mai  immaginato 
Di  fare  al  mondo  una  si  gran  figura  ? 

Qual  che  si  fosse  il  capo  in  cui  sei  nato. 
Fosse  pur  di  leggiadro  e  nobil  Tolto, 
Certo  non  fosti  mai  tanto  onorato. 

Di  Taga  donna  in  fronte  eri  piii  colto  ; 
Ma  i  dl  passayi  neghittosi  e  yiJi 
A  un  lucido  cristallo  ognor  rirolto. 

Sol  pensier  yani,  e  astuzie  femminili 

Coprin  allor,  e  insidiosa  rete 
Co'  tuoi  formayi  innanellati  fili. 

Q.uando  costretto  le  foUie  consuete 
A  sentir  d*  un'  amante  che  delira, 
Quando  smanie  a  reder  d'  ire  inquiete. 

Forse  talor  ti  si  ayrentd  con  ira 

A  scapigliarti  un'  inyida  rivale, 
Come  femmina  suol  quando  s'  adira ; 

Infin,  nido  di  grilli  originale, 
Teetimonio  di  frodi  e  di  menzogne, 
T'  avcva  iatto  il  tuo  destin  fatale. 

N6  i  iSor  yermigli  e  1'  odorate  sogne, 

Nd  la  Candida  polve,  ond'  eri  asperso, 
Facean  compenso  a  tante  tue  vergogne. 

Ma  come  fatto  sei  da  te  direrso, 
Dacchc  reciso  dalla  yil  cenrice, 

Di  non  tuo  capo  in  crin,  fo  sti  conyerso 

Fr^  tutte  le  pemicche  or  sei  felicc, 

Clie  sebben'  torta,  incolta,  e  mai  contesta, 
(Come  pur  troppo  immaginar  ne  lice), 

Puoi  pcr6  gloriarti,  e  fame  festa 
Che  altra  non  fu  giammai  dal  ciel  eletto 
A  ricoprir  si  renorauda  testa  I 


z2 


ent  to  t^t  VRis  o(  dTat^et  Bn^ioMi^. 

THB   CILEBSATH)  A 


Witli  awe  I  look  on  that  peruke. 

Where  Lhutuiie  U  ■  lodger. 
And  think,  irhene  er  I  lee  that  hair 
Which  now  jou  wear,  lome  Udje  iiur 
Had  worn  it  oDoe,  dear  Boger ! 

On  empty  akoll  most  bnutiful 

Appeared,  no  doubt,  thoae  lock*, 

Onus  the  bH^t  grace  of  prettj  face ) 

Kow  lar  more  proud  to  be  allowed 

To  deck  tbjr  "  knoirledge-bax." 

Condemned  to  pasa  before  the  glau 

Whole  houra  each  bleaaed  morning, 
'TiTOB  deaperale  long,  witli  ciirling-toug 
And  tortoiiiB-ahell,  to  hare  a  belle 
Tliee  frizzing  and  adorning. 

Bright  ringlcti  let  aa  in  a  net. 

To  catch  11!  men  like  fiahn  I 

Your  ererj  lock  concealed  a  stock 

Of  female  w 


futile  wial 


Vain  dreams,  and  futile  wiahe* ! 

That  cievelure  baa  cauaed,  I'm  aura, 

Full  man;  a  loTer'a  quarrel  j 
Then  it  vas  decked  irith  floircra  aclect 
And  mjrtlo-iprig  j  but  now  a  wio, 

Tia  circled  with  a  laurell 

Where  fresh  and  new  at  fint  they  grew. 

Of  wbim!,  and  tricka,  and  fanciee. 
Those  locka  at  beat  were  but  a  neat  i — 
Their  being  spread  on  learned  bead 
VMlly  iJieir  worth  enhances. 

From  flowera  exempt,  uncouth,  unkempt- 
Matted,  entangled,  thick '. 
Houm  not  the  loaa  of  curl  or  glosa— 
Tia  infra  dig.     ThoF  abt  TUB  wio 

Or  BoOEB  BoecoTicn ! 
St  litta  Coma  IKostri  BoirobicI)!!. 
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Grande  mei  nuper  gestamen  facta  Hogeri, 
NoTisti  an  sortis  fata  secunda  tiue  ? 

Sperdfltine  istud  laudis  contingere  culmcn, 
Mortalesque  inter  ti^m  fore  conspicua  ? 

Culta  magis  fueras  intonsos  in  fronte  puellie, 
Sed  toti  sudrunt  turpiter  ire  dies ; 

Tunc  coram  speculo  contorta,  retorta  gemebas, 
Dum  per  nulle  modos  futile  pergit  opus. 

Nunc  meliore  loco  (magnum  patria  omamentum), 
Esto  sacerdotis,  non  muliebris,  honos ! 

O  quoties  ferro  immiti  yibrata  dolebas, 
U t  iieres  vafraa  cassis  ad  insidias ! 

Audtsti  quoties  fatui  deliria  amantis, 
Yidisti  et  csecus  quidquid  ineptit  amor ! 

Forsan  et  experta  es  furias  riyalis  amicsc, 
Dum  gravis  in  cirros  insilit  ira  tuos. 

Quippe  tuum  fuerat  lugubre  ab  origino  fat  urn, 
Esses  ut  tegmen  firaudibus  atque  dulis, 

Utque  fores  nidus  gerris  mal&  plenus  ineptis, 
Talo  ministerium  fata  ded^re  tibi ; 

Nee  compensabant  dir©  mala  sortis  odorcs, 
Ungucuta,  et  pulvis  rel  uivo  candidior. 

Nunc  data  ttlm  docto  munimen  forte  cercbi*o, 
Sis  impcxa  licbt,  sis  licet  horrid  ula, 

Sume  triumphatrix  animos  hinc  jure  superbos, 
Quod  tantum  foveas  ambitiosa  caput  1 

There  is  extant  among  the  poems  of  Cordara  a  furtlier  la- 
mentation on  the  sale  of  this  wig,  after  Boscovich's  death, 
to  a  Jew  broker — 

**  Tenduta,  o  caso  perfido  e  reo ! 
Per  quindici  btgocchi,  ad  un  Ilcbrco !" 

from  whom  it  was  purchased  by  a  farmer,  and  ultimately 
fixed  on  a  pole,  in  a  cnbbage-garden,  to  fright  the  birds, 
^^  per  spavnitar  yli  uccelUy — But  I  feel  drowsy  to-night,  and 
cannot  pursue  the  subject.     Molly !  bring  my  night-cap ! 


'•• 
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CHAPTEE  n. 


'*  Sed  neque  Medorum,  Bylvn  ditissima,  terra, 
Neo  pulcher  Ganges,  atque  auro  turbidus  Hermiu, 
Laudibus  Ttalis  certent ;  non  Bactra,  neque  Indi, 
Totaque  thuriferis  PanchaSa  pingids  arenis." 

ViBG.  Georg.n, 

We've  met  with  glees  **/rom  the  Chinete!**   translations  **Jrom  ike 

Persian  ;'* 
Santcrii  we've  had,  from  Hydrabad,  Sir  William  Jones's  version. 
We've  also  seen  (in  a  magazine)  nice  jawbreakers  **Jrom  Schiller;* 
And  *' tales"  by  folks,  who  gives  us  "jokes,"  omitting  **/rom  Joe 

Miller:* 
Of  plain  broad  Scotch  a  neat  hotch-potch  Hogg  sends  us  from  the 

Highlands ; 
There  are  songs  too  **from  the  JTtfufd,*'  and  **  from  the  Sandwich 

Islands:* 
'Tis  deemed  most  wise  to  patronise  Mimchausen,  Gt>@the,  Ossian ; 
To  make  a  stand  for  ** fatherland:*  or  some  other  land  of  GtMhen. 
Since  we  must  laud  things  from  abroad,  and  smile  on  foreign  ca]>ers. 
The  land  for  me  is  Italy,  with  her  SONGS  *'from  the  Prout  Papers:* 

O.Y. 


Thebe  has  arisen  in  England  a  remarkable  predilection  for 
the  literature  of  the  continent.  The  great  annual  fair  at 
Leipsic  is  drawing  more  and  more  the  attention  of  our  book- 
sellers ;  to  the  detriment  of  "  the  Row."  Nor  are  our  his- 
torians and  poets,  our  artists  in  the  novel-making  line  (male 
and  female),  our  humble  cobblers  at  the  dramatic  buskin, 
and  our  industrious  hodmen  from  the  sister  island  who  con- 
tribute to  build  cyclopaedias,  the  only  labouring  poor  thrown 
out  of  employment,;  but  even  our  brothers  in  poverty  and 
genius,  the  old  English  ballad-singers,  blind-nddlers,  and 
pipers,  have  been  compelled  to  give  ^lace  to  the  barrel- 
organ,  a  mere  piece  of  m(ichinery,  whicl^  bf^  superseded 
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industry  and  talent.  The  old  national  claimants  on  public 
generosity,  sailors  with  wooden  legs  and  broken-down 
"  match- venders,"  have  given  way  to  Polish  "  Counts'*  and 
Bavarian  "  broom-girls.'*  Bulwer  thought  himself  a  lucky 
dog,  a  few  weeks  ago,  to  have  got  a  day  *s  work  on  a  political 
pamphlet, — that  being  part  of  the  craft  which  no  foreigner 
nas  yet  monopolised.  The  job  was  soon  done ;  though  'twas 
but  a  sorry  hit,  after  all.  He  is  now  engaged  on  a  pathetio 
romaunt  of  real  life,  the  "  Last  Days  of  Q-rub  Street." 

Matters  must  have  gone  hard  with  Tom  Moore,  since  we 
learn  with  deep  feelings  of  compassion  that  he  is  driven  to 
compile  a  "  History  of  Ireland."  Theodore  Hook,  deter- 
mined to  make  hay  while  the  sun  shines,  has  taken  the 
"  Bull"  by  the  homa :  we  are  to  have  three  vols.  8vo.  of 
"  rost  bif."*  Theodore !  hast  thou  never  ruminated  the 
axiom — 

"  Un  diner  rdchauffd  no  valut  jamais  rien  P" 

Tom  Campbell,  hopeless  of  giving  to  public  taste  any 
other  save  a  foreign  direction,  has  gone  to  Algiers,  deter- 
mined on  exploring  the  recondite  literature  of  the  Bedouins. 
He  has  made  surprising  progress  in  the  dialects  of  Fez, 
Tunis,  and  Mauritania ;  and,  like  Ovid  among  the  Scy- 
thians— 

"Jam  didici  Ghjtic'6  Sarmaticdquc  loqui." 

He  may  venture  too  far  into  tlie  interior,  and  some  barbarian 

Erince  may  detain  him  as  a  laureate.  AVe  may  hear  of  his 
eing  "  bound  in  Morocco." 
This  tast^  for  foreign  beifes  lettres  is  subject  to  variation 
and  vicissitude.  The  gorp:eous  imaginings  of  Oriental  fancy, 
of  which  the  "  Arabian  Niglits,"  and  the  elegant  Eclogues 
of  Collins,  were  the  dawn,  have  had  their  day  :  the  sun  of 
the  East  has  gone  down,  in  the  western  tale  of  the  "  Fire- 
wors flippers."  A  surfeit  is  the  most  infallible  cure  ;  we  re- 
collect the  voracity  with  which  "  Lalla  Kookh"  was  at  first 
devoured,  and  the  subsequent  disrelish  for  that  most  lusci- 

•  The  prqjerted  republication  of  these  facetise  has  not  taken  place, 
though  announced  at  the  time  in  two  rolumcs  post  8vo.  Albany 
Fonblanquc  subseijucutl^'  repriutcJ  liia  articles  from  tlio  "  Examiucr.'* 
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0U8  volume.  There  is  an  end  to  the  popularity  once  enjoyed 
by  camels,  houris,  bulbuls,  silver  bells,  silver  veils,  cinnamon 
groves,  variegated  lamps,  and  such  other  stock  items  as  mode 
up  the  Oriental  show-box.  This  leads  to  a  melancholy  train 
of  thought :  we  detect  ourselves  "  wandering  in  dreams " 
to  that  period  of  our  school-days  when  Tom  was  in  high 
feather, — 

'*  And  oft  when  alone,  at  the  close  of  the  year, 
We  think, — Is  the  nightingale  singing  there  yet  / 
Are  the  roses  tlill  sweet  hy  the  cahn  Bendemeer  ?'* 

He  has  tried  his  hand  at  Upper  Canada  and  Lower  Egypt — 
and  spent  some  **  Evenings  in  Greece  ;"  but  "  disastrous  twi- 
light" and  the  "chain  of  silence"  (whatever  that  ornament 
may  be)  now  hangs  over  him. 

" HoraB  Sinicae"  found  favour  in  the  "barbarian  eye;" 
Yiscount  Kmgsborough  has  been  smitten  with  the  brunette 
muses  of  Mexico.  Lord  Byron  once  set  up  "  Hebrew  Melo- 
dies," and  had  a  season  of  it ;  but  Murray  was  soon  compelled 
to  hang  the  noble  poet*s  Jew's-harp  on  the  willows  of  modem 
Babylon.  We  recollect  when  there  was  a  rage  for  German 
and  High  Dutch  poetry.  The  classics  of  Greece  and  Borne, 
with  their  legitimate  descendants,  those  of  France,  Italy, 
and  England,  were  flung  aside  for  the  writers  of  Scandinavia 
and  the  poets  of  the  Danube.  Tired  of  nectar  and  ambrosia, 
my  public  sat  down  to  a  platter  of  foucrfrout  with  Kant, 
Goethe,  and  Klopstock.  The  chimeras  of  transcendental 
and  transrhenane  philosophers  found  admirers ! — ^*twa8  the 
reign  of  the  nightmare — 

"  Omnigenilmque  Deiim  monstra,  et  latrator  Anubis, 
Contra  Keptunum  et  Yenerem,  contraque  Minervam.'* 

jEneid  VIlL 

But  latterly  Teutonic  authors  are  at  a  discount ;  and,  in 
spite  of  the  German  confederacy  of  quacks  and  dunces, 
common  sense  has  resumed  its  empire,  ^ot  that  we  object 
to  foreign  literature,  provided  we  get  productions  of  genius 
and  taste.  The  Bomans  in  their  palmiest  days  of  conquest 
gave  a  place  in  the  Pantheon  to  the  gods  of  each  province 
they  had  added  to  their  empire ;  but  they  took  care  to 
select  the  most  graceful  and  godlike  of  these  foreign  deities, 
eschewing  what  was  too  u^y  to  figure  in  company  with 
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Apollo.    Turn  we  now  to  Prout  and  his  gleanings  in  the 
fertile  field  of  his  selection,  '*  Hesperi^  in  magn^." 

OLIVER  YOEKE. 

Mamh  If/,  1835. 


WaiergraithiU,  Feb,  1830. 

I  BESUHE*  to-night  the  topic  of  Italian  minstrelsy.  In 
conning  over  a  paper  penned  by  me  a  few  evenings  ago,  I 
do  not  feel  satisfied  with  the  tenour  of  my  musings.  The 
start  from  the  fountain  of  Yaucluse  was  fair ;  but  after 
gliding  along  the  classic  Fo  and  the  majestic  Tiber,  it  was 
an  unseemly  termination  of  the  essay  to  engulf  itself  in  the 
cavity  of  a  bob-wig.  An  unlucky  "  cul  de  sac,^*  into  which 
I  must  h'ive  strolled  imder  sinister  guidance.  Did  Molly 
put  an  extra  glass  into  my  vesper  bowl  ? 

When  the  frost  is  abroad  and  the  moon  is  up,  and  naught 
disturbs  the  serenity  of  this  mountain  wilderness,  and  the 
bright  cheerful  burning  of  the  fragrant  turf-fire  betokehs 
the  salubrity  of  the  circumambient  atmosphere,  I  experi- 
ence a  buoyancy  of  spirit  unknown  to  the  grovelling  sen- 
sualist or  the  votary  of  fashion.  To  them  it  rarely  occurs 
to  know  that  highest  state  of  enjoyment,  expressed  with 
curious  felicity  in  the  hemistich  of  Juvenal,  "  Mens  sana  in 
corpore  sano^  Could  they  relish  with  blind  old  Milton  the 
nocturnal  visitings  of  poesy ;  or  feel  the  deep  enthusiasm 
of  those  ancient  hermits  who  kept  the  desert  awake  with 
canticles  of  praise ;  or,  with  the  oldest  of  poets,  the  Ara- 
bian Job,  commune  with  heaven,  and  raise  their  thoughts  to 
the  Being  "  wAo  giveth  songs  in  the  night^^  (Job  xxxv.  10), 
they  would  acknowledge  that  mental  luxuries  are  cheaply 
purchased  by  the  relinquishment  of  grosser  delights.  A 
Greek  (Eustathius)  gives  to  Night  the  epithet  of  luf ^ov»j,  or 
"parent  of  happy  thoughts:"  and  the  "  Noctes  Attica)"  of 
Aulus  Gellius  are  a  noble  prototype  of  numerous  lucubra- 
tions rejoicing  in  a  similar  title, — from  the  "  Mille  et  une 
Nuits"  to  the  "Notti  Komane  al  Sepolcro  dep;li  Scipioni," 
from  Young's  plaintive  "  Night  Thoughts"  to  the  "  Ambro- 
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Bian"  pemoctationa  called  amfirnaaniF, — all  oenring  testt- 
mony  to  the  genial  influence  of  the  stilly  hour.  The  bird  of 
Minerva  Bymbolized  wisdoni,  from  the  drcamstaace  of  its 
contempt  for  the  vulgarities  of  day ;  and  Horace  sigha  with 
becoming  emotion  when  he  calls  to  hia  reri^llection  the 
glorious  banquetingB  of  thought  and  genius  of  which  tha 
sable  goddess  was  the  ministrant — O  noetu  eamirjiie  Deum  ! 
TertuUian  tella  ub,  in  the  second  chapter  of  the  immortal 
"  Apology,"  that  the  early  Christiana  spent  the  night  in 
pious  "melodies,"  that  rooming  often  dawued  upon  their 
"songs" — anteliicanu  Aoria  canebant.  He  refers'  to  the  tes- 
timony of  Pliny  (the  Proconsul's  letter  to  Trajan)  for  the 
truth  of  hia  statement.  Yet,  with  all  these  matters  storing 
him  in  the  face,  Tom  Moore,  led  away  by  liia  usual  levity, 
nnd  addressing  some  foolish  girl,  thiuKS  nothing  of  the  pro- 
posal "  to  steal  a  few  hours  from  the  night,  my  itear .'  — a 
■acrilege,  which,  in  his  eye,  no  doubt,  amounted  only  to  a 
sort  of  petty  larceny.  But  Tom  Campbell,  with  that  phi- 
losophic turn  of  mind  for  which  he  is  so  remarkable,  con- 
nects the  idea  of  inspiration  with  the  period  of  "  sunset :" 
the  erening  of  life,  never  fiuling  to  bring  "  mystical  lore." 
Impressed  with  these  convictions,  the  fatlier  of  Italian  song, 
in  the  romantic  dwelling  which  he  had  built  unto  himself 
on  the  sloping  breast  of  the  Euganeian  hilts,  spent  the  de- 
dine  of  his  days  in  the  contemplation  of  loftiest  theories, 
varying  his  nocturnal  devotions  with  the  sweet  sound  of  tlie 
lule,  and  rapt  in  the  alternate  Elysium  of  piety  and  poetry. 
In  these  ennobling  raptures  he  exhaled  the  sweet  perfume 
of  his  mind's  immortal  essence,  which  gradually  disengaged 
itself  from  its  vase  of  clay.  "  Oblivion  stole  upon  his  veetAl 
lamp :"  and  one  morning  he  was  found  dead  m  his  library, 
reclining  in  an  arm-chair,  his  head  resting  on  a  book,  20tU 
July,  1374, 

whctber  the  enviable  fate  of  Petrarca  will  be  mine,  I 
know  uot.  But,  like  him.  I  find  in  literature  and  the 
rtmgeniat  admiitiirc  of  holier  meditations  a  solace  and  a 
(.-ororort  in  old  n^e.  In  his  writings,  in  his  loves,  in  his  sor- 
rows, in  the  suhlirae  aspirations  of  hia  sou!,  1  ean  freely 
sympathise,  Laura  is  to  me  the  same  being  of  exalted 
ccQence  and  cherished  purity ;  and,  in  echoing  from  ' 
hill  the  atrains  of  his  immortal  !y; 


». 
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ehnre  the  blessing  which  he  has  bequeathed  to  all  who 
should  advance  and  extend  the  fame  of  his  beloved : 

"Benedette  sian*  le  Tooe  tante  ch*  io 
'  Chiamando  il  nome  di  mia  donna  ho  aparte, 
.         X  bmStdBite  Mian*  tutte  le  ohtarU 
Ore  io  £una  ne  aoqaiato.** 

My  ** papers"  vmy  promote  his  wishes  in  this  respect.  Dis- 
engaged*  £r6m  all  the  ties  that  bind  others  to  existence, 
Bolitury,  childless,  what  occupation  more  suitable  to  my 
remniant  of  life  could  I  adopt  than  the  exercise  of  memory 
and  mind  of  which  they  are  the  fruit  P  When  I  shall  seek 
my  lonely  pillow  to-night,  after  "  outwatching  the  bear,"  I 
shall  cheermlly  consign  another  document  to  '*  the  chest," 
and  bid  it  go  join,  in  that  miscellaneoiis  aggregate,  the 
mental  progeny  of  my  old  age.  This  "  chest**  may  be  the 
coffin  of  my  thoughts,  or  the  cradle  of  my  renown.  In  it 
my  Aeditations  may  be  matured  by  some  kind  editor  into 
ultimate  manhood,  to  walk  the  world  and  tell  of  their  pa- 
rentage ;  or  else  it  may  prove  a  silent  sarcophagus,  where 
they  may  moulder  in  decay.  In  either  case  I  am  resigned. 
I  envy  not  the  more  fortunate  candidates  for  public  favour : 
I  hola  enmity  to  none.  ¥ov  my  readers,  if  I  have  any,  all 
I  expect  on  their  part  is,  that  they  may  exhibit  towards  a 
feebie  gamilous  old  man  the  same  disposition  he  feels  for 
them.  'Otfyjv  diavotav  tyca  d/ariXu  iyjuvr^ag  crayrc;  bfLai  TO(roL\jTr,v 
6taTt\iffrai  fioi  T^og  rovrovi  rov  wywa.     {Ar,/io(r6.  Tt^i  tfTt^av.) 

This  exordium  of  that  grand  masterpiece,  in  which  the 
Atlieuian  vindicates  his  title  to  a  crown  of  gold  presented 
by  his  fellow-citizens,  leads  me,  by  a  natural  transition,  to 
a  memorable  event  in  Pctrarca's  life,  —  that  ebullition 
of  cnthuaiasm,  when  the  senators  of  Kome,  at  the  sugges- 
tion of  Jiobcrt,  King  of  Naples,  and  with  the  applause  and 
concurrence  of  all  the  in'O  states  of  Italy,  led  the  poet  in 
triumph  to  tho  Capitol,  and  placed  on  his  venerable  head  a 
wn^atii  of  laurt'l.  The  coronation  of  the  laureate  who  first 
bore  the  title,  is  too  important  to  be  lightly  glanced  at. 
The  ini2:onious  Mad.  do  StaCl  (who  has  done  more  by  her 
*•  Do  rAUeinap^ne"  to  give  vogiie  to  Germanic  literaturt^ 
than   the  wlioK*   sclii'iltcry  of   J)utch   authorship  and   thy 
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lonbcsfolge  of  Teutonic  writers),  in  her  romnnce  of  "  Conn- 
Da."  baa  eeixed  with  avidity  on  the  incident. 

Concerning  this  eolemn  incorooation,  we  hare  from  tho 
pen  of  an  eye-nntnesB,  Guide  d' Arezzo,  details,  told  in  style 
most  quaint,  and  with  sundry  characteristie  comments.  In 
those  days  of  primeval  simpiicitv',  in  the  absence  of  pverr 
other  topic  of  eiciteuient  (for  the  cruaadea  had  well  nigb 
worn  themEelves  out  of  popular  favour),  the  delal  attendant 
on  this  occurrence  possesaed  a  sort  of  European  interest. 
The  name  of  the  "  laureate"  (now  worn  by  the  reuerable 
dweller  of  the  lakes,  the  patriarch  Southey)  was  then  first 
proclaimed,  amid  the  shouts  of  applauding  thousands,  on 
the  seven  hiDs  of  the  Eternal  City,  and  echoed  back  with 
enthusiasm  from  the  remotest  comers  of  Christendom.  In 
a  subsequent  age,  whin  the  same  honour,  with  the  sanie  im- 
posing ceremonial,  was  to  be  conferred  on  Tagsu.  I  doubt 
whether  the  event  would  have  eulisted  to  the  same  citent 
the  sympathies  of  Europe,  or  the  feelings  even  of  tbe  Ita- 
lian public.  It  were  hootlesg,  however,  to  dwell  on  tlic  pro- 
babibties  of  the  cose ;  for  Death  interposed  his  veto,  and 
stretched  out  his  bony  hand  between  the  laurel  wreath  and 
the  poor  maniac's  brow,  who,  on  the  very  eve  of  tbe  day 
filed  for  his  ovation,  eipircd  on  the  Janiculum  hill,  in  tire 
romantic  bennitage  of  St.  Onufrio.  Oft  have  I  sat  under 
that  same  eioiater-wull,  where  he  loved  to  bask  in  the  mild 
ray  of  the  setting  sun,  and  there,  with  Home's  awful  volume 
spread  out  before  tne,  pondered  on  the  frivolity  of  fame. 
Ilie  ever-enduring  vine,  with  its  mellow  freight  depeudent 
from  the  antique  pillara,  clustered  above  my  head  ;  while  at 
my  feet  lay  the  flagstone  that  once  covered  his  remains ;  and 
"  bssA  TonQUATi  Tassi,"  deep  earied  on  the  marble  Itiior, 
abundantly  fed  the  meditative  mind.  Fetrnrca's  grave  I 
had  previously  visited  in  the  mountain  hamlet  of  Arquli. 
during  my  rambles  through  Lombnrdy ;  and  while  I  silently 
recalled  the  inscription  thereon,  I  breathed  for  both  tbe 
prayer  that  it  contains— 


•  The  Ecr.  Lawrence  Sictud,  in   hu  tctj  reputable  work   colled 
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But  a  truce  to  this  moralising  train  of  thought,  and  turn 
we  to  the  gay  scene  described  by  G-uido  d'  Arezzo.  Be  it 
then  understood,  that  on  the  morning  of  Easter  Sunday, 
April  15,  1341,  a  period  of  the  ecclesiastical  year  at  which 
crowds  of  pilgrims  visited  the  shrine  of  the  apostles,  and 
Borne  was  thronged  with  the  representatives  of  every  Chris- 
tian land,  after  the  performance  of  a  solemn  high  mass  in 
the  old  Basilica  of  St.  Peter's  (for  religion  in  those  days 
mixed  itself  up  with  every  public  act,  and  sanctified  every 
undertaking),  the  decree  or  Eobert,  King  of  Naples,  was 
duly  read,  setting  forth  how,  after  a  diligent  examination 
ana  trial  lA  all  the  departments  of  poetry  and  all  the  ac- 
complishments of  elegant  literature,  in  addition  to  a  know- 
ledge most  extensive  of  theology  and  history,  Francis  Pe- 
tran^a  had  evinced  unparalleled  proficiency  in  all  the  recog- 
nised acauirements  of  scholarship,  and  given  undoubted 
proofs  of  ability  and  genius ;  wherefore,  in  his  favour,  it 
seemed  fit  and  becoming  that  the  proudest  mark  of  distinc- 
tion known  among  the  ancient  Eomans  should  be  conferred 
on  him,  and  that  all  the  honours  of  the  classic  triumph 
should  be  revived  on  the  occasion.  It  will  be  seen,  how- 
ever, from  the  narrative  of  Guide,  that  some  slight  variations 
of  costume  and  circumstance  were  introduced  in  the  course 
of  the  exhibition,  and  that  the  getting  up  of  the  affair  was 
not  altogether  in  literal  accordance  with  the  rubrics  which 
regulated  such  processions  in  the  days  of  Paul  us  ^milius, 
when  captive  kings  and  the  milk-white  bulls  of  Clytumnus 
adorned  the  pageantry — 

'*  Romanos  ad  texnpla  Deiim  dux^ro  triumphos.*' 

Georff.  II. 

**  Thev  put  on  his  right  foot  (Guido  loquitur)  a  sandal  of 
red  leather,  cut  in  a  queer  shape,  and  fastened  round  the 
ankle  with  purple  ligatures.  This  is  the  way  tragic  poets 
are  shod.     His  left  foot  they  then  inserted  into  a  kind  of 

"  TriBtram  Slmndy,"  has  the  eflVontery  to  translate  the  curse  of  Enicl- 
phui,  Ex  autoritate  Deiet  Virginia  Dei  gene  trieis  Mana^  **  By  the  autho- 
rity of  God  and  of  the  Virgin,  mother  and  patronets  of  our  Saviour  !" 
thus  distorting  the  original,  to  insinuate  prejudice  against  a  class  of 
fellow- Christians.  Ohjectiou  may  be  felt  to  the  predominance  of  the 
ieeling  in  question, — but  fair  play,  Yorick !— Fbout. 
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buBkin.  of  violet  colour,  made  fast  to  the  leg  witli  bloB 
tliongB.  This  is  the  emblem  worn  by  writers  in  the  comio 
line,  and  those  who  compose  agreeable  and  pleasaol  matten. 
Tioiet  is  the  proper  colour  of  love. 

"  Over  bis  tunic,  which  was  of  grey  ailk,  they  placed  a 
mantle  of  velvet,  lined  with  green  satin,  to  show  that  a 
poet's  ideas  should  always  bo  fresh  and  new.  Bound  his 
neck  they  hung  a  chain  of  diamonds,  to  signify  that  bis 
thoughts  should  he  brilliant  and  dear.  There  are  many 
mysteries  in  poetry. 

"  They  then  pUced  on  his  bead  a  mitre  of  gold  clotb, 
tapering  upwards  in  a  conical  shape,  that  the  wreaths  and 
garlands  might  be  more  easily  worn  thereon.  It  had  two 
tails,  or  skirts,  falling  behind  on  the  shouldera  like  the  milre  < 
of  a  bishop.  There  hung  by  his  side  a  lyre  (which  is  the 
poet's  iastniment),  suspended  from  a  gold  chain  of  inter- 
woven figures  of  snakes,  to  give  him  to.  nnderetand  that  bis 
mind  must  figuratively  change  its  skin,  and  constantly  re- 
new its  envelope,  like  the  serpent.  When  they  had  thus 
equipped  bim,  they  gave  him  a  young  maiden  to  hold  up  his 
train,  her  hair  falling  loose  in  rin^letB,  and  her  feet  naked. 
She  was  dressed  in  the  fur  of  a  bear,  and  held  a  lighted 
torch.  This  ia  the  emblem  of  folly,  and  is  a  constant  at- 
tendant on  poets !" 

When  "the  businesa  of  day"  was  over,  the  modern 
fashion  of  winding  up  such  displays  was  perfectly  well  un- 
derstood even  at  that  remote  period,  and  a  dinner  was  givea  ■ 
to  the  lion  of  the  hour  in  the  still-sumptuous  ball  of  tbe 
Palazzo  Colonna.  His  "feeding-time"  being  duly  got 
through,  poetry  and  music  closed  the  eventful  evening  ;  and 
Pctrarca  delighted  his  nohle  host  and  the  assembled  rank 
and  fashion  of  Borne  by  dancing  a  Moorish  pat  teul  wilb 
Burprieing  grace  and  aguitj. 

Covered  with  honours,  and  flushed  with  the  applause  uf 
his  fellow-countrymeO;  the  father  of  Italian  song  w.i*  nut 
insensible  to  the  lii^ciuations  of  literary  renown,  nor  dmf  to 
the  wUisperiugB  of  glory ;  but  love,  the  most  ciitlted  and 
refined,  was  §tiU  the  guiding  star  of  his  path  and  the  arbiter 
of  his  destiny,  lie  bas  left  us  the  avowal  himself,  in  that 
taaatiful  record  of  his  inmost  feelings  which  he  has  entJUed 
Francisci  Petrnrchie,"  where,  in  a  fimae^ 
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logue  with  the  kindred  soul  of  St.  Augustin,  be  pours  forth 
the  fulness  of  his  heart  with  all  the  sincerity  of  nature  and 
of  genius.  No  two  clerical  characters  seem  to  have  been 
endowed  by  nature  with  more  exquisite  sensibilities  than 
the  African  bishop  and  the  priest  of  Provence.  In  the  midst 
of  his  triumph  his  thoughts  wandered  away  to  the  far- 
,  distant  object  of  his  affection  ;  and  his  mind  was  at  Yau- 
cluse  while  the  giddy  throng  of  his  admirers  showered 
garlands  and  burnt  incense  around  his  person.     He  fondly 

f pictured  to  himself  the  secret  pride  which  the  ladye  of  his 
ove  would  perhaps  feel  in  hearing  of  his  fame ;  and  the 
laurel  was  doubly  dear  to  him,  because  it  recalled  her  cher- 
ished name.  The  utter  hopelessness  of  his  passion  seemed 
to  shed  an  undeiinable  hallowedness  over  the  sensations  of 
his  heart ;  and  it  must  have  been  in  one  of  those  moments 
of  tender  melancholy  that  he  penned  the  following  graceful, 
but  mysterious  narrative  of  a  supposed  or  real  apparition. 

donetto. 

Una  Candida  oerva  sopra  1'  orba 

Verde  m'  apparvo  con  duo  coma  d*  ore 
Fra  duo  riviere  all*  ombra  d*  un  nlloro, 

Levando  '1  sole  alia  stagion  acerba. 

Era  sua  yista  b\  dolce  superba, 

Ch'  i*  lasciai  per  seguirla  ogni  lavoro  j 
Come  r  Rvaro  die  'n  cercar  tesoro, 

Con  diletto  1*  aiTanno  disacerba. 

"  NEBsry  MI  TOCCHI,"  al  bel  coUo  d'  inlonio 

Scritto  avcva  di  diamanti,  e  di  topazj  ; 
"  Libera  farmi  al  mio  Cssare  farve." 

Ed  era  '1  sol  gi&  yolto  al  mezzo  giorno 

Gli  occbi  miei  stanohi  di  mirar,  uon  snsi 
Qiiand'  io  caddi  ncU'  acqua,  ed  clla  sparve. 

€:{)e  Virion  of  ^etrarca. 

A  form  I  saw  with  secret  nwo — nor  ken  I  what  it  warns  ; 
Pure  as  the  snow,  a  gentle  doe  it  Boomed  with  silver  honin. 
Erect  phe  stood,  close  by  a  wood  between  two  running  streams  ; 
And  brightly  shone  the  morning  sun  upon  tliat  land  of  dreams  ! 

Tlie  pictured  hind  fancy  designed  glowing  with  love  and  hope  ; 
Graceful  she  stept,  but  distant  kept,  like  the  timid  antelope; 
Playful,  yet  coy — with  secret  joy  lier  image  filled  my  soul  j 
And  o'er  the  sense  soft  iiiilucuco  of  sweet  oblivion  stole. 


8S2  FATITEH  piioct's  HElIqrEfl. 

Gold  T  b«]jeM  and  emerald  on  the  collar  ibst  she  ware  t 
Wordf  too — but  theirs  were  characWrB  of  legeniUrj  lore  : 
■■  <r>«B['B  Hunt  IiBiti  maot  mi  fin ;  ann  tbtt'  faia  teUmn  ibnrgi, 
aniDU(t)tS  be  mm  o'tr  tjiU  anD  gltn  £  uaanlKi:  iiirt  it  laret." 

The  Bun  hud  now  with  radiant  brow  ulimbed  his  meridian  throne, 

Yet  still  mine  eje  untiringly  gBZpd  on  that  loTolj  One. 

X  TOice  was  heard — qmek  Asappeared  ray  dream.      The  spoU  vu 

broken- 
Then  came  diatrcaa — to  the  oonsciouBnas  of  life  I  had  awolum ! 

BtiU,  the  Boid  of  Petrarca  wns  nt  times  acceEBiblt?  to 
atenier  impreasions.  The  cnJl  of  patriotism  uevcr  failed  to 
find  a  responsive  echo  in  the  hreagt  of  Italy's  moat  dUtrn- 
guished  Bon;  and  when,  at  the  death  of  Benedict  XII., 
which  occurred  at  this  juncture,  there  arose  a  favourahlo 
chance  of  serving  his  country,  by  restoring  the  papal  re- 
aidence  to  the  widowed  city  of  Home,  he  eagerly  offered 
himself  as  one  of  the  deputies  to  proceed  to  ATignoE  for 
the  accomplishment  of  this  wiabed-for  consummatioa. 
Whether  a  secret  aniiety  to  revisit  the  scene  of  his  early 
affections,  and  to  enjoy  once  more  the  presence  of  bis  mis- 
tress, may  have  mixed  itself  up  with  the  aspirations  of 
patriotism,  it  would  not  be  easy  to  decide;  but  he  eutereil 
into  the  project  with  all  the  wurmtU  of  a  devoted  lover  of 
Italy.  His  glorious  dilh3'nunb  to  that  deliglitfiil,  but  eoB- 
quercd  and  divided  laud,  so  often  quoted,  translate,  and 
admired,  is  sufficient  evidence  of  his  sentiments :  btit  lie 
has  taken  care  to  put  the  matter  beyond  doubt  in  hia  vi. 
corous  pamphlet,  "  De  Libertate  capesacndi  ExJiortntio  od 
Nicolaiun  Laurentium."  Xliis  "  Ntcbolos"  was  no  other  than 
the  famous  tribune  Cola  Kienri,  who,  mainly  escited  by  the 
prose  as  well  aa  the  poetry  of  Petrarca,  raised  the  standard 
of  independence  agninst  the  petty  tyrants  of  the  Eternal 
City  in  1315,  and  for  a  briei'  bvux  rescued  it  from  thraldom. 

Poetry  is  the  nurse  of  freedom.  From  Tyrtjeus  to  Bii- 
nnger,  the  Sluse  has  befriended  through  every  age  the  caoae 
of  liberty.  The  pulse  of  patriotism  never  beats  witb  bolder 
throb  than  when  the  sound  of  martial  song  awells  in  the  full 
chorus  of  manly  voices ;  and  It  wo*  in  a  great  measure  the 
rude  energy  of  the  "  Mnraeillaiao"  that  won  for  the  ragged 
and  shoeless  gren-idicra  of  the  Convention  the  ric"— -!----*■ 
Valmy  and  Jemmappe.      In  our  own  country, 
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naval  odes,  fuU  of  inspiriting  thought  and  sublime  imagery, 
have  not  a  little  contributed  to  our  maintaining  in  perilous 
limes  the  disputed  empire  of  the  ocean  against  Napoleon. 
Never  was  a  pension  granted  with  more  propriety  than  the 
tribute  to  genius  voted  in  this  case  at  the  recommendation 
of  George  III.;  and  I  suppose  a  similar  reward  has  attended 
the  authors  of  the  "Mariners  of  England,"  and  "The  Battle 
of  Copenhagen."  As  we  have  come  insensibly  to  the  topic 
of  maritime  minstrelsy,  I  imagine  that  a  specimen  of  the 
stuff  sung  by  the  Venetian  sailors,  at  the  time  when  that 
Queen  of  the  Adriatic  reigned  over  the  waters,  may  not  be 
uninteresting.  The  subject  is  the  naval  victory  which,  at 
the  close  of  the  sixteenth  century,  broke  the  colossal  power 
of  the  Sublime  Porte ;  for  which  occurrence,  by  the  by, 
Europe  was  mainly  indebted  to  the  exertions  of  Pope  Pius  V . 
and  the  prowess  of  one  Miguel  Cervantes,  who  had  a  limb 
shattered  in  the  milde, 

Barjelletta  Ka  cautar  per  la  Ttttotta  Ki  tcpanto. 


Otntiam  tuiti  allegramente, 
Onik,  putti !  attontamente 
Caniiam  tutti  la  rovina 
Ch*  alia  ffcnto  Saracina 
Dato  ha  I)io  si  fortemente. 

Caniiam  tutti  allefframente, 
Che  con  straccio  eu  fier  drngono 
Squarci6  il  fronte  si  crudele, 
Clio  mal  pill  drizzork  vele, 
Che  ncl  mar  sia  si  possunte. 

Cantiam  tutti  allegramente, 
Cantiam,  putti !  pur  ognora, 
Ch*  il  ludron  di  Caracossa 
Fait'  ha  1'  Aqua-solsa  rosaa 
Del  suo  sangue  di  serpeuto. 

Cantiam,  putti !  allegramente, 
Di  ire  soi  d'  otto  c  di  vciiti 
Oaleotte  e  altri  legni 
Fii  il  fracasso — o  Turchi !  dcgni 
Del  gran  fuoco  ctemamcnte ! 


Cantiam  pur  allegramente, 
Come  poi  pid  delle  venti 
Ne  fur  prose  cento  cd  ottanta, 
E  dci  morti  poi  scssanta 
Mila  e  piil  di  quella  gcnte. 

Cantiam  tutti  allegramente ; 
Ma  ben  duolmi  a  dir  ch'  i  uostri 
Fur  da  setto  mila  ed  otto 
Ivl  morti  (so  '1  ver  noto), 
Combattendo  audaccmente. 

Cantiam  tutti  allegramente, 
Dopo  qucsti,  altri  gucrricri 
Vendicor  coU'  armo  in  mano 
Q.ueUi  0  il  nom  Christiano, 
Per  Tirtii  d'  Iddio  clemente. 

Cantiam  tutti  allegramente ; 
Per  cotal  vittoria  o  tanta, 
Doveremmo  ogni  an  far  fcsta, 
Per  clio  al  mondo  altra  che  quoFta 
Non  fCi  mal  d'  alouno  in  meutc. 


iL  A. 
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JPopuIat  Sallaa  on  t^t  Battit  oE  l^antd. 

Lot  us  sing  hotr  the  boast  of  the  Ssracea  Loit 

In  the  BuJf  of  Lepaoto  waa  seatterad, 
When  each  knight  of  3t.  John's  from  Uis  coonoD  of  brooie 

With  grape-shot  their  argosies  battered. 
Oh  '.  wc  taught  the  Turks  then  that  of  Europe  Ibe  men 

Could  defy  erory  infidol  menace — 
And  tluit  still  o'er  the  main  float  the  eaUeys  of  Spun, 

And  the  red-lion  standard  of  Venice  ! 

Quick  vra  made  the  foe  skulk,  as  we  bhized  at  each  hulk, 

Wliile  thpy  left  m  n  splinter  to  firo  at ; 
And  the  rest  of  them  fled  o'er  the  iratere,  blood  red 
,         With  the  gore  of  the  Ottoman  pirate  ; 
And  our  navy  gave  chase  to  the  infidel  raee. 

Nor  allowed  (hem  a  moment  lo  rally  ; 
And  we  (breed  them  at  length  to  aeknonledge  our  strcngtll 

In  the  trench,  in  the  field,  in  the  galley  I 

Then  our  men  gaTe  a  shout,  and  the  ocean  throughout 

Heard  of  Chriatendora' s  triumph  with  rapture. 
Guleottes  eightj-ninB  of  the  cncmj'i  line 

To  our  awiil-sailing  ships  fell  a  capture  i 
And  I  firmly  maintain  that  the  number  of  slain 

To  at  least  sixtv  Ihouiand  amounted  ; — 
To  be  euro  'twas  sad  work— if  the  hfo  of  a  Turk 

For  a  motnent  were  worth  being  i.'ounteJ. 

We  may  well  feel  cbte  ;  though  I'm  so;-,'j  to  stale. 

That  albeit  by  Ihe  myriad  we've  akin  'em. 
Still,  the  aoas  of  the  Cross  have  to  weep  for  the  loss 

Of  six  tUousaod  who  fell  by  the  Paynim. 
Full  BtODoment  was  due  for  each  man  that  they  slew. 

And  a  hecatomb  paid  for  c^h  hero  i 
But  could  all  that  we'd  kUI  give  a  son  to  Castile, 

Ot  to  MalU  a  brare  laTalliero  P 

St.  Mark  for  the  slain  intercedes  not  in  vain — 

There's  a  mass  at  each  altar  in  Venice ; 
And  the  saints  we  imploro  for  the  banner  they  bora 
Are  Our  Lad]/.  St.  Gtorjit,  and  Si.  Denii. 
Tor  the  braVB  while  wb  grieTc,  in  our  hearts  they  shall  IiTO— 

In  our  mouths  shall  their  praise  be  incessant; 
And  again  and  again  wo  will  boai<t  of  tlio  nton 

Who  baie  humbled  the  pride  of  the  Crescent. 

The  VenetianB  bavB   been  ever   remarkable  for   poetic 
taste;  and  the  verv  hurableet  ulaeses  of  society  amougst 
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tbem  exhibit  a  fondness  for  the  great  masters  of  their  native 
lan^age,  and  a  familiarity  with  the  glorious  effusions  of  the 
national  genius,  quite  unknown  in  the  corresponding  rank 
of  tradesmen  and  artisans  in  England.  Goldoni,  who  wrote 
in  their  own  dialect,  knew  the  sort  of  critics  he  had  to  deal 
with :  and  it  is  a  fact  that  the  most  formidable  judges  of 
dramatic  excellence  at  the  tbeatres  of  Venice  were  the  gon- 
doliers. Addison,  or  rather  Isaac  Bickerstaff,  tells  us  a 
droll  story  about  a  certain  trunkmaker,  who  stationed  him- 
self in  the  gallery  of  Drury  Lane,  and  with  a  whack  of  his 
oaken  cudgel  ratified  the  success  or  confirmed  the  downfal 
of  each  new  tragic  performance.  I  think  the  author  of  the 
"  Spectator"  must  have  had  the  original  hint  of  that  anec- 
dote during  his  stay  at  Venice,  where  such  a  verdict  from 
such  a  quarter  was  a  matter  of  habitual  occurrence.  There 
is  great  delicacy  of  feeling  and  jjolish  of  expression  in  the 
following  ingenious  popular  barcarolle  of  Venetian  origin : — 

**  Prithee,   young  fisherman,   como 
over — 

Ilither  thy  light  bark  bring  j 
Row  to  this  bank,  and  try  recover 

My  treasure — *tis  a  ruig  !'* 


Oh  pescator  dell*  onda, 

Fidelin, 
Vieni  pcscar  in  quk 
Colla  bella  sua  bares. 
Colla  bclla  se  no  vo, 

Fidelin,  lin,  la. 

Che  cosa  vuol  ch'  io  i)csclu  ? 

Fidelin, 
Lionel  die  m'  c  cnsca, 
Colla  bella  bua  bnrca. 
Colla  bella  so  no  va,  &c. 

Ti  dar6  cento  ecudi, 

Fidchn, 
Sta  borsa  ricania, 
Colla  bcUa  sua  barca. 
Colla  bclla  se  no  va,  kc. 

Is  on  vokIio  cento  scudi, 

Fidelin, 
Ne  borstt  rieania, 
Colltt  bella  sua  barca. 
Colla  bella  so  no  va,  &c. 

Io  vo  un  basin  d'  amorc, 

Fidelin, 
Cl»e  quel  uii  pagbcra, 
Colla  bella  aua  bocea. 
Colla  bella  so  ne  va,  &c. 


The  fisher-boy  of  Como's  lake 
His  bonny  boat  soon  brought  her, 

And  promised  for  her  beauty's  sake 
To  search  beneath  the  water. 

"  I'll  give  thee,"  said  the  ladyo  fairi 
"  One  hundred  sequins  briglit. 

If  to  my  villa  thou  wilt  bear, 
Fisher,  that  ring  to«night." 

*'A  hundred  sequins  I'll  rcfuuo 
When  1  shall  come  at  eve  : 

But    there    is    something,    if   you 
choose. 
Lady,  that  you  can  give  '.'* 

The  ring  was    found   beneath   the 
Hood ; 
Nor  need  my  lav  record 
What  was  that  lady's  gratitude, 
What  was  that  youtli's  rcwartL 

▲  Jl2 
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A  Milanese  poet,  rejoicing  in  the  intellectual  patronymic 
of  Nicodemo,  has  distinguished  himself  in  a  different  species 
of  composition,  viz.  the  heroic.  There  is,  however,  1  am 
free  to  confess,  a  rather  ungenerous  sort  of  exultation  over 
a  fallen  foe  perceptible  in  the  lyrical  poem  which  I  am 
about  to  introduce  for  the  first  time  to  a  British  public. 
DrydeH  has  very  properly  excited  our  commiseration  for 
'*  Darius,  great  and  good,  deserted  in  his  utmost  need 
by  those  his  former  bounty  fed  ;"  but  far  different  are  the 
sentiments  of  Signer  Nicodemo,  who  does  not  hesitate  to 
denounce  the  vanquished  in  no  very  measured  terms  of  op- 
probrious invective.  I  suspect  he  has  been  equally  profuse 
of  lavish  encomium  during  its  prosperous   days  on  that 

?ower  which  he  seeks  to  cover  with  derision  in  its  fall :  and 
need  not  add  that  I  totally  dissent  from  the  political 
opinions  of  the  author.  However,  let  the  gentle  reader 
form  his  own  estipiate  of  the  poet's  performance. 


di  NapoUone  Bonaparte  tenia 
tpada^  e  eenza  baitongy  e 
tenza  eapello,  eferiio  in  if«f- 
ia;  tacquUtofaliodei  PmS' 
iiani  de  oro,  argento,  bril' 
lantif  e  di  tuo  manto  impe- 
riale;  e  finalmente  il  felice 
ritomo  nella  eiiitt  di  Parigi 
di  ma  maetiit  Luiffi  XVII f» 

Di  Nicodemo  LcrmiL 

AtLLdl^Malbrook.'* 

Gii  vinto  Napoleone 
Con  fii^  desperata, 
"Frk  1a  Prussiana  armata 
Di  trapassar  tent6 ; 

Ma  sgombro  di  tesori, 
Deluso  nei  diBegni — 
Privo  d*impero  e  regni, 
Qual  nacque,  ritomd. 

Afflitto  e  delirante, 
Confuso  e  sbigottito, 
Col  capo  8U0  tiTito, 
•D  mi&cro  fuggL 


iiimt 


9  tLxm  BallaH, 

eontaitUng  the  FUyhi  of  Napoleon  Buomm* 
parte^  toith  the  lost  of  hit  sword,  his  hnt^ 
and  imperial  baton,  besides  a  wound  in  tha 
head;  the  good  hick  of  the  PrnMsiant  in 
getting  hold  of  hit  valuables^  in  diamoudt 
and  other  property :  and,  lasllg,  the  happy 
entry  of  hit  Majesty ^  Low  IHxhuit^  into 
Paris, 

From  the  Italian  of  Nicodamus  LermiL 

Tun R— "On  Linden  when.** 

When  BonaparU,  overcomo, 

Fled  from  the  sound  of  Prussian  dram, 

Aghast,  discomfited,  and  dumb. 

Wrapt  in  his  roquelaure,-^ 

To  wealth  and  power  he  bade  adieu— 
AiCurs  were  looking  Frutsic  blue : 
In  emblematic  tatters  flew 

The  glorious  tricolor. 

What  once  had  seemed  fixt  as  a  rock. 
Had  now  received  a  fatal  shock ; 
And  lie  himself  had  got  a  knock 

From  a  Cossack  on  the  head ! 
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Senza  poter  portarsi, 
Spada,  baston,  capeUo, 
InTolto  in  un  mantello 
Da  tutt'  i  suoi  sparl. 

Argento,  oro,  brillanti, 
II  uianto  8U0  imperiale. 
Con  gioia  uniyenale 
Da'  Prussi  s'  acquiBtd. 

Ma  non  pott^  acquistarai 
(Ben  che  non  y*  h  paura) 
L'  autor  d'  ogni  sreniura, 
Che  tutti  rovin6. 

Fogitto  Buonapart^ 
Subito  entr6  in  Pariffi 
II  buon  aorran  Luigi, 
Cbe  tutti  rallegrd. 

¥ii  la  citUi  di  notte 
Da  ognuno  illuminata ; 
Piik  yista  amena  e  grata 
Giammai  non  si  mird. 

Bimbombo  di  canoni, 
Acclamazion  di  "EvTiva!" 
Per  tutto  se  scntiva 
Frcquento  replicar. 

La  Candida  bandiera, 
C'oi  giglj  cho  tenera, 
Por  tutto  si  Todera 
Pi&  spesso  yentilar. 

Spettacolo  si  vago, 
Uicordo  si  giocondo, 
Pnrigi,  Italia,  il  mondo, 
Fo  tutti  consolar. 

I'erche  fugg\  ramingo, 
10  con  suo  dcsonore, 
L'  indcgno  usurpatorc— 
E  non  pu6  pi    regnar. 

Miimt  e  Napolcone 
Tonoto  i  cuori  a  freno 
Non  Ti  aTvilite  almcno 
Cho  h  cosa  da  schiattar. 


Gone  was  his  hat,  lost  was  his  hope ; 
T)ie  hand,  that  once  had  smote  the  Pope, 
Had  even  dropped  its  telescope 
In  the  hurry  as  he  fled. 

Old  Bluebell's  corps  a  capture  made 
Of  his  mantle,  sabre,  and  cockade ; 
Which  in  "Rag  Fair*'  would,  "  fix)m  the 
trade," 

No  doubt  a  trifle  fetch. 

But  though  the  Prussians  ('tis  confest) 
Of  all  his  wardrobe  got  the  best, 
(Besides  the  military  chest). 

Himself  they  could  not  catch. 

He's  gone  somewhere  beyond  the  seas, 
To  expiate  his  rogueries : 
King  Louis  in  the  Tuilcries 

Has  recommenced  to  reign. 

Gladness  perrades  the  aUied  camps, 
And  nougnt  the  public  triumph  damps  { 
But  every  house  is  lit  with  lamps. 
E'en  in  each  broken  pane. 

Paris  is  one  Tast  scene  of  joy  ; 
And  all  her  citizens  employ 
Th^ir  tlu'oats  in  shouting  Vive  U  rot  ' 
Amid  the  roar  of  cannon. 

Oh !  when  they  saw  the  "  blanc  drapeau** 
Once  more  displayed,  tliey  shouted  so- 
You  could  have  hoard  them  fi-om  the  Po, 
Or  from  tlio  banks  of  Shannon. 

Gadzooks !  it  was.  upon  my  fay, 
An  European  holydav; 
And  the  land  laughed,  and  all  were  gay, 
Except  the  Mant  cuhlies. 

You'd  see  the  people  playing  cards. 
And  gay  grisettes  and  dragoon  guards 
Dancmg  along  the  boulevards — 

Of  brandy  there  were  lots  I 

Now,  Bonaparte  and  Murat, 

My  worthy  heroes !  after  that, 

I'd  like  to  know  what  you'll  be  at — 

I  think  you  must  feel  nerroui  ! 
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Ma  se  desperazione  Perhaps  you  are  not  so  besotted 

Mai  vi  togliesse  il  lume  As  to  be  cutting  the  "  carotid" — 

II  pia  vicino  fiumo  But  there's  the  horsepond ! — there,  odd 

Potete  ritrovar.  rot  it ! 

From  such  an  end  preserve  us ! 

If  this  poet  Nicodemo  be  in  reality  what  I  surmise  be  is, 
a  literary  renegade,  and  a  wretch  whose  venal  lyre  gives 
forth  alternate  eulogy  and  abuse,  just  as  the  political  ther- 
mometer indicates  rise  or  fall,  I  should  deem  him  a  much 
fitter  candidate  for  the  "  horsepond"  than  either  Bony  op 
Joachim.  But,  alas  !  how  many  sad  instances  have  we  not 
known  of  similar  tergiversation  in  the  conduct  of  gens  de 
lettres  !  I  just  mentioned  Dryden,  commonly  denominated 
"  glorious  John,"  and  what  a  sad  example  is  there  of  poli- 
tical dishonesty !  After  flattering  in  turns  Cromwell  and 
Charles  II.,  King  James  and  King  "William,  he  died  of  a 
broken  heart,  deserted  by  all  parties.  In  his  panegyric  on 
canting  old  Noll,  it  would  seem  that  the  poet  was  at  a  loss 
how  to  grapple  with  his  mighty  subject,  could  not  discover 
a  beginning  to  his  praise :  the  perfect  rotundity  of  the 
theme  precluding  the  possibility  of  finding  commencement 
or  end : 

"  Within  a  fame  so  truly  circular  /** 

But  turning  from  such  conceits,  and  from  courtly  writers, 
to  a  simpler  style  of  thought,  may  I  think  this  trifling,  but 
genuine  rustic  lay  worthy  of  perusal  ? — 

Canjoiutta.  TBxlUgz  dong. 

Son  poTcra  ragazza,  Husbands,  they  tell  me,  gold  hath  won 

E  cerco  di  niarito ;  More  than  aught  eUe  bcsicte  : 

Se  trovo  buon  partito,  Gold  I  have  none ;  can  I  find  one 


Mi  YOglio  maritar. 

Ma  chi  sa  ? 

Chilosa? 
To  cerco  di  marito, 
Se  lo  posso  ritrovar  ? 

To  faccio  la  sartorn, 
Qucsto  5  il  mio  mcstiero; 
Vi  dico  si  davvero, 
E  so  ben  travagliar. 

Ma  chi  sa  ? 

Chilosa? 
lo  ci'rco  di  marito, 
Se  lo  poMO  ritrovar  ? 


To  take  mo  for  liis  bride  ? 
Yet  who  knows 
How  the  wind  blows — 
Or  who  can  say 
I'll  not  find  one  to-day  ? 

I  can  embroider,  I  can  sew — 

A  husband  I  could  aid  ; 
I  have  no  dowry  to  bestow — 
Must  I  remain  a  maid  ? 
Yet  who  knows 
How  the  wind  blow3  — 
Or  who  can  say 
I'll  not  find  one  to-doj  P 
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Qik  d*  aniii  vcnticinque  A  simple  miud  IVe  been  too  long — 

Mi  trovo  cosi  sola,  A  husband  I  would  find  ; 

Vi  giuro  e  do  parola  But  then  to  ask— no  '.—that  were  wrong j 

Mi  sento  al  fin  mancar.  So  I  must  be  resigned. 

Ma  chi  sa  ?  Yet  who  knows 

Chi  lo  sa  ?  How  the  wind  blows— 

lo  oerco  di  marito,  Or  who  can  say 

So  lo  posso  ritro?ar  ?  I'll  not  find  one  to-daj  P 

Simplicity  is  the  inseparable  companion  of  the  graces ; 
and  the  extreme  perfection  of  art  is  to  conceal  itself  under 
the  guise  of  unstudied  negligence.  This  excellence  is  only 
attainable  by  a  few ;  and  among  the  writers  of  antiquity  is 
most  remarkable  in  the  pages  of  Xenophon.  Never  will 
tlie  "  true  ease  in  writing,"  which,  according  to  that  most 
elaborate,  but  still  most  fluent  writer,  Pope,  "  comes  from 
art,  not  chance>"  be  acquired  otherwise  than  by  a  diligent 
study  of  the  old  classics,  and  in  particular  of  what  Horace 
calls  the  exemplaria  Graca,  Placcus  himself,  in  his  sermo 
pedestris,  as  well  as  his  inimitable  lyrics,  has  given  us  beaa- 
tiful  specimens  of  what  seems  the  spontaneous  flow  of  un- 
Btudiea  fancy,  but  it  is  in  reality  the  result  of  deep  thought 
and  of  constant  lirme  labor.  Menzini,  the  author  of  the 
following  sonnet  on  a  very  simple  subject,  must  have  drunk 
deeply  at  the  source  of  Grecian  elegance. 

II  Cnpro. 

Menzini, 

Quel  capro  maledetto  ha  preso  in  uso 

Gir  trii  lo  vite,  e  serapre  in  lor  s'iinpncoia : 
Dch !  per  furlo  scordar  di  simil  tracciu, 

Dagli  d*  un  easso  trh  le  coma  o  '1  muso. 

Se  Bacco  il  guata,  ei  Bccndcn\  ben  giuso 
J)a  quel  buo  carro,  a  cui  lo  tigri  allaccia ; 
Pill  lerocc  lo  sdcgno  oltro  si  caccia 

Quand'  5  con  quel  suo  vin'  misto  e  confuso. 

Fa  di  scacciarlo,  Elpin  ;  fa  clio  non  stenda 

Maligtio  il  dente  ;  o  piil  non  roda  in  vctia 
L*  UTO  nascent  i,  cd  il  lor  numo  oficnda. 

Bi  lui  so  ben  ch'  un  di  V  altar  1*  aspctta } 

Ma  Bacco  e  da  tcmer  cho  ancor  non  prendii 
pel  capro  inaieme  e  del  pastor  vendetta. 


ITATUKK   rBOUT  S   KELI-JUES. 


Cijt  {iitiuBtr. 

Tliere'a  a  goat  in  the  vinejsnl !  an  unbidden  giioat  — 

Ho  comsB  licre  to  detour  and  lo  Immiile ; 
If  )in  lipep  not  aloof,  I  must  malii!,  1  protest, 

or  the  trespassioi;  rogue  ui  exi»npli>. 
Iict  thia  i>taae,  wliich  I  UiiiE  at  hit  ignorant  hou), 

De«f)  imprcut  in  his  ikull  leave  its  mjral, — 
Thqt  n  four-fooie<l  beut  'mid  the  Tinea  should  not  Inad, 

Nor  nttompt  vith  great  Bumltua  lo  qiwrrel. 

Should  the  god  on  his  car,  to  wliieh  tigers  ire  joked, 

Chnnca  (0  puss  and  eap;  such  a  scandal. 
Quiet  he'd  mark  hU  diBpleaiuro-mogt  jiially  prorokoil 

At  the  light  of  this  fou^footed  Vandal. 
To  enconnter  Ids  wrnth,  or  be  found  on  hia  polli. 

In  the  spring  wh*n  his  godihip  is  aober, 
Sillrgoat!  would  he  rath  ; —and  ;ou  fear  not  Ibo  laah 

Of  the  god  in  the  month  of  Oelebtr ! 

la  each  bunch,  thus  profaned  by  am  imolent  tooth, 

There  haa  pcriah'd  a  goblet  of  nectar; 
Fitting  Tongcance  will  folloir  those  gainhula  untoutli, 


For  the  grape  ho»  a  jcaloua  proteclor. 
On  the  altar  of  Bacchus  a  Tictim  niu*t  bleed, 

To  avert  a  mors  Mrrioiu  diaattcr  ; 
Lost  the  ire  of  the  deitj  risit  the  deed 

Of  the  goat  on  hia  negligent  maalw. 

Ifc  19  no  part  of  my  code  of  criticism  to  tolerate,  under 
tlie  plea  of  Bimplicity,  tliat  maudlin,  emasculate  etjie  Bupcr- 
iudiiecd  among  the  Italiana  by  tlieir  language's  folnl  fertility 
in  canorous  rliymee.  The  very  Bweetness  and  nictodvof  tlieiF 
idiom  is  tbus  not  uofrequoatly  the  bone  of  originnf  thought 
and  of  forcible  eipreaeion  ; 

Deh!  fa9!e  lu  men  bella,  o  almen  pid  forts! 
"  ttiiga  ctmoris  "  might  form  a  Bort  of  nmning  marginul  com- 
neut  on  almost  every  page  of  Sletastasio  ;  and  frw  indeed 
•re  the  passages  in  the  worlts  of  some  uf  his  more  t-elebrateil 
I  fellow-coiintrymen  which  I'anbear  to  be  gubmitted  to  the 
t  test  of  trnmlftion.  This  c.i  peri  mental  process  will  ever  be 
destructive  of  wimtcier  relies  oil  mere  euphonous  phrr— 


I  in  Toscoua  "  of  Hedi,  which  the  graceful  pen  of  Leigh  Hunt 
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sought  in  vain  to  popularise  in  English.  So  true  it  is  that 
nothing  can  compensate  for  a  lack  of  ideas — not  even  Delia 
Cruscan  parlance  issuing  from  a  "  bocca  Romana,**  Lord 
Byron  ("Childe  Harold,"  iv.  38),  in  vindication  of  Tasso 
from  the  sarcasm  of  a  French  critic,  denounces,  perhaps 
justly,  Gallia's 

"  creaking  lyre, 
That  whetstone  of  the  teeth,  monotony  in  wire  :** 

for  it  is  admitted  that  the  metallic  strings  he  thus  attributes 
to  the  French  instrument  cannot  vie  in  liquid  harmony  with 
the  softer  catgut  of  its  rival.  But  were  his  lordship  suffici- 
ently conversant  with  the  poets  of  France,  he  would  perhaps 
find  that  they  rarely  substitute  for  rational  meaning  more 
empty  sound.  It  cannot,  on  the  other  hand,  be  denied,  that 
when  a  language  is  thoroughly  pervaded  with  what  the  Greeks 
call  o/M/orf  Xf  uroy,  running,  in  fact,  spontaneously  into  rhyme, 
it  offers  manifold  temptations  to  the  inditing  of  what  are 
called  '*  nonsense  verses."  Like  the  beasts  of  old  entering 
Noah's  Ark  two  and  two,  the  couplets  of  the  Italian  versifier 

air  themselves  of  their  own  accord  without  the  least  trouble. 

ut,  unfortunately,  one  of  the  great  recommendations  of 
rlivme,  as  of  metrical  numbers,  to  the  intellect  is,  the  con- 
sciousness involved  of  a  difficulty  overcome :  and  hence  pre- 
cisely was  the  admiration  excited  by  the  inventive  faculty  of 
the  poet  early  characterised  in  the  words  "  troiivere"  "  trouba' 
fiout'f^*  from  "  trouver,^^  to  *^Jind"  If  there  be  no  research 
requisite — if  the  exploit  be  one  of  obvious  facility — the  mind 
takes  no  interest  in  the  inglorious  pursuit,  which,  under 
such  circumstances,  appears  flat  and  unmeaning.  A  genuine 
poet,  as  well  as  his  reader,  enjoys  the  mental  chase  in  pro- 
portion to  the  wild  and  untameable  nature  of  the  game.  In 
a  word,  Italian  "  bouts  rimks  "  are  far  too  easily  bagged :  the 
Hportsman's  occupation  on  Parnassus  becomes  an  effeminate 
pastime;  'tis,  in  fact,  mere  pigeon-shooting:  whereas  **  optat 
aprum**  has  been  always  predicated  of  the  classic  hunter; 
aud  Jemmy  Thomson  very  properly  observes,  that 

'  Poor  is  the  triumph  o'er  the  timid  hare !" 

.\  11  ingeuious  Frenchman  (the  Chevalier  do  la  Faye),  in 
his  *'  Apology"  for  the  supposed  difficulties  of  rhyme  in  our 
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CiBalplno  (iiftlects,  msiotainB  tLe  tbeory  I  hera  propflj 
some  very  felicitous  liuea,  wliere,  pointiug  the  ottenol 
hia  countrymen  to  the  DumerouB  jela  d'vaa  that  oruamenf ' 
the  gardens  of  the  Tuileries,  Versailles,  and  St.  Cloud,  he 
stepR  up  a  etriking  parallel,  not  Jesa  witty  tlmn  true.     Tlie   | 
strophe  runs  thua  : — 

De  \n  contruntc  rignureofe  From  Ihe  rliyme'i  rcatrictirs  rigMff 

Oft  I'etprit  SEiuble  irfrvri,  I'hought  dsrivn  ilj  innmlM  oft, 

II  iiequiort  uiiE  forc'o  )ieun.'UBi;       Opniusilrswanrn-BtrengtbanilngaaF, 
Qui  I'l^^Te  nu  plus  haul  d^gr^j         Fantj  ipringi  and  huooU  aloR. 
Telia  Cumi  dm  cnnauK  pmaco       So,  in  Icnd^o  conduit)  pent, 
AvMoluB  dc  force  iSlimcifc^  M«uut«  the  liquid  ri>inii'nt, 

L'onue  s'f  live  dans  lc»  rnn, —  liy  |ireiiBUr«  forced  tu  nlimb  1 

£l  la  r^i^lo  qui  asiiible  nuittre       Aiid  iip  irbo  res»d  tlie  n>li>'> : 
N'wt  qti'un  nrt  plus  t'crtun  do     Finda  but  a  &icndty  ninuln 
plniro.  In  Rcowni'i  bdpnulc,  Bk^ 

Ittsjparablc  dca  boux  rori. 

I  must  odd,  that  long  previouBly  the  BBme  doctrft.. 

been  included  by  the  grammarian  Vossius,  in  his  tract 

Viribua  Cantfls  et  Hytlimi,"  where  he  remnrlts,  "hdcrallane 

non  vrnalui  tanihn,  sed  tt  verhorum  consiili/ur  copia."   IleDCO 

it  would  follow,  that  fur  from  being  n  bar  to  the  birth  of 

genuine  poetry  among  the  Northerns,  the  dilfieultiefl  of  & 

ruder  idiom  only  give  an  impulse  to  the  exertion  of  ths 

faculty  itself,  and  a  relish  to  the  eujoyment  of  its  produo 

tiona.     It  becomes  HufTiciently  (ibvtous,  from  whst  we  have 

laid  down,  that  rostrictious  and  shacklea  are  the  very  eesencQ 

of  rhythmic  writing ;  by  deTotiug  himself  to  whiu-h,  the  poet 

aasumes,  of  bis  own  free  will,  the  sitiuition  of  "  Prometheus 

vinctus  ;"  and,  in  n  apirit  nitin  to  that  of  St.  I'aul,  openly 

professes  hia  predilection  for  "  these  bonds,"     I'roae  may 

I   rejoice  in  its  Latin  deKignatiou  of  soluta  oralie  ;  but  &  vo> 

luntary  thraldom  is  the  natural  condition  of  poetry,  na  may 

be  inferred  from  the  converse  term,  oratiii  ilrieta.     Tlio  Ibt- 

f  liaii  poet  is  di&ttnguishable  among  hia  fellow-captives  bjrth« 

I  light  aerial  nature  of  his  fett-ors ;  and  vrrai  achUi  may  bo 

I  mplied  to  more  than  one  epeciea  of  his  countrj'a  wnifie^ 

I  tion.     This  will  strike  any  one  who  takes  up  the  Hlnrtlo  of 

I  nil  opera.     Nevertheless,  let  us  envy  not  the  smooth  and 

I  Sybarite  stanxa,  nor  covet  the  facile  and  flowlnc  rocabi ' 

I  nor  complain  of  the  wild  and  irregulnr  termiiiAtii 

I  which  we  have  to  Btruggle.    There  is  mora  di^i 
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march  of  a  manly  barbarian  tban  in  the  gait  of  an  enervated 
fop ;  and  with  all  the  cumbrous  irons  of  a  rude  language, 
were  it  but  for  his  very  mode  of  bearing  the  chains,  a  Briton 
will  be  still  admired  as  he  treads  the  paths  of  poetry : 

Intactus  aut  Britannus  ut  descenderet 
Sacr&  catenatus  Ti&. 

Epod.  tii. 

I  shall  not  be  accusfed  of  travelling  out  of  the  record  in 
touching  incidentally  on  this  matter,  which,  indeed,  would 
properly  require  a  special  dissertation.  But  to  return  to 
my  theme.  Prom  among  those  numerous  compositions  of 
which  the  "moon,"  a  "nightingale,"  a  "grove,"  and  a 
"  lady's  balcony,"  form  the  old  established  ingredients  in  all 
lang^uages,  I  shall  select  the  following  Italian  specimen, 
which,  if  it  present  little  novelty  of  invention,  has,  en  re* 
vanehe,  deciaedly  the  charm  of  sweetest  melody  of  ex- 
pression. 

detenata. 

ViUoreUu 

Ouarda  che  bianca  luna  1  Ella  clie  il  scnte  appcna 

GKuurda  che  notto  azzurra  j  Giil  vien  di  fronda  in  fronda, 

Un*  aura  non  susurra,  E  par  die  gli  rcsponda 
Kon  tromola  una  stcl.  Non  piongcre,  son  qui. 

L*  usisTiuolotto  solo  Clio  dolci  affotti,  o  Irene, 

Va  daHa  siepe  all'  omo  .  Che  gcmiti  son  qucsti  I 

£  Bospirando  intorno  Ah  !  mal  tu  non  sa^iesti 
Chiama  la  sua  fldel.  Bispondermi  cosL 

a  *eicnntie. 

Pale  to*night  is  the  disc  of  the  moon,  and  of  azure  unmixt 

Is  the  bonny  blue  sky  it  lies  on  ; 
And  silent  the  streamlet,  and  hushed  is  the  zc])hyr,  and  fixt 

Is  each  star  in  the  calm  horizon  ; 
And  the  hamlet  is  lulled  to  repose,  and  all  nature  is  still — 

How  soft,  how  mild  her  slumbers  ! 
And  naught  but  the  nightin^^alc's  noto  is  awake,  and  the  thrill 

Of  liis  sweetly  plaintiTe  numbers. 

Ilis  Bong  wakes  an  echo  !  it  comes  from  the  neighbouring  grovo— 

Love's  sweet  responsiTC  anthem  I 
Lady  I  list  to  the  vocahst  I  dost  thou  not  envy  his  love  I 

And  the  joys  liis  mate  will  ^rant  him  P 
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Oh,  smile  on  thj  loyer  to-night !  let  a  transient  hope 

Ease  the  heart  with  sorrow  laden : 
From  jon  balcony  waye  the  fond  signal  a  moment-*and  ope 

Thj  casement,  fairest  maiden ! 

The  author  of  the  above  is  a  certain  Yittorelli,  celebrated 
among  the  more  recent  poets  of  Italy  for  the  smooth  ame- 
nity of  his  Anacreontics ;  of  which,  however,  I  regret  to 
say  that  many  are  of  a  very  washy  consistency,  generally 
constituting,  when  submittea  to  critical  analysis,  that  sort 
of  chemical  residuum  which  the  French  would  call  '^  de  Veau 
elaire"  An  additional  sample  of  his  style  will  convey  a 
sufficient  notion  of  his  own  and  his  brethren's  capabilities 
in  the  sentimental  line :  but  ere  we  give  the  Italian  original 
with  our  "  translation,"  it  were  advisable  to  attune  our  ear 
to  the  harmony  of  true  "  nonsense  verse,"  of  which  Dean 
Swift  has  left  mankind  so  famous  a  model  in  the  memorable 
ode — 

Fluttering,  spread  thy  purple  pinions, 

Q«ntle  Cupid  !  o*er  mj  neart  j 
While  a  slave  in  thj  dominions, 

Nature  must  give  way  to  art. 

Mild  Arcadians !  erer  blooming, 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks, 
See  my  weary  days  consuming. 

All  beneath  your  flowery  rocks. 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors ! 

Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains, 
Lead  me  to  the  crystal  mirrora 

Watering  soft  Elysian  plains. 

Mournful  cypress,  yerdant  willow, 

Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows ; 
Morpheus,  hoyering  o'er  my  pdlow, 

Hear  me  say  my  dying  yows  I 

Melancholy,  smooth  meander  ? 

Sweetly  purling  in  a  round ; 
On  thy  mai|[in  loyen  wander, 

All  with  flowery  chaplets  crowned— 

t.  e.  "  all  round  my  hat."    Now  for  Yittorelli 
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liftve  lind  in  n  pretty  eitenBive  communication  with  the  in- 
habitants of  tilts  kingdom,  begun  in  early  life,  and  continued 
for  near  forty  years,  I  prayyou,  form  not  yonr  opinion 
from  certain  publications.  Tlie  ranity,  restleesnesa,  and 
petulance  of  those  wbo  bide  their  intrinsic  weaknesB  in 
buetle,  and  uproar,  and  puffing,  and  mutual  quolation  of 
each  other,  make  you  ftagine  that  the  nation's  contemptu- 
ous neglect  is  a  mark  of  acquiescence  in  their  opinions.  Xo 
snub  thing,  I  assure  you !  Because  half-a-doscn  grasshop- 
pers under  a  fern  make  the  field  ring  with  their  importunata 
chink,  while  thousands  of  great  catlle,  rejtosing  under  the 
shulow  of  the  British  oak,  chew  the  cud  and  are  silent,  pray 
do  not  imagine  tliat  those  who  make  the  noiae  are  the  only  ' 
inhabitants  of  the  field." 

It  is  right,  however,  in  common  fairness  towards  Horaee, 
to  remark,  that  while  figliting  in  hia  juTCnile  days  under  tho 
banners  of  Brutus,  even  then  he  never  for  a  moment  ctin- 
tein plated  Mob-aBcen dene j^  in  Eome  as  the  ultimate  result 
of  his  patriotic  efl'ortB.  Like  Cato  and  Tully,  in  the  part  he 
took  he  merely  espoused  the  cause  of  the  Senate  in  oppo- 
sition to  that  of  a  freusied  rabble,  rushing  on,  with  swinish 
desperation,  to  political  suicide  ;  for  in  that,  as  in  every  ttBe, 
the  deluded  multitude,  in  his  view,  wns  sure  to  become  the 
dupe  of  some  designing  and  knavish  demagogue,  unlesa 
rescued,  in  very  despite  of  itself,  1  r  such  interposition  as 
the  "  SEKiTOBs  "  coiild  exercise  in  itome ;  or,  we  may  add, 
the  "  Baiions  "  in  England ;  both  the  hereditary  guu^lions  \ 
of  liberty.  When  the  adhesion  of  the  cuti»iript  /others  had 
sanctioned  the  protectomte  of  Augustus,  the  transition  to 
openly  Conservative  politics,  on  the  poet's  part,  waa  na 
honourable  as  it  was  judiciotis.  The  contempt  he  felt, 
through  his  whole  career,  for  the  practice  of  propitiating  th« 
■WBCt  voices  of  the  populace  bv  a  surrender  of  principle,  i« 
as  plainly  discoverable  throughout  the  whole  of  his  vaned  ' 
wntinga  ns  bis  nntipsthy  to  gnrtif,  or  his  abhorrence  of 
"  Camdia." 

Ilia  little  vohunc  coutaiuB  the  distilled  quintessence  of 
Eoman  life,  when  at  its  very  acme  of  refmement.  It  is  the 
most  perfect  portmiture  (cabinet  si/e)  tiiat  remains  uf  the 
vocia]  habits,  doraestic  elegance,  and  cultivated  iiitercoune 
of  tho  capital,  at  tho  most  interesting  period  of  iu  [jne-    I 
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perity.  But  the  pbilosopliy  it  inculcates,  and  the  worldlj 
wisdom  it  unfolds,  is  applicable  to  all  times  and  all  countries. 
Hence,  toe  cannot  sympathise  with  the  •  somewhat  childish 
(to  say  the  least  of  it)  distaste,  or  indisposition,  evinced  by 
the  immortal  pilgrim,  Harold  (canto  iv.  st.  Ixxv.),  for  those 
ever-enduring  lyrics  that  formed  the  nourishment  of  our 
intellect,  "when  G^eorge  the  Third#Rras  king."  The  very 
affectation  of  alluding  to  the  "  drilled,  dull  lesson,  forced 
down  word  for  word,  in  liis  repugnant  youth,"  proves  the 
alumnu9  of  Harrow  on  the  Hill  to  have  relished  and  recol- 
lected the  almost  identical  lines  of  the  author  he  feigns  to 
disremember — Carmina  Lici  memini  plagosum  mM  parvo 
OrbUium  dictate  (Epist.  ii.  70.) ;  and  (though  Peel  may  have 
been  a  more  assiduous  scholar)  we  can  hardly  believe  the 
beauties  of  Horace  to  have  been  lost  on  Byron,  even  in  his 
earliest  hours  of  idleness.  It  is  H-propos  of  Mount  Soracte, 
on  which  he  stumbles  in  the  progress  of  his  peregrination, 
that  the  noble  poet  vents  his  "  fixed  inveteracy"  of  hatred 
against  a  book  which,  at  the  same  time,  he  extols  in  terms 
not  less  eloquent  than  true  : 

"  Tlicn  farewell,  IIoiuCE !  whom  I  hated  bo  ; 

Not  for  thy  faults,  but  mine !     It  is  a  ourso 
To  understand,  not  feely  thy  lyric  flow. 

To  comprehend,  but  never  love,  thy  verse, 

Although  no  deeper  moralist  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  bard  prescribe  his  art, 

Nor  livelier  satirist  tlie  conscience  pierce, 
Awakening  without  wounding  the  touched  heart. 
Farewell  !  upon  Soract^'s  ridge  we  part  !" 

We  can  readily  imafjine  the  comic  nature  of  such  a 
"  parting."  We  picture  in  our  mind's  eye  him  of  Newstead 
Aubey  biddmg  him  of  the  Sabiue  farm 

"  Farewell ! — a  word  that  has  been,  and  shall  be ;" 

while  we  faucy  we  can  hear  the  pithy  "  Bon  voyage^  milor^^^ 
with  which  significant  formula  (m  Latin)  ho  is  gently  dis- 
missed by  the  weeping  Flaccus — ^axjuoiv  ytKa^iJM. 

PiiouT  was  not  uddioted  to  this  aristocratic  propensity  for 
cutting  all  school-boy  acquaintances.  In  him  was  strikingly 
exemplified  the  theory  which  attributes  uncommon  intensity 
and  aurableuess  to  first  attachments:  it  is  generally  ap- 
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E lied  to  love;  he  carried  tbe  practice  into  tlie  I'laitotu  of 
tcr&ture.  The  odes  of  Horace  were  his  enrlieBt  inidtreases 
in  poetry  ;  they  took  his  fancy  in  youth,  their  faecinations 
haunted  his  memory  in  old  age — 


Host  of  the  following  papera,  foraiiug  a  aeries  of  Hon* 
tiim  studies,  were  penned  in  It41.t,  often  on  the  very  spots 
that  gave  birth  to  the  eflueions  of  the  witty  Itoninn;  but  it 
appeare  to  have  afforded  the  Father  considerable  satisfaction  " 
to  be  able,  in  the  quiet  hermitage  of  his  hill,  to  redigestand 
chew  the  cudofwhatevermighthave  been  crude  and  unmatured 
inhis  juvenile  lucubrations.  He  seems  to  have  taken  on  almost 
equal  interest  in  the  writers,  the  gIorieH,and  the  monmnpnta 
of  Paoa.s  as  of  Papa^l  Borne:  tliere  was  in  his  mental  vi- 
BJoaa  strange  but  not  unpleaennt  confusion  of  both;  the 
Vaticani  montit  iinii;/o  (lib,  i-  20)  forming,  in  his  idea,  »  Bort 
of  bifurcated  Parnasaua— St.  Peter  on  the  one  peak,  and 
Jupiter  on  the  other.  Mr.  Poynder  lias  writteu  a  tract  ou 
this  supposed  "  alliunee  belween  Popery  and  HealhenUm,"  which 
Dh,  WisEMAS,  in  these  latter  da^a,  has  thought  worthy  of 
a  pamphlet  in  reply.  The  gravity  of  the  question  detcra 
us  from  entering  on  it  here ;  but,  to  reconcilu  the  nmtttir, 
might  we  not  adopt  the  etymological  media*  terminut  of  Dean 
Swift,  and  m.iinfnin  that  Jove — Ziaj  (rartij,  orSospiter — was 
nothing,  after  all,  hut  the  Jew  PETF.n  ? 

Wc  are  not  without  hopes  of  finding,  among  Prout's  mis- 
cellanies, an  elaborate  treatise  on  this  very  topic,  The  I'Vcuch 
pueactis  a  work  of  iufmitc  emdition,  called  L'HUtoire  ivrila- 
ble  dts  Tfms  Fsbvlnut,  in  whiih  the  Iliad  is  sheK-n  to  be  an 
orrant  plagiarism  from  the  three  last  thaptera  of  the  Book 
of  Judges;  the  Levite's  wife  being  the  prototype  of  Br.Uiu, 
and  the  tribe  of  Benjamin  standing  fur  the  Trojans.  WiT, 
B.1TS  Edmund  Lurke,  is  usually  displayed  by  iindinj:;  point* 
of  contact  and  resemblance;  jruoMEST,  or  discrimiiuUioii, 
geueruUy  manifests  itself  in  the  taciilty  of  perceiving 
points  of  disagreement  and  disconnexion. 

But  it  is  high  time  to  resume  our  editoml 
the  Father  catch  the  eye  of  the 
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"  With  faire  discourse  the  erening  so  they  passe, 
For  that  olde  man  of  pleasaimte  wordes  had  store, 

And  well  could  file  his  tongue  as  smooiho  as  glasso ; 
He  tolde  of  saintes  and  popes,  and  eyermore 
He  strowed  an  Ays-MABY  after  and  hefoi*e." 

Faery  Queene,  canto  i.  stansa  85. 
Begent  SlreeL  June  27ih, 

OLIVER  YOEKE. 

DRAMATIS  P£BSOK^. 

I.  Pbotjt.    II.  An  Elzevir,  12mo.    III.  A  Jug  of  Punch,  4to. 

ScEins: —  WaiergrasshilL 

Here's  a  health  to  Horace!  "  Fivi  tnP^  Songster  of 
TiTOLT,  who  alone  of  all  the  tuneful  dead,  alone  of  Greek 
and  Eoman  wits,  may  be  said  to  lite.  If  to  be  quoted  and 
requoted,  until  eyery  superficial  inch  of  thy  toga  has  become 
(from  quotation)  threadbare,  constitute  perpetuity  of  poetical 
existence,  according  to  the  theory  of  Ennius  (yolito  vivu*per 
ora  virum,)  such  life  has  been  pre-eminently  vouchsafed  to 
thee.  In  the  circle  of  thy  comprehensive  philosophy,  few 
things  belonging  to  heaven  or  earth  were  undreamt  of;  nor 
did  it  escape  thy  instinctive  penetration  that  in  yonder  brief 
tome,  short,  plump,  and  tidy,  like  its  artificer,  thou  hadst 
erected  a  monumentNnoro  durable  than  bras^moro  perma- 
nent than  an  Irish  "  round  tower,"  or  a  pyramid  of  King 
Cheops.  It  was  plain  to  thy  intuitive  ken,  that,  whatever 
mischance  might  befall  the  heavier  and  more  massive  pro- 
ductions of  ancient  wisdom,  thy  lyrics  were  destined  to  out- 
live them  all.  That  though  the  epics  of  Varius  might  be 
lost,  or  the  decades  of  Livy  desiderated,  remotest  posterity 
would  possess  thee  (like  the  stout  of  Barclay  and  Perkins) 
"  entire" — would  enjoy  thy  book,  undockea  of  its  due  pro- 
portions, uncurtailed  of  a  single  page — would  bask  in  the 
rays  of  thy  geniuh,  unshorn  of  a  single  beam.  As  often  as 
the  collected  works  of  other  classic  worthies  are  ushered 
into  the  world,  the  melancholy  appendage  on  the  title-page  of 

*'  Omnia  gu<s  extant " 

is  sure  to  meet  our  eye,  reminding  us,  m  tne  very  announce* 
ment  of  the  feast  of  intellect,  that  there  is  an  amari  aliquul  / 
viz.i  that  muchentertaining  matter  has  irretrievably  perished. 
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The  torto  of  the  Belvidere  is,  perhaps,  as  far  as  it  ^ 
riortQtheApollo;but  thclatterisacDiuiileteHtatue:  &I 
wjch  pensioner  with  a  woodeu  li'g  is  though  a  reepuctable 
only  a  truncated  copy  of  humanily.  Tiiy  51SS.  hnvc  conic 
down  to  us  uumutilated  by  the  iiumice-Btoncof  palimpsestic 
monk,  unsiu^ed  by  the  torch  of  Calif  Oranr,  ungnawed  by 
t)ie  tooth  of  Time.  The  perfect  preserraticm  of  tliy  writinnja 
U  only  equalled  by  the  universality  of  their  dinuaion— a 
point  especially  dwelt  on  in  that  joyously  geographic  rbspaody 
of  a  prophetic  soul  (lib.  ii.  ode  20),  wherein  thou  pourcat 
forth  thy  full  anticipation  of  oecunienic  glory.  If  thou  canst 
hardly  be  said  still  to  haunt  the  "  shores  of  the  Bospliorus," 
take  "  Oxfobd"  as  a  literu!  eubstitute :  though  disappointed 
of  fame  among  the  "  remote  Geloni,"  thon  hast  an  eouiva- 
lent  in  the  million  schoolboys  of  South  America.  Should 
the  "learned  Iberian"  ehonce  to  neg)e<^  thee  amid  the 
disasters  of  hi8~CBiiiitry,  haugiug;  up  thy  forsaken  lyre  od  the 
willows  of  the  Guadftlquiver— should  they  "who  drink  the 
Ehone"  divide  their  affections  between  (thy  brother  bard) 
B^ranger  and  theb,  thou  mayest  still  count  among  "  the 
Dauians"  of  the  Danube  admirers  and  commentatore.  Thou 
hast  unlooked-for  votaries  on  the  Uudson  and  tlio  St.  Law- 
rence ;  and  though  Bums  may  triumph  on  the  Twcvd,  Tom 
Uoore  can  never  prevent  thee  from  Iwing  paramount  on  the 
Shannon,  nor  Tom  D'Urfey  evict  thee  from  supremacy  on  tlio 
Thames.  In  accordance  with  thy  fondest  aspiration,  thuu 
hast  been  pointed  out  aa  the  "  prime  performer  un  the  liu- 
man  lyre,"  by  successive  centuries  as  tUey  passed  nvfajr 
(_iligita  pi-alrrrvnlium)  :  the  dry  skeleton  of  byeww  criticiaui 
hung  up  in  our  libraries,  so  designates  the«  with  its  bony 
index:  to  thee,  Pbihce  of  Libic  Poets  I  is  still  directed 
in  these  latter  days,  albeit  with  occasional  aberratiuna  (for 
even  the  magnetic  needle  variea  under  certain  inHiicncfs), 
the  BTer-rcvorting  fiuger  of  Fame. 

Here,  then,  I  sa^,  is  aiiEALTH  to  Horace  !  Tliouj;U  the 
last  cheerful  drop  m  my  Tesper-howl  to-night  be  wt-U-nigb 
drained,  and  the  increasing  feebleneaa  of  age  romiudu  iitc 
too  piainlj^  that  the  waters  are  ebbing  fast  in  my  Clepsrdru 
of  life,  dlill  have  I  a  blessing  id  reserve — a  henison  to  Witow 
on  the  provider  of  such  intellectual  enjoyment  as  yon  small 
volume  has  ever  atforded  me ;  nor  to  the  last  ihall  I  di>* 
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continue  holding  sweet  converse,  through  its  medium,  with 
the  Gbaces  and  the  Nike. 

Hdiffrav  ffu^uytav. 

In  the  brief  biographic  memoir  left  us  by  Suetonius,  wo 
read  that  the  emperor  was  in  the  habit  of  comparing  the 
poet's  book,  and  the  poet  himself,  to  a  flaoon — cum  eireuu 
tus  voluminis  «i|  o/xoiditfraro;,  sicut  est  ventriculi  tut.  Various 
and  multiform  are  the  vitrified  vases  and  terracotta  jars  dug 
up  at  Pompeii,  and  elsewhere,  with  evidence  of  having  served 
as  depositories  for  Eoman  sack ;  but  the  peculiar  lloratiau 
shape  alluded  to  by  Augustus  has  not  been  fixed  on  by  an- 
tiquaries. The  Florentine  academy  Delia  Crusea,  whose  opin- 
ion on  this  point  ought  to  obtain  universal  attention,  have 
considered  themselves  authorised,  from  the  passage  in  Sue- 
tonius, to  trace  (as  they  have  done,  in  their  valuable  vo- 
cabulary) the  modem  words, /?tfc<?ontf,/flsco  (whence  our^a«A) 
to  Q.  Herat.  Elaccvs.  The  origin  of  the  English  term 
bumper,  it  is  fair  to  add,  has  been,  with  equal  sagacity,  brought 
home  by  Joe  Miller  to  our  "^o?i  /j^rc,"  the  pope,  fiut 
commend  me  to  tlie  German  commentators  for  transcendental 
ingenuity  in  classical  criticism.  Need  I  more  than  instance 
the  judicious  Milcherlick's  hint,  that  the  birth  of  our  poet 
must  have  presented  a  clear  case  of  lusus  natura ;  since,  in 
his  ode  Ad  Amphoram  (xxi.  lib.  iii.),  we  have,  from  his  own 
lips,  the  portentous  fact  of  his  having  come  into  the  world 
"  m  company  with  a  bottle,"  under  the  consulship  of  Man- 
lius  P  Should  the  fact  of  his  having  liad  a  twin-brother  of 
that  description  be  substantiated,  on  historical  and  obstetric 

I)rinciples,  we  shall  cease,  of  course,  to  wonder  at  the  simi- 
itude  discovered  by  the  emperor.  Byron  maintains,  though 
without  any  data  whatever  to  warrant  his  assertion,  that 
"  Happiness  was  born  a  twin'*  {Juan,  canto  ii.  st.  172) ; 
the  case  was,  perhaps,  like  that  imagined  by  Milcherlick. 

My  own  theory  on  the  subject  is  not,  as  yet,  sufficiently 
matiired  to  lay  it  before  the  learned  of  Europe ;  but  from 
the  natural  juxtaposition  of  the  two  congenial  objects  now 
before  me,  and  the  more  than  chemical  affinity  with  which 
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I  find  the  contents  of  the  Elzevir  to  blend  in  barmonious 
mixture  with  those  of  the  jug,  I  should  feel  quite  safe  in 
predicating  (if  sprightliness,  vigour,  and  versatility  consti- 
tute sufficiently  fraternal  features)  that  the  "  spirit  in  the 
leaves"  is  brother  to  the  "  bottle  imp." 

"  AlteriuB  sic, 
Altera  poscit  opem  res  et  conjurat  amic^." 

^r/.  Poet.  410. 

The  recondite  philosophy  of  the  common  expression, 
"  Animal  Spieits,"  has  not,  that  I  am  awaiy  of,  been  tho- 
roughly investigated,  or  its  import  fully  developed,  by  mo- 
dem metaphysicians.  How  animal  matter  may  become  so 
impregnated,  or,  to  use  the  school  term,  "  compenetrated,'* 
by  a  spiritual  essence,  as  to  lose  its  substantive  nature  and 
become  a  mere  adjective,  or  modification  of  the  all-absorbing 
'xvivjtiay  is  a  "rub"  fit  to  puzzle  Hamlet.  In  my  Lord 
Brougham's  Natural  Theology,  which  gives  the  solution  of 
every  known  question,  this  difficulty  is  unaccountably  ne- 
glected. There  is  not  a  single  word  about  animated  alcohol. 
An  ingenious  doubt  was  expressed  by  some  great  thinker 
— Jack  Eeeve,  or  Doctor  Person — after  a  protracted  sitting, 
whether,  legally,  the  landlord  could  remove  him  off  the  pre- 
mises without  a  "  permit."  That  was  genuine  metaphysics, 
far  above  all  Kant's  rubbish.  How  are  we,  in  fact,  to  draw 
the  distinction  ?  Is  there  to  be  one  law  for  a  living  vessel, 
and  another  for  an  inert  jar  ?  May  not  the  ingredients  that 
go  to  fill  them  be  the  same  P  the  quantity  identical  in  both 
recipients  ?  Why,  then,  should  not  the  Excise  anxiously 
track  the  footsteps  of  so  many  walking  gallons  of  XXX, 
with  the  same  maternal  solicitude  she  manifests  in  watching 
the  progress  and  removal  of  spirit  in  earthenware  ?  This 
common-sense  view  of  the  matter  was  long  ago  taken  up  by 
Don  Quixote,  when,  acting  on  the  suggestion  of  calm  logic, 
he  gave  battle  to  certain  goat-skins,  distended  with  the  re- 
cent vintage  of  Yaldepenas.  Cervantes  may  sneer,  but  the 
onslaught  does  not  appear  to  me  irrational.  Was  the  knight 
to  wait  till  the  same  juice  should  offer  itself  under  the  form 
and  colour  of  blood,  to  be  shed  from  the  bodies  of  bloated 
buffoons  in  buckram  ?     Clearly  not  I 

But  to  return.    If  by  i^imal  spiuits  be  meant  that 
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itate  of  buoyancy  and  elevation  in  which  the  opaque  cor- 
poreal esseuce  is  lost  in  the  frolicsome  play  of  the  fancy, 
and  evaporates  in  ethereal  sallies,  a  collateral  and  parallel 
process  takes  place  when  the  imaginative  and  rarified  facul- 
ties of  mind  are,  as  it  were,  condensed  so  as  to  give  a  preci- 
pitate, and  form  a  distinct  portion  of  visible  and  tangible 
matter.  Yon  Elzenr  is  a  case  in  point.  In  the  small  com- 
pass of  a  duodecimo  we  hold  ana  manipulate  the  concen- 
trated feelings  and  follies,  the  "  quips  and  cranks,"  the  wit 
and  wisdom,  of  a  period  never  equalled  in  the  history  of 
mankind :  the  current  conversational  tones  and  topics  are 
made  familiar  to  us,  though  the  interlocutors  have  long  since 
mouldered  in  the  grave.  The  true  falebnian  wine  ripens 
no  more  on  the  accustomed  slope ;  the  fobmiaki  cojJiES 
are  now  barren  and  unprofitable ;  but,  owing  to  the  above- 
mentioned  process,  we  can  still  relish  their  bouquet  in  the 
odes  of  Horace :  we  can  find  the  genuine  smack  of  the  Ca>cu- 
bau  grape  in  the  effusions  it  inspired. 

I  I'ecollect  Tom  Moore  once  talking  to  me,  after  dinner, 
of  Campbeirs  Exile  of  Enn,  and  remarking,  in  his  ordinary 
concetto  style,  that  the  sorrows  of  Ireland  were  in  that  elegy 
cuysTALi.isED  and  made  immortal.  Tommy  was  right;  and 
Ijo  may  l)c  proud  of  having  done  something  in  that  way  him- 
self: for  when  the  fashion  of  drinking  "  gooseberry  cham- 
paj^ne"  shall  have  passed  away,  future  ages  will  be  able  to 
form  a  notion  of  that  once  celebrated  beverage  from  the 
perusal  of  his  poetry.     There  it  is,  crystallised  for  posterity. 

Horace  presents  us,  in  his  person,  with  an  accomplished 
8|)erinieii  of  the  ban  vivant ;  such  as  that  agreeable  variety 
of  the  human  species  was  understood  by  antiouity.  Cheer- 
fulness and  wit,  conjointly  with  worldly  wisdom,  generally 
insure  a  long,  jolly,  and  prosperous  career  to  their  possessor. 

I  just  now  adverted  to  the  good  luck  which  has  secured 
liis  writinf/s  afj[ainst  accident  :  his  personal  preservation 
through  what  Mathews  would  term  tlie  "  wicissitudes  and 
waccinations"  of  life,  appears  to  have  been,  from  his  own 
account,  fully  as  miraculous.  A  somewhat  profane  French 
proverb  asserts,  qu^il  y  a  une  Providence  pour  les  %t>rogne» ; 
but  whatever  celestial  surveillance  watches  over  the  zigzag 
progress  of  a  drunkard — whatever  privilege  may  be  pleaded 
Dy  the  plenipotentiary  of  Bacchus,  poetry  would  seem,  in 
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Ilia  case,  to  liave  had  peculiar  prcrogntives.  SIcepi. 
childhood  on  some  moimtaiu-top  of  Apulia,  pigeona 
him  with  leaves,  that  no  "  bears"  or  "  makes"  might  get  st 
him  (lib.  iii.  ode  iv.)  ;  a,  circumstance  of  some  importAQce  to 
infant  genius,  which,  alas !  cannot  always  escape  the  "  hug" 
of  the  one  or  the  "sting"  of  the  other.  Agftio,  ot  the  battle 
of  I'hilippi,  lie  tells  us  how  he  hod  well  nigh  perished,  had 
not  MEBCHRr  snatched  him  up  from  the  very  thick  of  th« 
meW*,  fully  aware  of  his  vaiae,  and  unwilling  to  let  him  run 
the  risk  to  which  vulgar  cAair  i  cenon  is  exposed,  i^ubee- 
quently,  while  walking  over  his  groundB  nt  the  Sabine  iaiin, 
the  falling  trunk  of  an  old  tree  wos  within  an  nee  of  knock* 
iug  out  Itia  brains,  had  not  Yws,  whom  he  deacribra  u  the 
guardian-angel  of  mercurial  men — mereurialium  cHslnt  vira- 
rum — interposed  at  the  critical  moment.  To  Mercury  ho 
has  dedicated  mnny  a  graceful  hymn  :  more  than  one  moderu 
poet  might  safoly  acknowledge  certain  obligations  to  the 
same  quarter.  But  all  ore  not  so  communicative  ns  Horace 
of  their  personal  adventurea. 

Wliat  he  states  iu  his  bantering  epistle  to  Jutii 
csniiot  be  true ;  \\7..,  that  poverty  made  a  poet  of 


y 


On  the  contrary,  far  from  oifering  any  symptotna  of  jeJUHB 
i]iBpiratiou  or  ganvt  origin,  his  effusions  bear  tesliuiony  to 
the  pleasant  mood  of  mind  in  which  theywere  pounxi  forth, 

I  and  are  redolent  of  the  joyouaneHS  of  happy  nnd  convivial 
hours.  Boileau,  a  capital  judge,  niaiutaius,  that  the  jovial 
exhihiratiou  pervading  oU  his  poetry  biitrays  the  vinous 
influence  under  w' '  '  ' 


influence  under  which  he  wrote- 

in  Html  jKfliH?  1/  mil  lit  Minadtt  i" 
an  observation  previously  made  by  a  rival  satirist  of  Rome— 
"Satur  ut  cuin  dicit  Iloratiui  oui!" 

Hinte  of  this  hind  are  sometimes  haainrded  in  refcrencp  to 
very  grave  writers,  hut,  in  the  present  instance,  will  be  niore 
readily  believeil  than  the  assertion  made  by  Plutarch,  i«  lit* 
SU|i&«<)««y,  that  the  gloomy  ,£acbylua  "naa  habitually  dmnk 
when  he  wrote  bis  tragedies."  .     , 
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In  adopting  the  poetical  profession  Horace  but  followed  the 
bent  of  his  nature :  thus,  lyrics  were  the  spontaneous  pro- 
duce of  his  mind,  as  fables  were  of  a  kindred  soul,  the  naif 
Lafontaine.  "  VoUh  un  fiouieb,'*  said  the  latter  one  day 
to  Madame  de  la  Sabli^re,  in  the  gardens  of  Versailles ;  "  et 
moi^je  suis  un  fablieb.**  Let  us  take  the  official  manifesto 
with  which  Horace  opens  the  volume  of  his  odes,  and  we 
shall  be  at  once  put  in  possession  of  his  views  of  human  life, 
through  all  its  varied  vanities ;  of  which  poetry  is,  after  all, 
but  one,  and  not  the  most  ridiculous. 

Ode  I.— to  hecjsnas. 

**  MeccBiias !  atsviB  edite  regibus,"  &c. 

Mt  WRTEXTD  and  patbon,  in  whose  veins  runneth  right  royal  blood, 

GKve  but  to  some  the  hipfodboms,  the  car,  the  prancing  stud, 

Clouds  of  Olympic  dust — ^then  mark  what  ecstasy  of  soul 

Their  bosom  feels,  as  the  rapt  wheels  glowing  have  ^zed  the  goal. 

Talk  not  to  them  of  diadem  or  sceptre,  save  the  whip — 

A  branch  of  palm  can  raise  them  to  the  oops*  companionship. 

And  there  be  some,  my  friend,  for  whom  the  crowd's  applause  is  food, 
Who  pine  without  the  hollow  shout  of  Rome's  mad  multitude ; 
Others,  whoso  giant  greediness  whole  provinces  would  drain — 
Their  sole  pursuit  to  gorge  and  glut  huge  granaries  with  grain. 

Yon  homelv  hind,  calmly  resigned  his  narrow  farm  to  plod, 
Seek  not  with  Asia's  wealth  to  wean  from  his  paternal  sod  : 
Ye  can't  prevail !  no  varnished  tale  that  simple  swain  will  urge, 
In  galley  built  of  Ctpbub  oak,  to  plough  th'  Eoean  surge. 

Your  merchant -mariner,  who  sighs  for  fields  and  quiet  home, 
While  o'er  the  main  tlie  liurricaiie  howls  round  his  path  of  foam, 
Will  make,  I  trow,  full  many  a  vow,  the  deep  for  aye  t'  eschew. 
He  lands — what  then  ?     Pefr  prompts  again— his  ship  's  afloat  anew  I 

Soft  Leisure  hath  its  votaries,  whose  bliss  it  is  to  bask 
In  summer's  ray  the  live-long  dav,  quaffing  a  mellow  flask 
Under  the  green-wood  tree,  or  where,  but  newly  bom  as  yet, 
Kcligion  guards  the  cradle  of  the  infant  rivulet. 

Some  love  tlio  camp,  the  horseman's  tramp,  the  clarion's  voice  j  aghast 
Pale  mothers  liear  the  trumpeter,  and  loathe  the  murderous  blast. 

Lo  I  under  wint'ry  skies  his  game  the  Hunter  still  pursues  ; 
And,  while  his  bonny  bride  with  tears  her  lonely  bed  bedews. 
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He  for  his  antlor'd  foe  looks  out,  or  tracks  the  forest  whence 
Broke  the  wild  boar,  whose  daring  tusk  IcTellcd  the  fragile  fence. 

Thee  the  pursuits  of  learning  claim — a  claim  the  gods  allow  ; 
Thine  is  the  Wj  coronal  that  decks  the  scholar's  brow : 

Me  in  the  woods'  deep  solitudes  the  Nymphs  a  client  count, 
The  dancing  Faun  on  the  green  lawn,  tlie  Naiad  of  the  fount. 
For  me  her  lute  (sweet  attribute !)  let  Polyhymnia  sweep ; 
For  me,  oh !  let  the  flageolet  breathe  fi*om  Eutebpe's  lip ; 
Give  but  to  me  of  poesy  the  lyric  wreath,  and  then 
Th'  inuuortal  halls  of  bliss  won't  hold  a  prouder  denizen. 

His  political  creed  is  embodied  in  the  succeeding  ode ;  and 
never  did  patriotism,  combined  (as  it  not  always  is)  with 
sound  sense,  find  nobler  utterance  than  in  the  poet's  address 
to  the  head  of  the  government.  The  delicate  ingenuity  em- 
ployed in  working  out  his  ultimate  conclusion,  the  appi^ 
rently  natural  progression  from  so  simple  a  topic  as  tho 
"  state  of  the  weather,"  even  coupled  as  it  may  have  been 
with  an  inundation  of  the  Tiber,  to  that  magnificent  dinoue- 
ment — the  apotheosis  of  the  emperor — has  ever  been  de- 
servedly admired. 

Ode  II. 

**  Jam  satis  terris  nivis  atque  dirsD  Grandinis,"  &c. 

Since  Jote  decreed  in  storms  to  And,  by  the  deluge  disposscst 

vent  Of  glade  and  grove 

The  winter  of  his  discontent,  Dcers  down  tho  tide,  with  antlcrM 
Thundering  o'er  Rome  impenitent  crest, 

With  red  right  hand,  Affrighted  drove. 

The  flood-gates  of  the  firmament, 

Have  drenched  the  land !  ^g  aaw  the  yeUow  Tiber,  sped 

Tenor h.th  .ei^ed the^indsof men.   S^tuei;^tfelT<?t'd'^ 


Who  deemed  the  days  had  come  t  />  n  j 

«^;„  _  1^*^  o"®  f'^ll  doom, 

£8TA*8  pile  in  ruii 
And  Nuha's  tomb. 


WheSoxEns  led.  up  mount  and  ^^  V^-^s  pile  >"  ™in.  -prcad. 


glen. 

And  verdant  lawn. 
Of  teeming  ocean's  darksome  den     -Di-eammg  of  days  that  once  had 
The  monstrous  spawn.  been. 

He  deemed  that  wild  disastrous 
<VTien  Pyrbha  saw  the  ringdove's  scene 

nest  Might  soothe   his    Ilia,    injured 

Harbour  a  strange  unbidden  guest,  queen ! 
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And  comfort  giro  her,  Or  comest  thou  with  wild  war- 

Beclkless  though  Jove  should  inter*  whoop, 

vene,  Droad  Mabs  !  our  founder  ? 

Uxorious  river ! 

Wlioso  voice  so  long  bade  peace 

Our  sons  will  ask,  why  men  of  Rome   „„  ^^^^"*  %         .«  i.       ^ 
Drew  against  kindred,  friends,  and   ^^^«e  war-dogs  stiU  for  slaughter 

Sword''s°that  a  Persian  hecatomb  ^he  tented  field  %  chosen  haunt. 

Might  best  imbue-  -^.        ^h;^  ^^^^^  the  Roman, 

Sons,  by  their  fathers'  feuds  become  ^«^  legioner,  whose  visago  gaunt 
Feeble  and  few  I  Scowls  on  the  foeman. 

Or  hath  young  Hebhss,  MiiA*a 
Whom  can  our  country  call  in  aidr  son, 

Where  must  the  patriot's  vow  bo  The  graceful  guise  and  form  put  on 

P«dP  Of  thee,  Augustus  ?  and  begun 
With  orisons  shall  vestal  maid  (Celestial  stranger !) 

Fatiffiie  the  skies  P  To  wear  the  name  which  thou  hast 

Or  will  not  Yssta'b  frown  upbraid  ^on 

Her  Totaries  P  ««  Ojbsab'b  Atinoeb  ?" 

Augur  Apollo  !  shall  we  kneel  Blest  be  the  days  of  thy  soioum, 

To  tuee,  and  for  our  commonweal  Distant  the  hour  when  Rome  shall 
With  humbled  consciousness  ap-  mourn 

peal  p  The  fatal  sight  of  thy  return 

Oh,  quell  the  storm !  To  Ueaven  again, 

Come,  though  a  silver  vapour  veil  Forced  bv  a  guilty  age  to  spurn 

Thy  radiant  form !  The  haunU  of  men. 

wr-ii   -XT  J-         tr       x  •ri  Rathcr  remain,  beloved,  adored, 

WiU  Venus  from  Mount  Ebyx  Sinco  Rome,  reliant  on  thy  sword, 

stoop,  fpQ  ^Y^^  of  Julius  hath  restored 
And  to  our  succour  hie,  with  troop  r^jj^  ^-^^^  reversion  • 

Of  laughing  O  UACE8,  and  a  group  ^^^  Asstbia's  hovering  horde. 
Of  Cupids  round  her  ?  ^^  ^^^^^  ^^  PeLian  I 

It  was  fitting  that  early  in  the  series  of  his  lyrics  there 
should  appear  a  record  of  his  warm  intimacy  with  the 
onl^  Koman  poet  of  them  all,  whoso  genius  could  justly 
claim  c()ual  rank  with  his.  It  is  honourable  to  the  author 
of  the  jEneid  that  he  feared  not,  in  the  first  instance,  to  in- 
troduce at  the  court  of  Augustus,  where  his  own  reputation 
was  already  established,  one  who  alone  of  all  his  contempo- 
raries could  eventually  dispute  the  laureateship,  and  divido 
tlio  applause  of  the  imj)crial  circle,*  with  himself.  Virpl, 
however,  though  ho  has  carefully  embalmed  in  his  pastorals 
the  names  of  Gallus^  Aainiua  Pollio^  Varius,  and  Cinjia ;  nay, 
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though  he  has  wrapt  up  in  the  amber  of  his  verse  such  grubs 
as  Bavius  and  MsBvius,  has  never  once  alluded  to  Horace — 
at  least,  in  that  portion  of  his  poems  which  has  come  down 
to  us — while  the  lyrist  commemorates  his  gifted  friend  in 
more  than  a  dozen  instances.  I  should  feel  loath  to  attri- 
bute this  apparently  studied  omission  to  any  discreditable 
jealousy  on  the  part  of  the  Mantuan ;  but  it  would  have 
been  better  had  he  acted  otherwise.  Concerning  the  general 
tenor  of  the  following  outburst  on  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic, 
while  Virgil's  galley  sunk  below  the  horizon,  it  will  be  seen, 
that  his  passionate  attachment  leads  him  into  an  invective 
against  the  shipping  interest,  which  I  do  not  seek  to  justify. 

Ode   III. — TO   THE   SHIP   BEABING  YIBGIL  TO   OBXECE. 

"  Sic  te  dira  potens,"  &c. 

May  IjOYe*s  own  planet  guide  thee  o'er  the  wave ! 
Brightly  aloft 
Helen's  8tar-brother*8  twinkling, 
And  ^OLUS  chain  all  his  children,  save 
A  west-wind  soft 
Thy  liquid  pathway  wrinkling, 
Galley !  to  whom  we  trust,  on  thy  parole, 
Our  ViRQiL, — mark 
Thou  bear  liira  in  thy  bosom 
Safe  to  the  land  of  Gbeece  ;  for  Italf  my  soul, 
O  gallant  bark ! 
Were  lost  if  I  should  lose  him. 

A  breast  of  bronze  full  sure,  and  ribs  of  oak, 
Where  his  who  first 
Defied  the  tempest- demon ; 
Dared  in  a  fragile  skiff  the  blast  provoke, 
And  boldly  burst 
Forth  on  the  deep  a  Seaman ! 
Whom  no  conflicting  nurricanes  could  daunt-, 
Nor  BouKAS  eliill. 
Nor  weeping  Hyads  sadden, 
£*en  on  yon  gulf^  whose  lord,  the  loud  LxTANT, 
Can  calm  at  will, 
Or  to  wild  frenzy  madden. 

Wliat  dismal  form  must  Death  put  on  for  him 
Whose  cpld  eye  mocks 
The  dark  deep's  huge  indwellera  1 
Who  calm  athwart  the  billows  sees  the  grim 
Cebaunian  rocks, 
Of  wail  and  woe  talc-tellers  I — 
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Though  ProTidenoe  poured  out  its  ocean-flood. 
Whose  broad  expanse 
Might  land  from  land  disseyer, 
Careering  o'er  the  waters,  Man  withstood 
JoTe*s  ordinance 
With  impious  endeavour. 

The  human  breast,  with  bold  aspirings  fraught. 
Throbs  thus  unawed, 
Untamed,  and  unquiescent, 
Fire  from  the  skies  a  son  of  Japhet  brought, 
And,  fatal  fmud ! 
Made  earth  a  guilty  present. 
Scarce  was  the  spark  snatch'dfrom  the  bright  abode. 
When  round  us  straight 
A  ghastly  phalanx  thickened. 
Fever  and  Patty :  and  grim  Death,  who  strode 
With  tardy  cait 
Far  off, — his  commg  quickened  I 

Wafted  on  daring  art's  fictitious  plume 
The  Cretan  rose, 
And  wared  liis  wizard  pinions  ; 
Downwards  Alcides  pierced  the  realms  of  gloom, 
Wliero  darkly  flows 
Styx,  through  the  dead's  dominions. 
Naught  is  beyond  our  reach,  beyond  our  scope, 
And  heaven's  high  laws 
Still  fail  to  keep  us  under ; 
How  can  our  unrcposing  malice  hope 
Respite  or  pauce 
From  Jove's  avenging  thunder  ? 

The  tone  of  tender  melancholy  which  pervades  all  his 
dreams  of  earthly  happiness — tlie  constant  allusions  to  Death, 
which  startle  us  in  his  gayest  and  apparently  most  careless 
strains,  ie  a  very  distinguishing  feature  of  the  poet's  mind. 
There  is  something  hero  beyond  what  appears  on  the  sur- 
face. The  skull  so  ostentatiously  diaplayed  at  the  banquets 
of  Egypt  had  its  mystery. 

Ode  IV. 

"Solviliir  ncrirt  liyems." 

Now  W^inter  melts  beneath  Solvitur  acris  hiems 

Spring's  genial  breath,  Grata  vice 

And  Zephyr  Vcris  et  Fayoni ; 

C   0 
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Back  to  the  water  yieldB 
The  stranded  hark — ^hack  to  the  fields 
The  stahled  heifier — 
And  the  gay  rural  scene 
The  shepherd's  foot  can  wean, 
Forth  from  his  homely  hearth,  to  tread 
the  meadows  green. 

Kow  Venus  loves  to  group 
Her  merry  troop 
Of  maidens, 
Who,  while  the  moon  peeps  out, 
Dance  with  the  Graces  rouna  ahout 
Their  queen  in  cadence } 
While  &r,  'mid  fire  and  noise^ 
Vulcan  his  forge  employs. 
Where  Cyclops  grim  aloft  their  ponderouB 
sledges  poise. 

Kow  maids,  with  myrtle-hoiigh. 
Garland  their  brow — 
Each  forehead 
Shining  with  flow'rets  deck*d ; 
While  the  glad  earth,  by  frost  uncheck*d, 
Buds  out  all  floria ; — 
Now  let  the  knife  devote. 
In  some  still  grove  remote, 
A  victim-lamb  to  Faun ;   or,  should  he 
list,  a  goat. 

Death,  with  impartial  foot. 
Knocks  at  the  hut ; 
The  lowly 
As  the  most  princely  gate. 
O  favoured  friend !  on  life's  brief  date 
To  count  were  folly ; 
Soon  shall,  in  vapours  dark. 
Quenched  be  thy  vital  spark. 
And  thou,  a  silent  ghost,  for  Pluto's  land 
embark  ? 

Where  at  no  gay  repast, 
By  dice's  cast 
King  chosen, 
Wine-laws  shalt  thou  enforce. 
But  weep  o'er  joy  and  love's  warm  source 
For  ever  frozen ; 
And  tender  Lydia  lost. 
Of  all  the  town  the  toast. 
Who  then,  when  thou  art  gone,  will  fire 
aU  bosoms  mo«t  I 


Trahuntque  siccas 
MachinsD  carinas  : 

Ao  necque  jam  stabulis 
Gtkudet  pecus, 
Aut  arator  igni ; 

Kec  prata  canis 
Albicant  pruinis. 

Jam  Cytherea  choros 
Duoit  Venus, 

Inmiinento  Luna ; 
Juncteeque  Kymphis 

Gratiie  decentea 
Altemo  terram 
Quatiunt  pcde, 

Dum  graves  Cyclopum 
Vulcanus  ardens 

Urit  oiBcinas. 

Nunc  decet  aut  viridi 
Nitidum  caput 

Impedire  myrto, 
Aut  flore,  terro 

Quem  ferunt  solut4e. 
Kunc  et  in  umbrosia 
Fauno  decet 

Immolare  lucis, 
Seu  poseat,  agnu, 

Sive  maUt,  hsdo. 

Pallida  mors  ipquo 
Pulsat  pcdo 

Pauperum  tabomas, 
Begumquo  turrcs. 

O  beAte  Sei»ti, 
Vitffi  summa  brcvis 
Spcm  nos  vet  at 

Inchoare  longam. 
Jam  te  premet  nox, 

Fabuheque  Manes. 

£t  domus  exilis 
Plutonia : 

Quo  simul  mearis, 
Nee  regna  vini 

Sortierc  talis ; 
Nee  toneram  Lydiam 
Mirabere, 

QuA  calct  juventus 
Nunc  onmis,  et  tunc 

Magis  incalebit. 
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In  the  following  lines  to  Pyrrha  we  have  set  before  us  a 
Boman  lady's  boudoir,  sketched  d  la  Watteau,  Female 
fickleness  was,  among  the  Greeks,  a  subject  deemed  inex- 
haustible. Horace  has  contrived  to  say  much  thereanent 
throughout  his  volume ;  but  the  matter  seems  to  be  as  fresh 
as  ever  among  the  modems. — It  has,  no  doubt,  given  great 
edification  to  Mr.  Poynder  to  observe  that  the  pagan  practice 
alluded  to,  towards  the  closing  verses,  of  hanging  up  what  is 
called  an  "  ex  voto*^  in  the  temples,  still  prevails  along  the 
shores  of  the  Mediterranean.  JPor  that  matter,  anv  Cock- 
ney, by  proceeding  only  as  far  as  Boulogne  sur  M er,  may 
find  evidence  of  this  classic  heathenism  in  full  vogue  among 
the  Qallic  fishermen. 

Ode  V. — prEEHA's  iNCONSTANcr. 

"  Quia  multA  gracilis  te  puer  in  tobV* 

Pyrrht.  who  now,  mayhap,  Quia  mult&  gracilis 

Fours  on  thy  perfumed  lap,  Te  puer  in  rosil 

Withrosy wreath, fairyouthjhisfondaddreescs!      Perfusus  liquidis 
within  thy  charming  grot,  Urget  odoribus 

For  whom,  in  gay  love-knot^  Grato,  Pyrrha,subanlroP 

Pb  J  fully  dost  thou  bind  thy  yellow  tresses  P    CuiflavamrcUgas  comam. 

So  simple  in  thy  neatness  !  Simplex  munditiis  ? 

Alas !  tlmt  so  mucli  sweetness  lieu  !  quoties  fidcra 

Shoidd  ])reludc  prove  to  disillusion  painful!         Mutatosque  Dcos 

lie  shuU  bewail  too  late  Flebit,  et  aapera 

His  sadly  altered  fate,  Nigris  o'quora  ventis 

Chilled  by  thy  mien,  repellent  and  disdainful,  Emirabitur  insolens. 

Who  now,  to  fondness  prone,  Qui  nunc  te  fruitur 

Deeming  tliee  all  his  own,  Credulus  aureti ; 

Revels  in  golden  dreams  of  favours  boundless ;     Qui  semper  vacuam. 
So  bright  thy  beauty  glows,  Semper  amabilem 

Still  fascinating  those  Sperat,  nescius  auno 

WhoVe  yet  to  learn  all  trust  in  thee  is  ground-  Fallaois !  Miscri,  quibus. 
less. 

I  the  false  light  forswear,  Intentata  nites  1 

A  shipwrcck'd  mariner.  Me  tabula  sacer 

\Vho  liaiigs  the  painted  story  of  his  suffering      VotivA  paries 

Aloft  o'er  Neptune's  shrine  ;  Indicat  uvida 

There  sliall  I  nang  up  mine,  Suspendisse  potenti 

And  of  my  dripping  robes  the  votive  offering !  Yestimenta  maris  Deo. 

The  naval  rencontres  off  Actium,  Lepanto,  and  Trafialgar, 

0  c  2 
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offer  in  European  history  three  gigantic  "  water-marks,"  such 
as  no  three  Dattle-plaius  ashore  can  readily  furnish  :  but  the 
very  magnitude  of  each  maritime  event  has  probably  de- 
terred slu'ewd  poets  from  grappling  with  what  they  despaired 
to  board  successfully.     Our  I)ibdin's  dithyrambic, 

** '  Twat  in  Trafalgar  bay 
We  taw  the  Frenchman  lay,*  Sfc.f 

as  well  as  the  Venetian  barcarola, 

'* Caniiam  tutti  aHegramente^*  Sfc./^ 

were,  no  doubt,  good  enough  for  the  watermen  of  the 
Thames,  and  the  gondoliers  of  the  Gidf.  But  when  the 
Boman  admiral  begged  from  Horace  an  ode,  emblazoning 
the  defeat  of  the  combined  fleets  of  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 
it  required  much  tact  and  ability  to  eschew  the  perilous 
attempt.  The  following  effort  shows  how  he  got  out  of 
the  scrape.  The  only  parallel  instance  of  clever  avoidance 
we  remember,  occurred  when  the  great  Conde  offered  a 
thousand  ducats  for  the  best  poem  on  his  campaign  of 
Eocroi.  A  Gtiscon  carried  the  prize  by  this  audacious 
outburst : 

"  Pour  c^l^brer  tant  do  hauts  faita, 
Tant  de  combats,  et  tant  de  gloire, 
Mille  ecus !     Parbleu !    Mille  ecus  ? 
Ce  n'est  qu*un  SOU  par  victoire." 

Ode  VI. 

"  Scriberis  Vario,"  &c. 

Agrippa !  seek  a  loftier  bard ;  nor  ask 

Horace  to  twine  in  songs 
The  double  wreath,  due  to  a  victor's  casque 
From  land  and  ocean :  such  Homeric  task 

To  Yarius  belongs. 

Our  lowly  lyre  no  fitting  music  hath, 

And  in  despair  dismisses 
The  epic  splendours  of  "  Achilles*  wrath,*' 
Or  the  "  dread  line  of  Pelops,"  or  the  **  path 

Of  billow-borne  Ulyssea." 

•  See  **  Songs  of  Italj."  tymd  not .— 0.  Y. 
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The  record  of  the  deeds  at  Actium  wrought 

So  far  transcends  our  talent — 
Vain  were  the  wish !  wild  the  presumptuous  thought ! 
To  sing  how  C»sar,  how  Agrippa,  fought — 

Both  foremost  'mid  the  gallant ! 

The  God  of  War  in  adamantine  mail ; 

Merion,  gaunt  and  grim  ; 
Pallas  in  aid ;  while  Troy's  battalions  quail, 
Scared  by  the  lance  of  Diomcd  .  .  .  must  fail 

To  figure  in  our  hymn. 

Ours  is  the  banquet-song's  light-hearted  strain, 

Hoses  our  only  laurel. 
The  progress  of  a  loye-suit  our  campaign. 
Our  only  scars  the  gashes  that  rcmam 

When  romping  lovers  quarrel. 

Deprecating  the  mania  for  foreign  residence,  which  hur- 
ried oiF  then  (as  it  does  now)  estimable  citizens  from  a  far 
more  reputable  sojourn  in  their  native  country-villas,  the 
poet  exhorts  Plancus  to  give  up  his  project  of  retiring  into 
Greece  (from  the  displeasure  of  Augustus),  to  continue  in 
the  service  of  the  state,  and,  above  all,  to  stick  to  the 
bottle. 

Ode  VII. — TO  mijnatius  PLANcrs. 

"  Laudabunt  alii  claram  RnoDON." 

Bhodes,  Ephesus,  or  Mitylcne,  Plnncus !  do  blasts  for  over  sweep 

Or  Thessalv's  fair  valley,  Athwart  the  welkin  roncoured  ? 

Or  Corinth,  placed  two  gulfs  atwecn,  Friend  !    do   the   clouds  for  ever 

Delphi,  or  Thebes,  suggest  tlio  scene  weep  ? — 

Where    some    would   choose  to  Then  cheer  thee!  and  thy  sorrows 

dally  J  deep 

Othem  in  praise  of  Athens  launch.  Drown  in  a  flowing  tankard : 

And  poets  lyric  Whether  "the  ramp!  the  field !  the 

Grace,  with  Minerva's  olive-branch  sword !" 

Their  panegyric.  Bo  still  thy  motto, 

-,-,..  ,j  Or  Tibur  to  til V  choice  afford 

To  Juno  .  city  somo  would  roam-  ^  ,,,^,t„„^       ^^^ 

Argos — of  steeds  product ivo ;  ^ 

In  rich  Mycenae  make  their  home,  When  Teuccr  from    his  fatliers 

Or  find  Larissa  pleasantsomc,  frown 

Or  Sparta  deem  seductive ;  For  exile  parted, 

Mo  Tibur's    ffrove    charms    more  Wreathing  his  brow  with  poplar- 

than  all  crown. 

The  brook's  bright  bosom.  In  wine  ho  bade   his   comrades 

And  o'er  loud  Anio's  waterfall  drown 

Fruit-trees  in  blossom.  Their  woea  Ug^Ut*\i«QLtt^\ 
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And  thus  he  cried  ,"WTiate*er  betide, 
Hope  shall  not  Icaye  me  : 

The  home  a  father  hath  denied 
Let  Fortune  give  me ! 

Who  doubts  or  dreads  if  Teucer 
lead? 
Hath  not  Apollo 


A  now-found  Salanut  decreed. 
Old  Fatherland  shall  supersede  ? 

Then  fearless  follow. 
Ye  who  could  bear  ten  years  your 
share 
Of  toil  and  slaughter, 
Drink !  for  our  sail  to-morrow*sgale 
Wafts  o'er  the  water. 


The  old  time  of  "  Peas  upon  a  trencher"  has  been  adapted 
to  '''  The  time  I've  lost  in  wooing,"  by  Tom  Moore.  Mr. 
Cazal^s,  of  the  Assemble  Nationale,  bas  given  a  French 
version  of  the  immortal  original.     Ex  gr. : 

'*  Gar^on,  apportez  moi,  moi, 
Des  pois,  des  petis  pob,  pois : 
All,  quel  plaisir !  quand  je  les  toLb 
Verts,  sur  leur  plat  de  bois,  bois,"  &c.  &c. 

1  hope  there  is  no  profanation  in  arranging  an  ode  of  Horace 
to  the  same  fascinating  tune. — The  diary  of  a  Boman  man 
of  fashion  can  be  easily  made  up  from  the  elements  of  dailjr 
occupation,  supplied  by  the  following  : 

Ode  VIII. 

"  Lydia,  die  per  omnes,"  &c. 


Enchanting  Lydia !  prithee, 
By  all  the  gods  that  see  thee. 

Pray  tell  me  this  :  Must  Sybaris 
Perish,  enamoured  wjth  thee  ? 
Lo !  wrapt  as  in  a  trance,  he 
Whose  hardy  youth  could  fancy 

Each  manly  feat,  dreads  dust  and  heat, 
All  through  thy  necromancy ! 

Wliy  rides  he  never,  tell  us, 

Accoutred  like  his  fellows. 
For  curb  and  whip,  and  horsemanship. 

And  martial  bearing  zealous  ? 

W^hy  hangs  ho  back,  demurrent 

To  breast  the  Tiber's  current-. 
From  wrestlers'  oil,  as  from  the  coil 

Of  poisonous  snake,  abhorrent? 

No  more  with  iron  rigour 
Rude  armour-marks  disfigure 
His  pliant  limbs,  but  languor  dims 
His  eye  and  wastes  his  vigour. 


Lydia,  die  per  omnes 
Te  Deos  oro, 
Sybarim 
Cur  propcras  amando, 
Perdere  ?  cur  apricum 
Oderit  campum, 
Patiens 
Porveris  atque  Soils  ? 

Cur  neqiie  militaris 
Inter  sequales 
Equitat? 
Gallica  nee  lupatis 
Temperat  ora  fnenis  ? 
Cur  timet  flavum 
Tiberim 
Tangere  ?  cur  olivum. 

Sanguine  vi  peri  no 
Cautius  vitatP 
Neque  jam 
Livida  je  tut  armis 
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Gone  18  the  youth's  ambition 
To  give  the  Unce  emisBion, 
Or  hurl  adroit  the  circling  quoit 
In  gallant  competition. 

And  his  embowered  retreat  is 

Like  where  the  Son  of  Thetis 
Liu'kcd  undiyulged,  while  he  indulged 

A  mother's  soft;  entreaties, 

Bobed  as  a  Grecian  girl, 

Lost  soldier-like  apparel 
Might  raise  a  flame,  and  his  kindling  frame 

Through  the  ranks  of  slaughter  whirl. 


Brachia,  siepe  disco, 
Sspe  trans  ilnem 
Jaculo 
Nobilis  expedito  ? 

Quid  latct,  ut  marina? 
Filium  dicunt 
Thetidis, 
Sub  laohrymosa  Trojce 
Funera,  ne  yirilis 
Cultus  in  ca^dcm,  et 
Lycios 
Proriperet  caterras. 


To  relish  the  ninth  ode,  the  reader  must  figure  to  himself 
the  hunting-box  of  a  young  Komon,  some  miles  from  Eome, 
with  a  distant  view  of  the  Mediterranean  in  front ;  Mount 
Soract^  far  oflT  on  the  right ;  a  tall  cypress  grove  on  the 
left,  hacked  "by  the  ridge  of  Apennines. 


Ode  IX. 

"  Tides  ut  alt4  stct  nive  candidum 
Socrate,"  &c. 


VBI18I0  mouTiCA. 

See  how  the  winter  blanches 

Soracti>'s  giant  brow  ! 
Hear  how  the  forest-branches 

Groan  for  the  weight  of  snow ! 
While  the  fix'd  ice  impanels 
Birers  within  their  channels. 

Out  with  the  frost !  expel  her ! 

Pile  up  the  fuel-block, 
And  from  thy  hoary  cellar 

Produce  a  Sabine  crock : 
O  Tlialiarck !  remember 
It  count  a  fourth  December. 

Give  to  the  gods  the  guidance 
Of  earth *s  arrangements.     List  I 

Tlie  blasts  at  their  high  biddance 
From  the  vex'd  deep  desist. 

Nor  'mid  tlio  cypress  riot ; 

And  the  old  elms  are  quiet. 


TBADUTTA  DAL  OABOALLO. 

Vedi  tu  di  neve  in  copia 

II  Soraite  omai  canuto 
Yedi  come  crollan  gli  alberi 

Sotto  al  \)€B0  ;  e  '1  gelo  acuto 
Come  ni  fiumi  tr^  le  sponde 
Fa  indurar  le  liquid*  onde. 

Scio^li  *1  ireddo  con  man  prodiga 
Rifomendo,  O  Taliarco  1 

Legni  al  foco ;  e  piCi  del  solito 
A  spillar  non  csser  parco 

Da  orecchiuto  orcio  SabinOf 

Di  quattr*  anni  '1  pretto  vino. 

Sicn  del  resto  i  numi  gli  arbitri 
Ch'  ove  avran  d' Austro  e  di  Borea 

Abattuto  il  fervid  impeto 
Per  la  vasta  arena  e(}uoreft 

Ne  i  cipressi  urto  nemico 

Scuotera,  ne  1*  omo  antioo. 
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Enjoy,  without  foreboding,  Ci6  indagar  fuggi  sollecito 

Life  as  the  moments  run ;  Che  ayrenir  doman  doyr\ ; 

Away  with  Care  corroding,  Guigni  a  lucro  il  dl  che  reduce 

Youth  of  my  soul !  nor  shun  La  Portuna  a  te  dar^ 

Lore,  for  whose  smile  thou'rt  suited;  Ne  sprezzar  no'  tuoi  fresc*  anni 

And  *mid  the  dancers  foot  it.  Le  carole  e  dolcl  afianni. 

While  youth's  hour  lasts,  beguile  it ;  Sin  che  lunga  da  te  regeto 
Follow  the  field,  the  camp,  Sta  canuta  etk  importuna 

Each  manly  sport,  till  twilight  Campi  e  piazze  ti  riveggano ; 

Brings  on  the  yesper-lamp ;  E  fidelo  quando  imbruna 

Then  let  thy  loTed  one  lisp  her  T*  abbia  1'  ora  che  ti  appella 

Fond  feelings  in  a  whisper.  A  ronzar  con  la  tua  bella. 

Or  in  a  nook  hide  furtive,  Or*  d  oaro  quel  sorridore 
Till  by  her  laugh  betrayed,  Scopritor  della  fanciuUa 

And  drawn,  with  struggle  sportive,  Che  in  un  angolo  intomandosi 
Forth  from  her  ambuscade ;  A  celarsi  si  trastulla. 

Bracelet  or  ring  th'  offender  Ed  al  finto  suo  ritegno 

In  forfeit  sweet  surrender !  Trar  d'  armilla  o  anello  il  pegno. 

The  subsequent  morceau  is  not  given  in  the  usual  printed 
editions  of  our  poet :  even  the  MSS.  omit  it,  except  the 
Vatican  Codex,  I  myself  have  no  hesitation  as  to  its  genu- 
ineness, though  Bums  has  saved  me  the  trouble  of  translation. 


\  I    ««Vii 


Ode  X. 

Virent  arundines.*' — "  Green  grow  the  rashes,  O  !" 

There^s  naught  but  care  on  every  han*,  Cur®  corrodunt  Urbem,  Rus, 

In  every  hour  that  passes,  O !  Et  snpientiim  oellulas, 

What  signifies  the  Ufe  of  man.  Nee  vitA  vellem  frui  plus* 

An*  *twere  not  for  the  lasses,  O !  Ni  foret  ob  puellulas — 

Cb'een  grow  the  raslies,  O !  Virent  arundines  ! 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O I  At  me  tenellulas 

The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spent,         Tedet  horarum  nisi  quels 
Were  spent  amang  the  lasses,  O !  Inter  fui  puellulas  I 

The  warly  race  may  riches  chase,  Bivitias  avaro  dem. 

And  nches  still  may  flee  them,  O !         Insudet  auri  cumulo. 
And  when  at  last  thev  catch  them  fast,  Quaerat  quocumque  modo  rem, 
Their  hearts  can  ne  er  enjoy  them,  O !     Inops  abibit  tumulo. 
Ghreen  grow  the  rashes,  O !  virent  arundines ! 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O !  At  me  tenellulas 

The  sweetest  hours  that  e*er  I  spent,         T»det  horarum  nisi  queis 
Were  spent  amang  the  lasses,  O !  Inter  fui  puellulas  I 

*  Another  MS.  reads,  "Nee  viverem  diutius,**  but  the  emphasis  and 
aocent  on  the  final  rhyme  is  thus  impaired,  though  the  idiom  is  improved* 
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/  Give  mo  a  canny  hour  at  e'en,  C{im  Sol  obscurat  spicula. 

My  arms  about  my  deary,  O  !  Stringente,  fit,  amiculii, 

Then  warly  cares  and  warly  men  Mi,  bracbio  tune  nivco. 

May  all  gang  tapsalteery,  O  !  Berum  dulcis  oblmo ! 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O !  Virent  arundines  ! 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O !  At  me  tcnellulas 

The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spent,         T»det  horarum  nisi  qucis 
Were  spent  amaug  the  lasses,  O !  Inter  fui  puellulas  ! 

For  ye  sae  douce  ye  sneer  at  this,  Nam  dices  contr^  P  caniim  grex ! 

Yo*re  naught  but  senseless  asses,  O !      An  fuit  vir  sagacior 
The  wisest'  man  the  warld  e'er  saw,        Quibn  Solomon  P  aut  unquam  rex 
He  dearly  loved  the  lasses,  O !  In  virgines  salacior  P 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O  !  Virent  arundines  1 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O !  At  me  tcnellulaB 

The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spent,         Tsdet  horarum  nisi  queis 
Were  spent  amang  the  lasses,  O !  Inter  fui  puellulas ! 

Dame  Nature  swears  the  lorely  dears     Quas  cum  de  terra  vasoulo 

Her  noblest  wark,  she  classes,  O !  Natura  finxit  bellulas, 

Her  prentice' ban'  she  tried  on  man,       Tentayit  manum  masculo 
And  then  she  made  the  lasses,  O !  Formayit  time  puellulas. 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O !  Virent  arundmes ! 

Gbeen  grow  the  rashes,  O !  At  me  tenellulas, 

The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spent,         Teedet  horarum  niai  quels 
Were  spent  amang  the  lasses,  0 1  Inter  fui  puellulas  ! 
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DECADE   THE   SECOND. 

••Horatium  in  quibusdam  nolim  interprctari." — QuiNCT.  Insiit,  Or.,  i.  8. 

"  The  lyrical  part  of  Horace  can  never  be  perfectly  translated." 

Sam.  Jounbon  apud  Boswell,  vol.  vii.  p.  219. 

'*  Horacio  es  do  todos  los  poetas  latinos  el  mas  defieil  de  manejar." 

Don  Jayieb  db  Burgos,  p.  11.    Madrid^  1820, 

"  Horace  crochette  et  furetto  tout  le  magasin  dcs  mots.'* 

MoNTAiOKS,  Estait, 

"  Prout's  translations  from  Horace  are  too  free  and  easy" 

Jihenaum^  dth  July^  1836. 

ni<pa(fo/ia(  Xcyciv,   Q    ANAPR2  A0HNA1O],  ittjQtii  vfiutv  ro<ravrov, 
tirii9av  vavra  aicot'cri^rc,  xpii/arr,  xai  fitf  trportpcv  npoXafAfiavtrt, 

Demobt,,  ^iXiw,  nf>Mr. 

Tlie  sago  Montaigne,  a  grave  Castillian, 
Old  Dr.  Johnson,  and  Quinctillian, 
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Would  say,  a  task,  bj  no  means  fitcilCf 

Had  fallen  to  him  of  WatergrasshilL 

Maj  he,  then,  claim  indulgence  for  liis 

Benewed  attempt  to  render  Horace  ?. .  . . 

As  for  your  critic  o'  th'  Asinfiemn, 

We  (Yorke),  unrancoured,  hope  to  see  him 

Smoking  yet  many  a  pipe,  an't  please  ye, 

With  us  at  old  Prout^s  "  fbee  and  east." — O.  T. 

It  is  fully  admitted  at  this  time  of  day,  that  endurable 
translations,  in  any  modem  idiom,  of  the  Greek  and  Boman 
capi  cP opera,  are  lamentably  few.  But  if  there  be  a  paucity 
of  successful  attempts  in  prose,  it  must  not  surprise  us  that 
the  candidates  for  renown  in  the  poetical  department 
should  be  still  less  fortunate  in  the  efforts  they  have  made 
to  climb  the  sacred  hill  by  catching  at  the  skirts  of  some 
classic  songster.  The  established  and  canonised  authors  of 
antiquity  seem  to  view  with  no  favourable  eye  these  sur- 
reptitious endeavours  to  get  at  the  summit-level  of  their 
glorious  pre-eminence,  and  Horace  in  particular  (as  Maw- 
worm,  or  Mathews,  would  say)  has  positively  resolved  on 
"  wearing  a  Spenser.**  To  the  luckless  and  presumptuous 
wight  who  would  fain  follow  him,  in  the  hope  of  catching 
at  a  fold  of  his  impracticable  jacket,  he  turns  round  and 
addresses,  in  his  own  peculiar  Latin,  the  maxim  which  we 
will  content  ourselves  with  giving  in  the  French  of  Vol- 
taire: 

"  Le  nombre  des  elus  au  Pamasse  est  complet!*' 

*^  The  places  are  all  taken,  on  the  double-peaked  mountain 
of  Greek  and  Koman  poesy  the  mansions  are  all  tenanted ; 
the  classic  Pegasus  won't  carry  double ;  there  is  not  the 
slightest  chance  here  :  go  elsewhere,  friend,  and  seek  out  in 
the  regions  of  the  north  a  Parnassus  of  your  own." 

Whereupon  we  are  reminded  of  an  anecdote  of  the  Irish 
Bebellion  of  1798,  when  the  German  horse-auxiliaries  were 
routed  at  Ballynacoppul,  in  the  county  "Wexford,  by  the 
bare-footed  heroes  of  the  pike  and  pitchfork.  A  victorious 
Patlander  was  busily  engaged  in  a  field  pulling  off*  the  boots 
from  a  dead  trooper,  when  another  repealer,  coming  up, 
suggested  the  propriety  of  dividing  the  spoil — lialf-a-pair 
being,  in  his  opinion,  a  reasonable  allowance  for  both.  "  Why, 
then,  neighbour,"  quietly  observed  the  operator  in  reply, 
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**  can*t  you  be  aisy,  and  go  and  kill  a  Hessian  for  yourself  T* 
By  what  process  of  induction  this  story  occurred  to  us  just 
now  we  cannot  imagine;  h-propos  des  bottes,  most  probably. 

Certain  it  is,  that,  to  succeed,  a  translation  must  possess 
more  or  less  ii^trinsic  originality.  Among  us,  Pope's 
HoMEE  is,  beyond  all  comparison,  the  most  successful  per- 
formance of  its  kind  ;  not  that  it  textually  reproduces  the 
Iliad — a  task  far  more  accurately  accomplished  by  the  maniac 
Cowper,  in  Aw  unreadable  version — but  because  the  richly 
endowed  mind  of  Pope  himself  pours  out  its  own  opulence 
in  every  line,  and  works  the  mineral  ores  of  Greece  with  the 
abiuK^t  resources  o£  Shgtish  capital. 

Dpv3en*8  forcible  and  vigorous,  but  more  frequently 
rollicking  and  titubant,  progress  through  the  JEneid,  may 
awhile  arrest  attention ;  nay,  ever  and  anon  some  bold  pas- 
sage will  excite  our  wonder,  at  the  felicitous  hardihood  of 
"glorious  John:**  but  it  would  be  as  wrong  to  call  it  Vib- 
oiL,  as  to  take  the  slapdash  plungings  of  a  "  wild  goose  at 
play  **  for  the  graceful  and  majestic  motion  of  the  Swan  of 
Mantua  gliding  on  the  smooth  surface  of  his  native  Mincio, 
under  a  luxuriant  canopy  of  reeds.  The  Tacitus  of  Arthur 
Murphy  is  not  the  terse,  significant,  condensed,  and  deep- 
seareniug  contemporary  of  Pliny ;  no  one  would  feel  more 
puzzled  than  the  Koman  to  recognise  his  owti  semi-oracular 
style  in  the  sonorous  phraseology,  the  ^uaW-Gibbonian 
jKjriod,  the  "  long-impedimented  march  of  oratorio  pomp  ** 
with  which  the  Cork  man  has  encumbered  him.  And 
yet  Murphy  tacitly  passes  for  a  fit  English  representative  of 
the  acute  annalist,  the  scientific  analyses  of  imperial 
Home.  Our  Junius  alone  could  have  done  justice  to  the 
iron  Latinity  of  Tacitus.  To  translate  the  letters  of  old 
^J.Namifns  umbra  **  into  French  or  Italian,  would  be  as  hope- 
less an  experiment  as  to  try  and  Anglicise  the  naif  Lafon- 
taine,  or  make  Metastnsio  talk  his  soft  nonsense  through  the 
medium  of  our  rugged  gutturals.  Plutarch  was  lucky  enough 
to  have  found  Ion;;  ago,  among  the  French,  a  kindred  mind 
in  old  Aniyot :  the  only  drawback  to  which  good  fortune  is, 
that  your  modern  (}aul  requires  somebody  to  translate  the 
translator.  Abbe  Delillc  lias  enriched  his  country  with  an 
admirable  version  of  the  Georgica  ;  but  the  same  ornamental 
touches  which  he  used  so  successfully  in  embellishing  Yir- 
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gil,  have  renilereJ  his  translatio 


r  Milton  a  B 


i  reads  Oanan  now-o-days  in  England ;  hie  poems 


le  xery 


•  walls  of 


lie  neglected  amon"  us — "  desolate  *.  v^^  .,.-._,  ..»»  u. 
Balclucha ;"  yet  in  Italy,  thanks  to  Cenarotti, "  Fiogsl  "  atill 
brandishes  his  spear  "like  an  icicle,"  and  the  stars  ooutinue 
"  dimly  to  twinkle  through  thy  form,  ghost  of  the  gallant 
Oacar!"  The  afiiur  presents,  in  truth,  a  far  more  omata 
and  elaborate  specimen  of  the  bombaet  in  tlie  taseanaftmttla 
than  it  doth  in  the  original  Macphersonic ;  and  Buan&parte, 
who  confessedly  modeUed  the  style  of  hia  "  procUmations  '* 
on  the  speeches  of  these  mad  Highlanders,  derived  all  his 
phil-Osaianism  from  the  work  of  Uesarotti,  Of  the  ParmiUt 
Loit  there  happen  to  be  a  couple  of  excelleut  Italian  Torsions 
(with  the  author  of  one,  tlie  exiled  Quido  Sorelli,  we  now 
and  then  crack  a  bottle  at  OiSej's) ;  and  I'Eneide  of  Annibal 
Caro  is  nearly  unexceptionable.  ItA.BELAis  has  met,  iu  our 
Sir  Thomas  Urquhart,  a  congenial  spirit;  but  DoK  QuixuTB 
has  never  been  enabled  to  cross  the  Pyrenees,  much  l«8  th« 
ocean-boundaries  of  the  peninsulu.  Xerertheless,  it  miut 
be  admitted  that  Westminster  has  lately  sent,  in  Evana,  a 
rival  of  the  woful  knight's  chivalry  to  St.  Sebastian.  To 
return  to  the  claasics:  when  we  have  named  Dr.  Gifford's 
Juvenal,  with  the  praiseworthy  labours  of  Sotheby  aiid  Chap* 
man,  we  think  we  nave  exhausted  the  subject ;  for  it  reqaiTM 
no  conjurer  to  tell  us  that  Tom  Moore'a  Anatrton  is  ud 
rubbish,  and  that,  in  hundreds  of  similar  cases,  the  tradttt- 
iorv  dift'ers  from  a  traditare  only  by. a  syllable. 

On  the  theory,  as  well  as  the  practice  of  translation,  old 
Prout  seems  to  have  bestowed  considerable  attention; 
though  it  would  appear,  at  first,  somewhat  strange,  that 
BO  eccentric  and  self-opiniated  a  genius  as  he  evidently 
was,  could  stoop  to  the  common  drudgery  of  merely  trans- 
ferring the  thoughts  of  another  from  one  idiom  into  a 
BecoDo  or  third — nay.  occasiomilly,  a  fourth  one  (as  in  thn 
case  of  "  Lea  Boia  do  Blarney  "),  instead  of  pouring  out  on 
the  world  liis  own  ideas  In  a  copious  flood  of  original  compo- 
sition. Why  did  he  not  indite  a  "  poem  "  of  his  own  P  writ* 
a  treatise  on  political  economy  ?  figure  as  a  natural  theolo- 
gian ?  turn  history  into  romance  for  the  ladies  P  or  into  mn 
old  dmanaclc  for  the  Whigs  ?    We  believe  the  matter  hat 
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been  already  explained  by  us ;  but,  lest  there  should  be  any 
mistake,  we  do  not  care  how  often  we  repeat  the  father's 
favourite  assertion,  that,  in  these  latter  days,  "  oeiginaxitt 
there  can  be  none."  The  thing  is  not  to  be  had.  Disguise 
thyself  as  thou  wilt,  Plagiarism !  thou  art  still  perceptible 
to  the  eye  of  the  true  bookworm ;  and  the  silent  process  of 
reproduction  in  the  world  of  ideas  is  not  more  demonstrable 
to  the  scientific  inquirer  than  the  progressive  metempsy- 
chosis of  matter  itself,  through  all  its  variform  molecules. 
As  Horace  has  it : 

"  Multa  rcnoflcuntur  qucD  jam  cecidore." — Ep,  ad  Piton.y  70. 

Or,  to  quote  the  more  direct  evidence  of  honest  old  Chau- 
cer, who  discovered  the  incontrovertible  fact  at  the  very 
peep-o*-day  of  modem  literature : 


. . . . "  ^\i\  of  oltit  U\W%,  as  man  witti, 
Comttt  all  ttto  nrtor  rornr  from  vece  to  j^taxn 

fliil»  out  of  olt^c  bofttfi.  tn  gooH  faittr. 
Comttt  all  ti^is  luloc  science  tftat  mennc  learn." 


■  \ 


TO  is  an  ancient  writer  sunk  into  oblivion,  or  his 
works  withdrawn  from  general  perusal,  when  some  literary 
Beau  Tibbs  starts  upon  town  with  the  identical  cast-off  in- 
tellectual wardrobe,  albeit  properly  "refreshed"  so  as  to 
puzzle  any  mortal  eye,  save  that  of  a  regularly  educated  Jew 
old-clothesman.  Addison  has  hinted,  somewhat  obscurely, 
his  belief  in  the  practice  here  described,  when  (recording  his 
judgment  allegorically)  he  says — 

"  Soon  as  the  Bhaclos  of  night  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale." 

Should  any  one  wish  to  see  this  truth  further  developed,  let 
him  purchase  a  book  called  T/ie  Wondrous  Tale  of  Alroy,  by 
Benjamin  Disraeli  the  Younkcr;  of  which,  no  doubt,  a  few 
IjoimjS  Remain  on  hand.  '  '"^ 

^oo  long  ago  as  the  seventy-second  Olympiad,  an  ingenious 
writer  of  Greek  sonjj[3  had  alreadv  intimated  his  knowledge 
of  these  goings-on  in  the  literary  circles,  and  of  the  brain- 
sticking  system  generally,  when  he  most  truly  (though  enig- 
matically) represents  the  *' black  earth"  drinking  the  rain- 
water, the  trees  pumping  up  the  moisture  of  the  soil,  tho 


398  PATHEB  phottt's  beliqxtes. 

sun  inhaling  the  ocean  vapours  and  vegetable  juices,  the 
moon  living  equally  on  suction — 

O  5'  rjXtog  BocKarrav 
Tov  5'jjX/oy  fftXr/vri' 

and  so  on,  through  a  long  series  of  compotations  and  mutual 
hobnobbings,  to  the  end  of  the  chapter.  Most  modem 
readers  are  satisfied  with  moonshine. 

Prout  had  too  high  a  sense  of  honesty  to  affect  original 
writing ;  hence  he  openly  gave  himself  out  as  a  simple  trans- 
lator. "iVb»  tneus  hie  sermo**  was  his  constant  avowal,  and 
he  sincerely  pitied  the  numerous  pretenders  to  inventive 
genius  with  whom  the  times  abound.  Smitten  with  the  love 
of  antiaue  excellence,  and  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of 
classic  beauty,  he  turned  with  disdain  from  books  of  minor 
attraction,  and  had  no  relish  save  for  the  ever-enduring  per- 
fections of  the  Greek  and  Eoman  muse.  He  delightea  in 
transferring  these  ancient  thoughts  to  a  modem  vocabulary, 
and  found  solace  and  enjoyment  in  the  renewed  repercussion 
of  remote  and  bygone  **old  familiar"  sounds. 

There  is  not,  in  the  whole  range  of  pagan  mythology,  a 
more  graceful  impersonation  than  that  of  the  nymph  Echo 
— the  disconsolate  maiden,  who  pined  away  until  nothing 
remained  but  the  faculty  of  giving  back  the  voice  of  her 
beloved.  To  the  veteran  enthusiast  of  Watergrasshill,  little 
else  was  left  in  the  decline  of  his  age  but  a  corresponding 
tendency  to  translate  what  in  his  youth  he  had  admired ; 
though  it  must  be  added,  that  his  echoes  were  sometimes 
like  the  one  at  Killarney,  which,  if  asked,  "  How  do  you  do, 
Paddy  Blake  ?"  will  answer,  "  Pretty  well,  I  thank  you  r 

OLIVER  YOEKE. 

Regent  Street,  July  26M. 


Watergrasshill,  half-past  eleven. 

In  the  natural  progress  of  things,  and  following  the  strict 
order  of  succession,  I  alight  on  the  tenth  ode  of  book  the 
first,  whereof  the  title  is  "  Ad  Meecubium."  This  per- 
sonage, called  by  the  Greeks  Hebmes,  or  the  inter-"  preter," 
deserves  particular  notice  at  my  hands  in  this  place ;  foras- 
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much  as,  among  the  crowd  of  attributes  ascribed  to  him  by 
pagan  divines,  and  the  vast  multiplicity  of  occupations  to 
which  he  is  represented  as  giving  his  attention  (such  as  per- 
forming heavenly  messages,  teaching  eloquence,  guiding 
ghosts,  presiding  over  highways,  patronising  commerce  and 
robbers),  he  originated,  and  may  be  supposed  to  preserve  a 
lingering  regard  for,  the  art  of  translation.  Conveyancing 
is  a  science  divisible  into  many  departments,  over  all  which 
his  influence,  no  doubt,  extends :  nor  is  it  the  least  trouble- 
some province  of  all  aptly  to  convey  the  meaning  of  a  diffi- 
cult writer.  With  Oepheus,  then,  may  it  be  aUowable  to 
address  him  on  the  threshold  of  a  task  Hke  mine— 

KXu^/  [MM  E^fitta^  A/o;  a//sXf,  x.  r.  X. 

Indeed  Dean  Swift,  in  his  advi(5e  to  poets,  seems  to  be  fully 
aware  of  the  importance  to  be  attached  to  the  assistance 
of  so  useful  and  multiform  an  agent,  when  he  knowingly 
penned  the  following  recipe  fpr  "  the  machinery**  of  an  epic : 

*'  Take  of  deities,  male  and  female,  as  many  as  you  can 
use ;  separate  them  into  two  ccjual  parts,  and  keep  Jupiter 
in  the  middle :  let  Juno  set  him  in  a  ferment,  and  Venus 
mollify  him.  Eemember,  on  all  occasions,  to  make  use  of 
VOLATILE  Mercury.** 

The  quantity  of  business  necessarily  transacted  by  him 
in  his  innumerable  capacities,  has  furnished  that  profane 
scoffer  at  all  established  creeds,  Lvcian,  with  matter  of  con- 
siderable merriment ;  he  going  so  far,  in  one  of  his  dialogues, 
as  to  hint  that,  though  young  in  appearance  (according  to 
what  sculpture  and  painting  have  made  of  his  outward  sem- 
blance), he  must  fain  be  as  old  as  Japhet  in  malice.  This 
degenerate  Greek  would  seem  to  look  on  the  god  of  wit, 
eloquence,  commerce,  and  diplomacy  as  a  sort  of  pao^an  com- 

found  of  Pigaro,  Rothschild,  Dick  Turpin,  and  Talleyrand, 
t  would  be  naturally  expected  that  our  neighbours,  the 
French,  should  have  evinced,  from  the  earliest  times,  an  in- 
stinctive partiality  for  so  lively  an  impersonation  of  their 
own  endemic  peculiarities ;  and  we  therefore  feel  no  surprise 
in  finding  that  fact  recorded  by  a  holy  father  of  the  st^cond 
century  (TertnU,  adv.  Gno.Uic.  cap.  vii.),  the  same  obser- 
vation occurring  to  Ciesar  in  his  Commentaries,  viz.  "  Gall'i 
deum  maxime  Mercurium  colunV*  (lib.  iv.).     Huet,  the  illus- 
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trious  bisbop  of  Avrancbes,  bas  brougbt  considerable  ability 
to  the  identification  of  Mercury,  or  Hermes  TrismegistuSy 
with  the  Hebrew  shepherd  Moses  ;  and  this,  I  confess,  bas 
been  my  own  system,  long  ago  adopted  by  me  on  the  perusal 
of  Father  Kircher's  (Edipus. 

The  twisted  serpents  round  bis  magical  rod  are  but  slight 
indications  of  his  connexion  with  Egypt,  compared  to  the 
coincidences  which  might  be  alleged,  were  it  advisable  to 
enter  on  the  inquiry ;  and  I  merely  allude  to  it  here  because 
Horace  himself  thinks  proper,  in  the  following  ode,  to  call 
his  celestial  patron  a  "  nephew  of  Mount  Atlas ;"  setting  thus 
at  rest  the  question  of  his  African  pedigree.  This  odd  ex- 
pression has  Deen  re-echoed  by  an  Italian  poet  of  celebrity 
m  some  sonorous  lines : 

"  Scendea  talor  degli  inaurati  scanni 
E  risaliya  alio  stellanti  rote, 
Araldo  dagli  Dei  battendo  i  yanni 
D'Atlante  il  facondissimo  nipote." 

"We  are  told  by  Apollodorus  bow  the  god,  walking  one 
day  on  the  banks  of  tne  Nile,  after  the  annual  inundation 
had  ceased,  and  the  river  had  fallen  back  into  its  accustomed 
channel,  found  a  dead  tortoise  lying  on  its  back,  all  the 
fleshy  parts  of  which  had  been  dried  up  by  the  action  of  the 
sun's  rays,  so  intensely  powerful  in  Egypt :  but  a  few  of  the 
tougher  fibres  remained;  upon  touching  which  the  light- 
fingered  deity  found  them  to  emit  an  agreeable  tone.  Forth- 
with was  conceived  in  his  inventive  brain  the  idea  of  a  lute. 
Thus  the  laws  of  gravitation  are  reported  to  have  suggested 
themselves  to  Newton,  while  pondering  in  his  orchard  of  an 
afternoon,  on  seeing  a  ripe  apple  fall  from  its  parent  branch. 
The  Corinthian  capital  was  the  result  of  a  Greek  girl  having 
left  her  clothes-basket,  covered  over  with  a  tile,  on  a  plant 
of  acanthus.  The  stea.m-engine  originated  in  observing 
the  motion  of  the  lid  on  a  barber's  kettle.  Whatever  grace- 
fulness and  beauty  may  be  found  in  the  three  first  state- 
ments (and,  surely,  they  are  highly  calculated  to  charm  the 
fancy),  the  last,  I  fear  (though  leading  to  far  more  import- 
ant consequences  than  all  the  rest),  offers  but  a  meagre 
subject  for  painting  or  poetry. 

The  Latin  name  of  Mercury  is  derived,  according  to  a 
tradition  religiously  preserved  among  those  hereditary  guar- 
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dions  of  primitive  ignorance,  the  sclioolmasters,  from  the 
word  merx,  merchandise.  I  beg  leave  to  submit  (and  I  am 
borne  out  by  an  old  MS.  in  the  King's  Library,  Paris, 
marked  b.  <&.),  that,  though  the  name  of  commercial  con^- 
modities  may  have  been  aptly  taken  from  the  god  supposed 
to  preside  over  their  prosperous  interchange,  he  himself  was 
so  called  from  his  functions  of  messenger  between  earth  and 
heaven,  qua*i  hedius  currens  ;  an  origin  of  far  higher  im- 
port, and  an  allusion  to  far  more  sacred  doctrines  than  are 
to  be  gathered  from  the  ordinary  ravings  of  pagan  theology. 
Among  the  GJreeks,  he  rejoiced  in  the  equal Iv  significant 
title  of  Hermes,  or,  the  "expounder  of  hidden  things." 
And  it  would  appear  that  he  was  as  constantly  put  in 
requisition  by  his  classic  devotees  of  old,  as  St.  Antonio 
of  Padua  is  at  the  present  day  among  the  vetturini,  and 
the  vulgar  generally  throughout  Italy.  It  is,  however,  a 
somewhat  strange  contraaiction  in  the  Greek  system  of 
divinity,  that  the  god  of  locomotion  and  rapidity  should 
also  be  the  protector  of  fixtures,  milestones,  land  marks, 
monumental  erections,  and  of  matters  conveying  the  idea 
of  permanence  and  stability.  The  well-known  signet  of 
Erasmus,  which  gave  rise  to  sundry  malicious  imputations 
against  that  eminent  priest,  was  a  statue  of  the  god  in  the 
shape  of  a  terminus,  with  the  motto,  "  cedo  nulli  ;"  and 
every  one  knows  what  odium  attached  itself  to  the  youth 
Alcibiades,  when,  in  a  mad  frolic,  he  removed  certain  figures 
of  this  description,  during  a  night  of  jollity,  in  the  streets 
of  Athens.  The  author  of  the  Book  of  IVoverbs  gives  a 
caution,  which  it  were  well  for  modem  destructives  to  take 
to  themselves,  entering  into  the  spirit  that  dictated  that 
most  sensible  admonition  (Prov.  xxii.  28),  "Kemove  not 
the  ancient  landmarks  which  thy  fathers  have  set :"  "  Ne 
trafugrediaris  terminos  antiquos  quos  posuerunt  pat  res  tui.** 

Ode  X.— hymn  to  mehcttrt. 

"  Mercuri  facundo  Ncpos  Atlantis." 

PcrtuaBivo  ITcrme§ !  Afric's  son !  Mercuri,  facundo  ncpos  Atlantis, 

Who — jicarce  had  Inimnn  life  b<^g[un —  Qui  foros  cultus  hominum  ro- 

Amid  our  rude  forcfHtlierfl  «ho:ie  centum 

With  arts  instructive.  Voce  formasti  catu9,  et  docono 

And  mati  to  now  refinement  won  More  palaratra} ! 

With  grace  seductiye. 
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To  cannni,  nugni  Jovia  ct  Di> 

Kuntiimi,  corrKqiie  IjrtD  piren- 

To  glorioua  cunning  ;  tem 

Both  goda  and  men  in  furtirD  eport  Callidoni,  quidquid  pkcuit,  jo- 

And  wit  oatrimiiing  I  coia 

Condere  furto. 

You,  when  a  child  tlie  woods  amid.  To,  boves  olim  nisi  reddidifsr* 

Apollo's  kinc  drew  olF  and  liid  ;  Fcr  dolum  uootns,  pucruin  mi- 

Aiid  when  tlio  god  nilli  nicnat^  bid  unci 

Tlio  spoil  delirer.  Voce  dum  terrot,  »iduufl  pliarolra 

ForccdhimtoBtDilB—Jbr.nhilelicchid,  Risit  Apollo. 

You  stole  his  quiver  I 

The  niglit  old  Priam  sorrow ihr  went,  Quhi  et  Atridas,  duco  ic,  super- 

With  gold  tlirough  many  a  Grcciim  bof, 

lont,  Tlio  divca  Priomiia  rcliilo, 

And  many  a  foeniin's  wflfchGrc,  bent  TJie^salorqiio    ignca     i:l    iniqua 

To  ratiM>ni  llctlor,  ■IVojir 

In  TolT  lie  found  a  provident  Ca»Cra  fefellit. 

Guide  und  iirolcetor. 

'Where  bloom  Elysium's  grorcs  bo>  Tu  pi»a  ls;(ts  animasreponis 

joud  Scdibiii,  virgaque  loTom  cofrvrs 

Deatli'spurtiilsandllieSlj-gian  pond,  Aiirca  tnrbain,  siij>eri»  Dcorum 

Yoo  guide  llic   ghosts  «i(h   golden  Gratusct  imia. 

Wliose  Bpccial  clmrm  is 
Thai  JciTe  nnd  Pluto  bulh  ore  fond 
A  liku  of  llermea ! 

3o  much  for  Mercury.  Turn  we  now  fo  another  feature 
ill  the  plaiietnry  system.  The  rage  for  nstrological  pur- 
BuitB,  ond  the  behef  in  a  secret  influence  exereiaod  by 
the  stars  over  the  life  and  fortune  of  individuals,  seems, 
at  certain  epochs  of  the  world's  history,  to  have  seized  on 
mankind  like  an  epidemic :  but  uerer  waa  the  mania  so  preva- 
lent as  after  the  death  of  Julius  CsDsar.  The  intlux  of  Asiatic 
luxury  had  been  accompanied  by  the  arrival  nt  Kome  of  a  num- 
ber of  "  wise  men  from  the  east,"  and  considerable  curiosity 
had  been  excited  among  all  classes  by  the  nimiitjeiioveltv  of 
iirientv' '  raditiona.  Among  these  reinminlN  (if  ori<;iiial  ri've- 
latioii,  I  lie  aunouncenient  of  a  forthcoming  CmiquiTor,  to  be 
harbiuijered  and  ushered  into  the  poj-seBsion  of  ejiipire  hy  a 
mysterious  star,*  had  liied  the  attention  of  political  intri- 

*  Hio  eipreiiiionB  of  Pio|iertius  are  vcrj  rcuiorkable  t 
"Quteritis  lit  cipIo  fnffiNicuM  ij>  vesta  sereno 
Qiuc  sit  elclb,"  &M.  ^— Lib.  U,  lA),  GO. 
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ffuers  08  a  fit  engine  for  working  on  popular  credulity ;  and 
nence  the  partisuis  of  young  Octavius  were  constantly  ring- 
ing the  changes  on  "  C^sabis  Astbum**  and  "  Juliuh 
Smvs/'  until  they  had  actually  forced  the  populace  into  a 
strong  faith  in  the  existence  of  some  celestial  phenomenon 
connected  with  the  imperial  house  of  Caesar.  Those  who 
recollect,  as  I  do,  how  famously  Pfl«/on>it'«  Propheciea  aa- 
sisted  the  interests  of  Captain  Kock  and  the  Dynasty  of 
Derrynane,  will  understand  the  nature  of  this  sort  of  hum- 
bug, and  will  readily  imagine  how  the  mob  of  Bome  was 
tutored  by  the  augurs  into  a  firm  reliance  on  the  inter- 
ference of  heaven  in  the  business.  Buonaparte  was  too 
shrewd  a  student  of  human  weaknesses,  and  had  read  history 
too  carefully  to  overlook  the  tendency  of  the  vulgar  towards 
this  belief  in  supernatural  apparitions  ;  hence  he  got  up  an 
ignUfatuus  of  his  own,  which  he  called  the  "  Soleil  d' Aus- 
TEELITZ,"  and  out  of  which  he  took  a  particular  shine  on 
more  than  one  brilliant  occasion.  Many  an  old  infidel  gre- 
nadier was  firmly  persuaded,  that,  better  than  Joshua  the 
Jew,  their  leader  could  command  the  glorious  disc  to  do  his 
bidding  ;  and  every  battle-field,  consequently,  became  a 
"  valley  of  Ajalon,"  where  they  smote  the  sourcrout  children 
of  Germany  to  their  hearts'  content.  But  we  are  wander- 
ing from  the  era  of  Augustus.  By  a  very  natural  process, 
the  belief  in  a  ruling  star,  in  connexion  with  the  imperial 
family,  expanded  itself  from  that  narrow  centre  into  the 
broad  circumference  of  every  family  in  the  empire ;  and  each 
individual  began  to  fancy  he  might  discover  a  small  twink- 
ling shiner,  of  personal  importance  to  himself,  in  the  wide 
canopy  of  heaven.  Great,  in  consequence,  was  the  profit 
accruing  to  any  cunning  seer  from  the  east,  who  might  hap- 
pen to  set  up  an  observatory  on  some  one  of  the  seven  hills 
for  the  purpose  of  allotting  to  each  lady  and  gentleman  their 
own  particular  planet.  Nostradamus,  Cagliostro,  Dr.  Spurz- 
heim,  and  St.  John  Lon;:;,  had  long  been  anticipated  by  Eo- 
mau  practitioners  ;  and  in  the  annals  of  roguery,  as  well  as 
of  literature  and  politics,  there  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun. 
In  Mr.  Ainsworth's  romance  of  the  Admirable  Crichion 
(which  he  wisely  submitti^d  in  embryo  to  my  perusal), 
I  cannot  but  commend  the  use  he  has  made  <)f  the 
astrological  practices  so    prevalent    under    the    reign  of 
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Henry  de  Valois,  and  Cn  the  days  of  Catherine  de  Medicia ;  in- 
deed, I  scarcely  know  any  of  the  so-called  historical  novels 
of  this  frivolous  generation,  which  has  altogether  so  g^phi- 
cally  reproduced  the  spirit  and  character  of  the  times,  as 
this  dashing  and  daring  portraiture  of  the  young  Scotchman 
in  Paris  and  his  contemporaries. 

The  mistress  of  Horace,  it  would  seem,  had  taken  it  into 
her  head  to  go  and  consult  these  soothsayers  from  Chaldea 
as  to  the  probable  duration  of  the  poet's  life  and  her  own— of 
course,  fanc3ring  it  needless  to  inquire  as  to  the  probability 
of  their  amours  being  quite  commensurate  with  their  earthly 
career ;  a  matter  which  circumstances,  nevertheless,  should 
render  somewhat  problematical — whereupon  her  lover  chides 
the  propensity,  in  the  following  strain  of  tender  and  affec- 
tionate remonstrance : 


Ode  XI. — AD  LEucoNOEir. 


Love,  mine !  seek  not  to  grope 
Through  the  dark  windings  of  Chaldean  witch- 
ery, 
To  learn  your  horoscope, 
Or  mine,  from  vile  adepts  in  fraud  and  treach- 
ery, 

My  LeuconoS !  shun 
Those  sons  of  Babylon. 


Tu  ne  quiBsieris, 

Scire  nefas. 
Quern  mihi,  quem  tibi, 
Pinem  Di  dcderint, 

Leucono^, 
Nee  Babylonios 
Tentaris  numcros.— 

Ut  melius. 


Far  better  *twere  to  wait,  Q.uidquid  erit,  pati, 

Calmly  resigned,  the  destined  hour's  maturity,   Scu  plures  hiemes. 


'Whether  our  life*s  brief  date 
This  winter  close,  or,  through  a  long  futurity, 
For  us  the  sea  still  roar 
On  yon  Tyrrenean  shore. 


Let  Wisdom  fill  the  cup  ; — 
Vain  hopes  of  lengthened  days  and  years  feli- 
citous 

Folly  may  treasure  up  ; 
Ours  bo  the  day  that  passeth — ^unsolicitoxis 

Of  what  the  next  may  bring. 

Time  flieth  as  we  sing  I 


Seu  tribuit 

Jupiter  ultimam, 
Quffi  nunc  opposilis 

DebiUtat 
Fumicibus  mart 
T^rrhenum ! 

Sapias,  vina  liques, 

£t  spatio  brevi 
Spem  longem  rcscccs. 

Dum  loquimur. 

Fugerit  inyida 
^tas.     Cai'pc  diem, 

Quam  minimum 
Credula  postero. 


Horace  has  been  often  accused  of  plundering  the  Greeks, 
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and  of  transferring  entire  odes  from  their  language  into 
Latin  metres.  The  charge  is  perfectly  borne  out  by  conclu- 
sive facts,  and  I  shall  have  perhaps  an  opportunity  of  re- 
curring to  the  evidences,  as  afforded  in  the  subsequent 
decades  of  this  series.  The  opening  of  the  following  glori- 
ous dithyramb  is  clearly  borrowed  from  the  Ava§/f  o^/x/yyi; 
'TfAtoi  of  Pindar ;  but  1  venture  to  say  that  there  is  not 
among  the  Songs  of  Horace  a  more  truly  Soman,  a  more 
intensely  national  effusion,  than  this  invocation  of  divine 
protection  on  the  head  of  the  government.  The  art  of 
lyrical  progression,  the  ars  celare  artem^  is  nowhere  prac- 
tised with  greater  effect ;  and  the  blending  np  of  all  the 
historical  recollections  most  dear  to  the  country  with  the 
prospects  of  the  newly-established  dynasty,  the  hopes  of 
the  young  Marcellus,  and  the  preservation  of  the  emperor's 
life,  is  a  masterstroke  of  the  politico-poetical  tactician.  The 
very  introduction  of  a  word  in  honour  of  the  republican 
Cato,  by  throwing  the  public  off  its  guard,  and  by  ^ving 
an  air  of  independent  boldness  to  the  composition,  admirably 
favours  the  object  he  has  in  view.  A  more  august  associa- 
tion of  ideas,  a  bolder  selection  of  images,  is  not  to  be  found 
within  the  compass  of  any  ode,  ancient  or  modem — save, 
perhaps,  in  the  canticle  oi  Habakkuk,  or  in  the  ''  Persian 
least"  of  Dry  den. 

Ode   XII. — A  PBATEE  FOE  AUGUSTUS. 

**  Quctn  yirum  aut  heroa." 

Aria — "  Sublime  was  the  warning." 

Name  Clio,  the  man  I  or  the  god. .  — for  whose  sake 
The  lyre,  or  the  clarion,  loud  echoes  shall  wake 

On  thy  favourite  hill,  or  in  Helicon's  erove  ? . . . . 
Whence  forests  have  followed  the  wizard  of  Thrace, 
When  rivers  enraptured  suspended  tlieir  race, 
When  the  ears  were  vouchsafed  to  the  obdurate  oak. 
And  the  blasts  of  mount  Heemus  bowed  down  to  the  yoke 

Of  the  magical  minestrel,  grandson  of  Jove. 

First  to  Him  raise  the  song  !  whose  parental  control 
Men  and  gods  feel  alike  ;  whom  the  waves,  as  they  roll — 

Wliom  the  earth,  and  the  stars,  and  the  seasons  obey, 
Unapproached  in  his  godhead ;  miyestio  alone, 
Though  Pallas  may  stand  on  the  steps  of  his  throne, 
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Tliough  huntress  Diana  may  challenge  a  shrino, 
And  worship  be  due  to  the  j^od  of  the  yine, 
And  to  archer  Apollo,  bright  giver  of  daj ! 

Shall  we  next  sing  Alcides  ?  or  Leda's  twin-h'ghts — 
Him  the  Horseman,  or  him  whom  the  Cestus  dehghts  P 

Both  shininff  aloft,  hj  the  seaman  adored ; 
(For  he  kens  that  their  rising  the  clouds  can  dispel. 
Bash  the  foam  from  the  rocK,  and  the  hurricane  quell.) -^ 
Of  Romulus  next  shall  the  claim  be  allowed  ? 
Of  Numa  the  peaceful  ?  of  Tarquin  the  proud  ? 

Of  Cato,  whose  fall  hath  ennobled  hb  sword  ? 

Shall  Scaurus,  shall  Eegulus  fruitlessly  craye 
Honour  due  ?  shall  the  Consul,  who  prodigal  gave 

His  life-blood  on  Cannffi's  disastrous  plain  ? — 
CamiUus  ?  or  he  whom  a  king  could  not  tempt  ? 
Stem  Poverty's  children,  unfashioned,  unkempt.— 
The  fame  of  Marcellus  grows  yet  in  the  shade. 
But  the  meteor  of  Julius  beams  over  his  head. 

Like  the  moon  that  outshines  all  the  stars  in  her  train » 

Chreat  Deity,  guardian  of  men !  unto  whom 

We  commend,  in  Augustus,  the  fortunes  of  Rome, 

Keign  fob  ever  !  but  guard  his  subordinate  throne. 
Be  it  his — of  the  Parthian  each  inroad  to  check ; 
Of  the  Indian,  in  triumph,  to  trample  the  nock ; 
To  rule  all  the  nations  of  earth ; — be  it  Jove's 
To  exterminate  guilt  from  the  god's  hallowed  groves. 

Be  the  bolt  and  the  chariot  of  thunder  thins  own ! 

Next  comes  an  ode  in  imitation  of  Sappho.  Who  has  not 
read  that  wondrous  woman's  eloquent  outburst  of  ecstatic 
passion  ?  In  all  antiquity,  no  love-song  obtained  such  cele- 
brity as  that  which  has  come  down  to  us  in  the  form  of  a 
fragment ;  but  though  many  attempts  have  been  made  to 
divest  it  of  its  Grecian  envelope,  and  robe  it  in  modern 
costume,  I  am  sorry  for  the  sake  of  the  ladies  to  be  obliged 
to  say,  that  it  never  can  be  presented  in  any  other  shape 
than  what  it  wears  in  the  splendid  original.  That  is  the 
more  to  be  regretted,  as,  in  a  recent  volume  of  very  exqui- 
site poetry,  Letitia  Landon  has  devoted  six  glowing  pages* 
to  the  development  of  Sappho's  supposed  feelings.  If  kindred 
eloquence  could  be  taken  as  a  substitute,  and  if  the  delicate 
instmct  of  a  lively  and  fervent  female  soul  may  be  ima- 

•  Pp.  116—121  of  the  Vow    of  the  Peacock,  and  other  Poenu,  h$ 
L.E.  L    1  voL  small  8vo.    Saunders  and  Ottley. 
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gined  fully  capable  of  catching  the  very  spirit  of  Greek  in- 

Siration,  then  may  it  be  permitted  to  apply  the  words  of 
orace  occurring  in  another  place : 

"  Spirat  adhuo  amor 
Viruntque  commissi  calorcs 
LtBtitia  fidibiis  pucllee." — Lib.  iv.  odo  ix. 

But,  returning  to  the  ode  before  us,  it  is  not  my  province 
to  decide  whether  the  jealousy  which  our  poet  here  de- 
scribes was  really  felt,  or  only  affected  for  poetic  purposes. 
From  the  notorious  unsteadiness  of  his  attachments,  and  the 
multitudinous  list  of  his  loves,  including  in  the  catalogue 
I^alagc,  Glycera,  Leuconofi,  Nenora,  Cloris,  Pyrrha,  Nerine, 
Lyce,  Phidyld,  Cynaris,  &c.  &c.  (by  the  way,  all  Gree/c  girls), 
1  should  greatly  doubt  the  sincerity  of  his  ardour  for  Lydia. 
It  is  only  necessary,  for  the  explanation  of  "  deuie  lubris 
fwtam,**  terminating  the  third  stanza,  in  reference  to  Roman 
ideas  of  proper  behaviour  towards  the  ladies,  to  record  what 
Flora  says  of  her  friend  Pompey,  in  Plutarch's  life  of  that 
illustrious  general : — 'Mvyi/movsvuv  tjj;  cr^o;  rov  Uofi^^nov  ofiiXia^ 
wff  ov^  >jv  txiiv(fj  ffvvava'ravffafZfvriVf  AAIIKTHS  aTtX&tiv,  For 
the  right  understanding  of  that  singular  phrase  in  the  fourth 
stanza,  the  "  quintesscMice,"  or  fifth  part,  of  nectak,  be  it 
remembered  that  tiio  swet^tness  of  the  celestial  beverage  so 
called  was  supposed  to  be  divided  into  ten  parts,  the  tenth 
or  tythe  whereof  constituted  what  men  call  hfmet/  :  To  ,as>./, 
t¥varov  rr^i  a^ot/S^otf/a;  ^f^of,  quoth  Ibicus.  From  which  it  in 
as  plain  as  Cocker,  tliat  Love,  being  the  fifth  part,  or  J, 
gives  a  fractional  sweetness  of  much  higher  power  and 
intensity. 

Ode  XIII. — THE  poet's  jealousy. 

•*  Quum  tu,  Lydia,  Tclophi 
Ccrvicem  roscam,"  ic. 

Lydin,  wlion  vou  tauntingly  Quum  tu,  Lydia,  Telephi 
Talk  of  Telophus,  praising  hira  C'orviccm  roscam, 

For  bin  beauty,  vaunt ingly  Corca  Toloplii 

Far  beyond  mo  raising  hi:n,  Laudaflbracbin,vrc!  mourn 
Hia  roflv  neck,  and  arms  of  alabaster,  Forvcns  diflUnli 

My  rago  I  scarce  can  master !  Bilo  turner  jecur. 


408  FATUEB  FBOUT'S   BELIQT7ES. 

Pale  and  faint  with  dizziness,  Tunc  neo  mens  mihi,  noo 

All  my  features  presently  color 

Paint  my  soul's  uneasiness  ;  Certa  sede  manet ; 

Tears,  big  tears,  incessantly  Humor  et  in  genas 

Steal  down  my  cheeks,  and  tell  in  what  fierce  Furtim  labitur,  arguena 
fashion  Quam  lentis  penitus 

My  bosom  bums  with  passion.  Macerer  ignibus. 

'Sdeath  !  to  trace  the  CTidence  Uror,  seu  tibi  candidos 

Of  your  gay  deceitfulness,  Turp&runt  humeroe 

Mid  the  cup's  improvidence,  Immodicsc  mere 

Mid  the  feast's  forgetfulness,  Kixse  ;  sive  puer  fiirens 
To  trace,  where  lips  and  ivory  shoulders  pay      Impressit  memorem 

for  it,  Dente  labris  notam. 
The  kiss  of  your  young  favourite  I 

Deem  not  vainly  credulous,  Non,  si  me  satis  audias, 

Such  wild  transports  durable,  Speres  perpetuum 

Or  that  fond  and  sedulous  Dulcia  barbar^ 

Love  is  thus  procurable :  Lsedcntem    oscula,    qua 
Though  Venus  drencn  the  kiss  with  her  quin-  Venus 

tessence,  QaintA  parte  sui 

Its  nectar  Time  soon  lessens.  Nectaris  imbuit. 

But  where  meet  (thrice  fortunate !)  Felices  ter,  et  amplius, 

Kindred  liearts  and  suitable,  Q.uos  irrupta  tenet 

Strife  comes  ne'er  importunat^  Copula ;  nee  malis 

Love  remains  immutable  ;  Divulsus  querimoniis 

On  to  the  close  they  glide,  mid  scenes  Elysian,      Suprem&  citius 

Through  life  s  deUghtful  vision !  Soivet  Amor  die ! 

Quinctilian  (lib.  viii.  6)  gives  the  following  address  to 
the  vessel  of  the  state  as  a  specimen  of  well- sustained  alle- 
gory. It  appears  to  have  been  written  at  the  outbreak  of 
the  civil  war  between  Octavius  and  Marc  Antony,  and  of 
course,  as  all  such  compositions  ought  to  do,  explains  itself. 
There  is,  however,  a  naval  mauceuvre  hinted  at  in  st.  ii.  ad- 
mirably illustrative  of  a  passage  in  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles 
(cap.  xxvii.  v,  17),  where  the  mariners  are  described  by 
St.  Luke  as  ^^  undergirding  the  ship"  that  carried  Paul. 
Ropes,  it  appears,  were  let  down,  and  drawn  under  the  keel 
of  the  vessel  to  keep  all  tight :  this  is  what  Horace  indi- 
cates by  sine  funibus  carina,  I  recommend  the  point  to 
Captain  Marryat,  should  he  make  St.  Paul's  shipwreck  on 
the  isle  of  Malta  the  subject  of  his  next  nautico-historical 
novel. 
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Ode  XIV. — to  the  tessel  op  tue  state,  an  allegoet. 


AD  BEMFUBLICAH. 


What  fresh  perdition  urges, 
Galley  !  thy  darksome  track, 

Once  more  upon  the  surges  ? 
Hie  to  the  haven  back  ! 

Poth  not  the  hghtning  show  theo 

Tliou  hast  got  nono\o  row  thee  ? 

Is  not  thy  mainmast  shattered  ? 

Hath  not  the  boisterous  south 
Thy  yards  and  rigging  scattered  ? 

In  dishabille  uncouth, 
How  canst  thou  hope  to  weather 
The  storms  that  round  thee  gather  ? 

Bent  are  the  sails  that  decked  thee ; 

Deaf  are  thy  gods  become, 
Though  summoned  to  protect  thee, 

Tliough  sued  to  save  thee  from 
The  fate  thou  most  abhorrest. 
Proud  daughter  of  the  forest! 

Thy  yanity  would  vaunt  us, 
xon  riohly  pictured  poop 

Pine*timbers  Irom  the  Pontus  ; 
Fear  lest,  in  one  fell  swoop, 

Faint,  pride,  and  pine-trees  lioUow, 

The  scoffing  whirlpool  swallow ! 

I've  watched  theo,  sad  and  pensive, 
Source  of  my  recent  cares  ! 

Oh,  wisely  apprehensive. 
Venture  not  unawares 

Where  Greece  spreads  out  her  seas, 

Begemmed  with  Cycladcs ! 


O  navis,  referent 
In  mare  te  novi 
Fluctus  ?     O  quid  agis  ? 
Fortiter  occupa 
Portum.     Nonne  vidcs  ut 
Nudum  rcmigio  latus 

Ft  mains  celeri 
Saucius  Africo 
AntcnnaK)ue  gemant, 
Ac  sine  funibus 
Yix  durare  carins 
Possint  imperiosius 

JEquor  P    Non  tibi  sunt 
Integra  lintea, 
Non  Di  quos  iterum 
Pressa  voces  malo ; 
Quamvis  Pontica  pinus, 
SilroQ  fiUa  nobilis, 

Jactes  et  genus  et 
Nomen  inutile. 
Nil  pictis  timidus 
Navita  puppibus 
Fidit.    Tu,  nisi  ventis 
Dcbes  ludibrium,  cave. 

Nuper  sollicitum 
Qiiee  milii  tscdium, 
Nunc  desiderium, 
Curnque  non  levis 
Interfusa  nit^^ntes 
Vites  squora  Cycladas. 


The  same  "  intMt  de  circonstance*'  which  may  liave  givert 
piquancy  to  the  allegory,  possibly  attached  itself  also  to  the 
following  spirited  lines.  Antony  and  Cleopatra  must  liave 
looked  on  tlie  allusion  to  Paris  and  Helen  as  libellous  in 
the  extreme.  Considered  merely  in  the  light  of  a  political 
squib,  the  ode  is  capital;  but  it  has  higher  merit  as  a 
finished  lyric ;  and  Tom  Campbell  evidently  found  it  in  the 
form  as  well  as  substance  of  his  popular  and  spirited  effu- 
Bion: 

"Lochiel!  Lochiel!  beware  of  the  day 
When  the  Lowlands  shall  meet  thee  in  battle*array." 
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Ode  XV. — tee  bea-god'b  wak^ikg  to  pjM 
"  FiiEtor  cum  tnihoret,"  Ac. 

Ai  Ibe  SherliErd  of  Troy,  woftine  orer  the  deqi 
Sad  Pvrfid^'s  freightage,  bora  nel>:n  nlong, 

Old  N«raus  iiproH,  liuslied  the  breexi'a  to  sleep, 
And  the  socrots  of  doaiD  tliua  reveiilt^  in  hU  toug. 

Ahl  homoironl  thou  bringcst,  with  omen  of  dread, 
Ono  whom  Qrceco  will  n-'cUiin  !^foc  hor  miHioiis  hi_. 

Not  to  rest  till  Iht^  tear  the  £ilM  bride  fVoni  th;  bed, 
Or  till  Priam'a  old  throuo  their  revenge  over"     ~ 

Boo  the  rtruggle !  how  foam  covers  horannen  and  it 
See  thy  IILon  consigned  to  the  bloodiest  of  sicgei 

Uark,  arrayed  in  her  helmet,  MinervB,  who  apemi 
To  prapsra  fur  the  halUe  her  car  and  her  legui  I 

Too  fondly  thou  dewneet  thatTeniu  will  Touoh 
For  a  life  which  thou  speudeat  in  trimmbg  tbj'  eu 

Or,  in  tuning,  reclined  on  an  indolent  couch. 
An  efiinninata  \yte  to  im  aiidienoe  of  girla. 

Though  awhile  in  Toluptuous  piutiau!  empWed, 
For  away  from  the  contest,  the  truant  of  mat 

Mi^  baflle  the  bowmen,  and  Ajal  avoid, 
Iliy  odullaroui  ringlets  are  doomed  lo  the  diut ! 

Sec'st  thou  him  of  Ithaci,  lecnirgeorthj  nee? 

Oallant  Teucer  of  Salamis  ?  Keslor  the  wlie  ? 
How,  urging  lu"  ™r  on  thy  cflwardlj  tmt'e, 

Bwill  Btbenelua  poises  his  lance  as  he  OIm  F 


Of  a  breed  tliat  in  battle  Ima  r 

Wliom  thou,  like  n  fawn,  when  n  wolf  in  the  ToUcf 
The  delieate  pailuro  compels  him  to  leavt^ 

Wilt  llj,  faint  and  breathloaii— Diough  flight  may  not  1^ 
With  all  thy  beloved  heard  lhe«  boagl  tu  Mhiere. 

Aehillei,  r«ired  in  his  «n^  pavilion, 

Shall  CMise  a  short  respite  to  Troy  and  her  gainM ; 
Yet  B  few  winlera  more,  and  the  lurrata  of  llion 

Host  eink  mid  the  roar  of  retribulire  Qame*  I 

Pornci'  lirst  burst  oa  the  toivii  .is  a  Batlrist,  ( 
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tban  one  fair  dame  must  have  bad  cause,  like  Tyndaris,  to 
fall  out  with  him.  There  is  a  graceful  mixture  of  playful- 
ness and  remonstrance  in  the  following  amende  honorable,  in 
which  he  dwells  on  the  unseemly  appearance  of  resentment 
and  anger  in  the  features  of  beauty.  "With  reference  to 
Stanza  V.,  it  would  appear  that  the  tragedy  of  Tht/esies,  by 
Varus,  was  at  that  moment  in  a  successful  run  on  the  Eo- 
man  boards. 

Ode  XVI.— the  batibist's  eeoabttation. 

FALIKOOIA  AD  TYKDABIDBM. 

B1e»t  with  a  ohanning  mother,  yet,  O  !  matre  pulohr&  filia  pulchrior, 

Thou  Btill  more  fosoinating  daugU-  Quern  criminosis 

tor !  Cunque  voles  modum 

Prytheo  my  vile  lampoons  forget—  Pones  iambis  ;  sive  flamma, 

Give  to  the  flames  the  libel — let  Sive  mari  libet  Hadriano. 
The  satire  sink  in  Adria's  water ! 

N.jt  C\  Itve'a  niO't  solenjn  rito%  Non  Dindymene,  non  adytis  quatit 

Cymbal*  of  brass  and  spells  of  Mentem  sacerdotum 

magic ;  Incola  Pythius, 

Apollo's  priest,  'mid  Delphic  flights ;  Non  Liber  eque,  non  acuta 

Or  Uacelional,  'mid  fierce  delights,  Sic  geminant  Coiybantes  sra. 
Presents  a  scene  more  tragic 

Than  Anger,  when  it  rules  the  soul.    Tristcs  utine:  quas  nequeNorious 
Hoy  lire  nor  8 word  can  then  sur-  Deterret  ensis, 

mount  hor,  Nee  mare  naufragum, 

Nor  the  vox'd  elements  control,  Nee  sojvus  ignis,  nee  tremendo 

Though  Jove  himself,  froip  polo  to  Jupiter  ipse  mens  timiultu. 

polo, 
Tlmudering  ru.-jh  down  to  tlio  en- 
counter. 

Prometheus — forced  to  graft,  of  old,  Fertur Prometheus  addere  principi 

Upon  our  stock  a  foreign  scion,  Limo  coactus 

Mix'd  up — if  we  be  truly  told —  Particulam  undique 

With   some    brute    particles,   our  Dosectam,  et  insani  leonis 

mould —  Vim     stomacho     apposuisse 

Anger  he  gatlicred  from  the  lion.  nostro. 

Anger  destroyed  Thyestes*  race,  Irce  Thyesten  exitio  gravi 

O'erwhehned  his  house  in  ruin  Stravere,  et  altis 

thorough,  Urbibus  ultimoo 

And  many  a  lofty  city's  traoo  Stetere  causio  cur  perirent 

Caused  a  proud  focman  to  efface,  Funditus,  imprimeretque  mu« 

Ploughmg  tho  site  with  hostile  ria 
lurrow. 
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Oh,  be  appeased !  'twas  rage,  iu  sooth. 

First  woke  mj song's  satiric  tenor; 
In  wild  and  unreflecting  youth, 
Anger  inspired  the  deed  uncouth ; 

But,  pardon  that  foul  misdemean- 
our. 

Lady  !  I  swear— my  recreant  lays 

Henceforth  to  rectify  and  alter — 
To  change  my  tones  from  blame  to 

praise, 
Should  your  rekindling  friendship 
raise 
The  spirits  of  a  sad  defaulter  I 

Here  follows  a  billet-douxy  conyeying  to  the  same  offended 
lady  (whose  wrath  we  must  suppose  to  have  Taoished  on 
perusal  of  the  foregoing)  a  gallant  invitation  to  the  rural 
mansion  of  our  author.  To  perceive  the  difference  between 
a  bond  fide  invite  and  a  mere  moonshine  proposal,  it  is  only 
necessary  to  coUate  this  with  Tom  Moore*s 

"Will  you  come  to  the  bower  I  have  shaded  for  you? 
Our  bed  shall  be  roses  all  spangled  with  dew  T* 


Hostile  aratrum  exercitiiB  insoleni. 
Compesoe  mentem ; 
Me  ^uoque  pectoris 
Tentavit  m  dulci  juvent4 
Ferror,  et  in  c^res  iamboi 

Misit  furentem :  nunc  ego  mitibna 
Mutare  qusero  tnstia 
Dum  mini 
Fias  recantatis  arnica 
Opprobriis,  animumque  red* 
das. 


Ode.  XVII. — ak  iitvitatiok  to  hobjloe's  tilia. 


AD  TYNDASIDSK. 


Ofb  for  the  hill  where  ranges 

My  Sabine  flock. 
Swift-footed  Faim  exchanges 
Arcadia's  rock, 
And,  tempering  summer's  ray,  forbids 
Untoward  rain  to  harm  my  kids. 

And  there  in  happy  vagrance, 

Roams  the  she-goat. 
Lured  by  marital  fragrance, 
Through  dells  remote ; 
Of  each  wild  herb  and  shrub  partakes, 
Nor  fears  the  coil  of  lurking  snakes. 

No  prowling  wolves  alarm  her ; 

Safe  from  their  gripe 
While  Faun,  immortal  charmer ! 
Attunes  his  pipe. 
And  down  the  vale  and  o'er  the  hills 
Ustica's  every  echo  fills. 


Yelox  amoBnum 
Siepe  Lucretilem 
Mutat  Lycfeo 
Faunus,  et  igneam 
Defendit  sestatem  tsapellis 
Usque  meis  pulvioeque  ventof. 

Impune  tutum 
Per  nemus  arbutos 
Quierunt  latentes 
£t  thyma  devin 
Olentis  uxores  mariti : 
Neo  viridcs  metuunt  oolnbrasi 

Nee  martiales 
HssdulesB  lupos ; 
Utcunque  duld, 
'jyndari,  fistula 
Yallee,  et  Usticfls  cubaniis 
Levia  personuero  saxa. 
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The  Ck>d8,  their  bard  caressing, 

With  kindness  treat : 
They're  fill'd  my  house  with  blessing- 
My  country-seat, 
Where  Plenty  voids  her  loaded  horn, 
IVur  Tyndaris,  pray  come  adorn ! 

From  SiriuB  in  the  zenith, 
From  summer's  glare, 
Ck>mo,  where  the  yalley  scroencth, 
Come,  warble  there 
Songs  of  the  hero,  for  whoso  love 
Penelop6  and  Oiro6  strove. 

Kor  shall  the  cup  be  wanting, 

80  harmless  then. 
To  grace  that  hour  enchanting 
In  shady  glen. 
Kor  shall  the  juice  our  calm  disturb, 
Kor  anght  our  sweet  emotions  curb  ? 

Fear  not,  m^  fair  one !  Cyrus 

Shall  noi  intrude, 
Kor  worry  thee  desirous 
Of  solitude, 
Kor  rend  thy  innocent  robe,  nor  tear 
The  garland  from  thy  flowing  hair. 


Di  me  tucntur ; 
Dis  pietas  mea 
£t  musa  cordi  est. 
Hie  tibi  copia 
Manabit  ad  plenum  bonigno 
ButLb  honorum  opulontacomu. 

Hie  in  reductA 
Valle  caniculic 
Vitabis  esstus, 
Et  fide  Tern 
Dices  laborantcs  in  uno 
Penelopen  vitreamquo  Circen. 

Hie  innocentis 
Pocula  Lesbii 
Duces  sub  umbHt 
Nee  SemeleKus 
CumMarte  confundet  ThyoneuR 
Prcelia;    nee  metues  proter^ 
Tum 

Suspecta  Cyrum 
Ne  male  dispari 
Incontinentes 
Iiijiciat  manus, 
£t  Bcindat  hnrontem  coronara. 
Crinibus,  immcritamquo  tcs- 
tem. 


Ode  XVIII. 

This  drinking  Bong  is  a  manifest  translation  from  the 
Greek  of  Alco^us.  To  the  concluding  words,  *^ perlucidior 
ri/ro,"  I  have  ventured  to  attach  a  meaning  which  the  recent 
discoveries  at  Pompeii,  of  drinking  utensils  made  of  a  kind 
of  siliciouB  material,  would  seem  fully  to  justify. 

**  Nullam,  Tare,  sacrA  vite  prius  severis  arborcm,"  &c. 

Jdridtp  aWo  ^urivffyc  rrporipov  itvipov  a/ti7reXy  c.  r.  X. 

AkcJEva  apud  Atuenjeum. 

Kullam,  Vare,  socre  vite  prius  severis  arborcm 
Circa  mite  solum  Tiburis,  ct  moenia  Catili : 
Biccis  omnia  nam  dura  Deus  proposuit ;  nequo 
Mordaces  aliti.T  difTugiunt  sollicitudincs. 

Quis  post  vina  ^mvem  militiam  aut  ])aupcncm  crepnt  ? 
Quis  non  to  potius,  Baccho  pater,  tequc,  decons  Venus  f 
At  ne  quis  inoUici  transiliat  muncra  Lil>eri, 
Ceutaurca  uiouet  cum  Lapitliis  rixa  super  mero 
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Debellata ;  xnonet  Sithoniis  non  leyb  Eyiua, 
Qnum  fas  atque  nefas  exigao  fine  libidinum 
Disccmunt  aridi.    Non  ego  te,  candide  Busaareu, 
LiTitutn  quatiam ;  neo  yariis  obsita  frondibiu 

Sub  divum  rapiam.    Ssva  tene  cum  Berecynthio 
Comu  tympana,  quss  subsequitur  ciecuB  amor  sui, 
Et  toUens  vacuum  plus  nimio  gloria  Tertioem, 
Arcanique  fides  prodiga,  perlucidior  yitro. 

Since  at  Tivoli,  Varus,  youVe  fixed  upon  planting 

Bound  your  villa  enchanting. 
Of  all  trees,  O  my  friend !  let  the  Vine  be  the  first 

On  no  other  condition  Tvill  Jove  lend  assistanoe 

To  keep  at  a  distance 
Chagrin,  and  the  cares  that  accompany  thirst. 

Ko  one  talks  after  Trine  about  "battles'*  or  *' fianinei** 

But,  if  you  examine, 
The  praises  of  love  and  good  living  are  rife. 

Though  once  the  Centaurs,  *mid  potations  too  ample^ 

Left  a  tragic  example 
Of  a  banquet  dishonoured  by  bloodshed  and  strife^ 

Far  removed  be  such  doings  from  us !    Let  the  ThradanSf 

Amid  their  libations, 
Confound  all  the  limits  of  right  and  of  wrong ; 

I  never  will  join  in  their  orgies  unholy — 

I  never  will  sully 
The  rites  that  to  ivy-crowned  Bacchud  belong. 

Lot  Cybele  silence  her  priesthood,  and  calm  her 

Brass  cymbals  and  clamour ; 
Away  with  such  outbursts,  uproarious  and  vain ! 

Displays  often  followed  by  Insolence  mulish, 

And  Confidence  foolish. 
To  be  seen  through  and  through,  like  this  glass  that  I  drain. 

In  the  first  decade  of  Horatian  songs,  it  became  my  duty 
to  supply  in  the  original  Latin,  from  the  Vatican  Codex^  a 
long-lust  eflasion  of  the  Sabine  farmer,  commencing  "  Virent 
a r undines ;"  or,  as  the  Scotch  have  it, "  Green  grow  the  rashes, 
O  !"  I  am  equally  happy  to  be  enabled,  owing  to  the  late 
Sir  Humphry  Davy's  experiments  on  the  calcined  volumes 
found  at  Herculaneum,  to  supply,  in  concluding  this  second 
essay,  another  lost  ode  of  Horace,  which  has  been  imitated 
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both  in  French  and  English  (unconsciously,  no  doubt)  by 
two  modem  versemongers. 


La  CnuTK  d'Emua. 

All  I  mnudlte  Roit  Hicitro, 
Qiiniid  de  rhiimblo  Uenieuro 

•  iyL:innia,Ie  fftiix  tuitfuour 
I      eiit  frnnclii  le  souil. 

•  pniirre  fille!  la  lime 
',  I'letirA  ton  infortune, 

'  Kt  couvrit  Mon  viMMge 
en  Migno  de  dcuil. 

Bicnt6t  U  lane  i^tale 
Ha  clart^  do  Vestale, 
Kt  de  eon  chusto  front 

Icsnuages  b'hu  voiit. — 
MaU  U  toche  qui  itsste 
I  Ml  eette  ouit  funciite, 
Qui  poorra  I'eflWcer? 

on  r^parer  raffrout  ? 

La  neiffe  rirginale 
Couvrait  tout  rintcrralle 
Vn  luperbe  nianoir 

au  roodeate  rMuit ; 
Et  la  blanche  surface 
Garda  plua  d'uno  trace 
l>ea  paa  du  faux  seigneur 

cette  fatale  nuit. 

Vn  rayon  du  soleil, 
A  a«>n  premier  rdvoll, 
Effaca  pour  ton  tours 

lea  vestiges  <ln  pnrjiin^ ; 
Mala,  Emma!  11  tu  fiint 
iJL  liinilire  d'cn  haul. 
Qui  verso  un  doux  ouMl 

Mur  ta  mCsaveuturu ! 


l/ 


Ode  XIX. 


ErxLurx's  Fall. 


Ah/  weep/tnr  th«  hour, 
When  to  JCveline't  hower, 
TV  lord  of  the  valley 
With  false  vowm  came. 
The  moon  hid  her  light 
In  the  heavens  that  night, 
And  wept  b^ind  her  clouds 
For  the  maidetCs  shams* 

The  clouds  pass  soon 
From  the  cold  chaste  tnoon, 
And  thf  h*awn  smiled  again 

With  her  vestal  flame  ; 
But  tcho  shall  see  the  day 

When  the  cloud  will  peus  avoag 

Which  that  evetiing  UJl 

Upon  Eveline's  namef 

The  white  snoto  lay 
On.  the  narrow  pathway^ 
Where  the  lord  of  the  man^ 
Crossed  over  the  moor  ; 
And  many  a  d'rp  print. 
On  the  white  sntAo^s  tint, 
Shewed  the  tracko/his/ootsteps 
2'o  l^mline's  door. 

The  first  sun's  ray 
Soon  mrlltd  ntroy 
/i'lv  ry  trace  of  the  passage 
Whre  the  false  lord  ciimr  ; 
Jint  there's  a  light  abfiv^. 
Which  alone  can  rtmove 
'J'h''  tttnin  utton  the  mow 
Of  Lvelincs  famie  '. 


Lapsus  Emmjr. 

IIou  lachrymor  horani 
Cum,  fraudlbus  niallK, 
Dux  virglne  corkm 
Apparuit  vallis. 
Kon  tulit  impunt 
CongresHum  nilHollA,... 
Cordohiit  Lunso 
Pro  lapiift  puellft ! 

Que  condldlt  frontom 
Sub  nubiiim  velo« 
Mox  vultuni  insontcm 
Vlxullcuit  cobIo. 
8ed  utinam  caxti 
Sic  nominis  goroma, 
Quam  tu  inquinaati, 
Clarescoret,  Emma  i 

Tegobant  run  nives, 
Cum  mcditaitH  crinicni 
Tedem  tullt  divcM 
Ad  pauperis  Union. 
F.t  ager  est  fasHUS, 
Vel  indice  calle, 
Qu&  tulerat  paSMUS 
In  caudidA  valle. 

Exorions  mane 
Sol  utl  consut»vlt 
Vi'Htigia  plati^ 
Nivonuiuo  dflr%'lt ; 
Tuulla !  par  Iuuumi 
Quod  saiu't  reuiorsum, 
MisericorH  Nunu'u 
Dut  tlbi  deorstuu ! 
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DECADE    THE    TIIIUD. 

"Tu  L.;linm  boas  Ilorali 
Altaro  potior  lyristcs  ipso." — SiDoy.  AroLLix.,  Kp.  Tiii. 

'•  Lc  Bcul  Uornco  en  tous  genres  cxcelle — 
De  Citharce  cxiilto  Iom  favours, 
OiauU)  lc0  dicuX)  Ics  Lcros,  les  buToium  ; 
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Des  sots  auteurs  bcme  les  vers  ineptes, 
Kous  instruisant  par  gracicux  pr^cept^ 
Et  par  Bermons,  de  joie  antidotes." — J.  B.  Eousseatt. 

^     Horace,  in  one  small  yolumc,  shows  us  what  it  is 

To  blend  together  every  kind  of  talent  j — 
*Ti8  a  bazaar  for  all  sorts  of  commodities, 

To  suit  the  grave,  the  sad,  the  pave,  the  gallant : 
He  deals  in  songs  and  "  sermons,    whims  and  oddities, 

Bj  turns  is  philosophic  and  pot-valiant. 
And  not  unfrequentlj  with  sarcasm  daughters 
The  vulgar  insolence  of  coxcomb  authors. — O.  Y. 

The  "  diJTusion**  of  knowledge  is,  we  suspect,  somehow  ip- 
reconcileable  with  its  condensation  ;  at  least,  we  see  no  other 
way  of  explaining  the  notorious  fact,  that  one  old  standard 
author  contains  (either  in  the  germ  or  in  full  development) 
more  ideas  than  a  whole  modem  "  Cyclopajdia ;"  ^nish- 
ing  more  materials  for  thought  and  feeling  than  are 
now  accumulated  during  a  whole  Olympiad  in  the  ware- 
houses of  Paternoster  Eow.  It  is  for  this  reason  that  we 
gladly  revert  with  Prout  to  the  small  Elzevir  which,  towards 
the  close  of  his  earthly  career,  formed  the  subject  of  his 
vesper  meditations,  and  cheerfully  accompany  hun  through 
another  "  decade"  of  his  classic  rosary. 

We  know  not  how  it  will  be  with  us  next  month,  or 
whether  we  shall  be  tempted  to  take  up  a  newspaper  after 
the  fatal  ides  of  September  183G. 

The  removal  of  the  stamp-duty  on  the  15th,  bids  fair  to 
open  the  floodgates  of  "  diftusion,"  so  as  to  swamp  us  alto- 
gether. Then  will  begin  the  grand  millenium  of  cheap 
knowledge ;  from  that  auspicious  day  will  be  dated  the 
hegira  of  Hetherington.  The  conquest  of  China  by  the 
Tartars  will  find  its  parallel  in  the  simultaneous  rush  of 
writers  over  the  great  wall,  which  the  sober  wisdom  of 
former  reigns  had  erected  to  restrain  such-like  inroads  of 
Calmuc  vagrancy.  The  breaking  down  of  the  dykes  of 
Holland,  and  the  letting  in  of  the  Zuydersee,  is  to  be  re- 
hearsed in  the  domains  of  literature.  The  Dutchmen  were 
drowned  by  a  rat — we  are  to  be  inundated  by  Rice.*  Soap, 
it  is  true,  will  continue  to  be   as  dear  as  ever,  but  the 

*  The  Bight  Hon.  Spring  B.,  chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  1836. 
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"waters  of  instruction"  are  to  be  plentifully  supplied  to 
the  unwashed. 

"  Venit  vilissima  rerum 
Hie  aqua." — Iter  Brundit, 

One  cannot  help  imagining,  that  a  concomitant  reduction 
on  the  former  most  useful  article  would  prove  as  beneficial 
to  the  Sadicals  as  the  cheapening  of  brimstone  (for  example) 
would  be  to  the  writers  and  readers  of  the  Caledonian  Mer* 
cury :  but  the  Whigs,  probably,  wish  to  monopolise  yet 
awhile  the  staple  manufact\ire  of  "Windsor,  for  the  exclusive 
purpose  of  blowing  bubbles  to  delude  the  rabble.  We  ob- 
serve, by  a  recently  discovered  process,  ihdii  flints  have  been 
found  less  hard-hearted  than  tne  Chancellor,  and  actually 
yield  soap  from  silica. 

To  the  press,  as  hitherto  constituted,  we  acknowledge 
ourselves  exceedingly  indebted.  On  a  late  occasion,*  the 
unanimous  expression  of  cordial  sympathy  which  burst  from 
every  organ  of  public  opinion,  in  reprobation  of  a  brutal 
assault,  has  been  to  us  consolatory  and  gratifying.  We 
shall  hazard  the  charge  of  vanity,  perhaps,  but  we  cannot 
help  replying  to  such  testimonies  of  fellow-feeling  to- 
wards ourselves  in  the  language  of  a  gifted  Boman: — 
"  Eat  mihi  jucunda  in  malis,  et  grata  in  dolore,  vest r a  erga  me  V 
voluntas;  sed  curam  de  me  quaso  deponiteJ**  (Calilinar.  iv.)/^ 
The  interests  of  literature  are  still  uppermost  in  our 
thoughts,  and  take  precedency  of  any  selnsh  considerations. 
We  will  be  ever  found  at  our  post,  intrepidly  denouncing 
the  vulgar  arrogance  of  booby  scribblers,  unsparingly  censur- 
ing the  obtrusion  into  literary  circles  of  silly  pretenders 
ignorant  horse-jockiea,  and  brainless  bullies. 

We  took  up  a  number  of  the  "  Carlton  Chronicle  "  for  last 
month,  in  which  we  read  with  some  astonishment  the  asser- 
tion that  Marc  Antony  "was  justified"  in  causing  M.  T, 
Cicero  to  be  wavlaid  and  butchered  in  cold  blood,  as  some 
atonement  for  his  "  wounded  feelings"  on  reading  that 
glorious  oration  called  the  Second  Philippic.  The  Carlton 
Chronicle  is  conducted  by  a  young  barrister  of  eminent  at- 
tainments, and  we  therefore  experience  some  surprise  at  the 
views  of  Koman  law,  or  the  laws  of  civilized  society  (as 

*  The  brutal  assault  of  Qrantloj  Berkeley  on  tho  publisher  Fraser. 
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» 


contradistinguialied  from  the  laws  of  "  JjTSCH,"  the  Arnon- 
can  Lycurgua)  put  forth  in  this  startling  annouuceuieiit. 
Our  illustrious  namesake,  Oliver,  vtaa  not  \ety  icrupuloufl 
in  hia  respect  for  the  "  baublea  "  of  legal  airangemeait ;  vet 
even  he  took  alarm  at  the  title  of  a  pamphlet,  raJled,  "  Kill- 
iDg  no  Murder."  We  are  not  exactly  niembera  of  the  Inner 
Twnple,  but  we  beg  to  question  the  propriety  of  the  abore 
decision,  which  we  cannot  otherTriae  qualify  than  u 


We  rejoice,  however,  at  the  introduction  of  Tully'a  immON 
tal  apeecb,  and  are  thankful  for  being  thua  reminded  of  a 
clttSBic  precedent  for  intrepidly  exposing  to  the  ecom  of  jlU 
rightly  thioking  men  those  blunders  and  follies  which  force 
tbemaelves  into  public  notice,  and,  baboon-like,  exhibit  their 
shameful  side  by  a  false  position  of  their  own  choosing, 

Cicero  had  to  reply  to  on  elaborate  composition  of  hia 
stupid  adversary,  published  by  Marc  Antony  himselt  at  hia 
own  expense,  at  the  bookshop  of  the  Soman  Bentlev  of  tiu 
day  ;  need  we  add,  miserably  deScieat  in  literary  value,  and 
rich  only  in  absurdities — "  Aoc  ut  coHigem  homo  ommlisfimi 
tot  diet  in  aliend  villd  tcriptilatli  t"  (Ph'ip.  ii.)  In  that  pro- 
duction the  booby  had  touched  upon  points  which  he  should 
have  been,  of  all  other  men,  careful  to  avoid.  Mark,  we 
pray  you,  gentle  reader,  the  worda  of  TuUy  :  "  Maximi  mintr 
menliontm  te  hmredilalum  evtum  ttte /aeere  ctim  i/itc /iXreiK' 
ttttent  palrit  non  aeliutt." — /(.  tbirleui* 

We  need  not  point  out  the  passage,  of  which  this  is  the 
exact  prototype ;  neither  is  it  necessary  tu  indiuite  where 
may  be  found  a  &c-Bimile  for  the  subsequent  exclamation  of 
the  indignant  orator — "  0  miters  umlirrU  /itcundilatem  «■- 
lamiloiam .'"  (ii.  iliidem) ;  nor  the  alloeiou  contained  in  ths 
words  by  which  he  reproaches  his  opponent  for  the  con- 
firmed  stupidity  evinced  in  his  literary  pivduction,  albeit  bo 
had  enjoyed  certain  advantages  of  family  wit — -"  alijuid  enim 
mill  all  uxore  mimd  troAere puiuhli"  {il.  iliid,).  The  follow- 
picture  of  his  adversary's  personal  appearance, 


refers  lo  tlie  kwmt*  of  tbe  lierkclc;  lusily.  4 


THE    SONGS    OF   UOBA.CE.  419 

admission  of  his  signal  accomplishments  In  all  the  graces  of 
a  prize-fighter,  ought  not  to  be  forgotten  : 

*'  Ta  iBtis  £[iucibus,  istis  latcribus,  istd  gladlatorii  totius 
corporis  firmitate.'*— //.  ibidem. 

We  recommend  the  whole  discourse  (beyond  comparison  the 
first  model  of  classic  eloquence  in  existence,  ana  the  most 
powerful  expose  that  folly  and  brutality  ever  received)  to  the 
attentive  meditation  of  those  concerned. 

**  Nullo  luet  hoc  Antonius  odto  !" 

In  the  course  of  Prout's  youthful  rambles  through  Italy, 
we  find  that  he  has  recorded  the  circumstances  of  a  devout* 
pilgrimage,  undertaken  by  him,  to  the  very  spot  where  the 
illustrious  orator— the  terror  of  all  Eoman  ruffians,  from 
Olodius  to  Catiline,  from  Antony  to  Verres — was  cowardly 
assassinated  by  the  hero  of  the  Second  Philippic,*  It  is  a 
green  lane,  leading  off  the  via  Appia  down  to  the  shores  of 
the  Mediterranean ;  and  close  by  the  scene  of  the  disgrace- 
ful event  stands  to  the  present  day,  on  the  ruins  of  the  For- 
mian  villa  which  had  belonged  to  the  murdered  statesman, 
an  hotel,  kno^^^l  by  the  classic  designation  of  "  Albergo  di 
Cicerone."  The  details  of  that  visit,  with  sundry  delectable 
matters  appertaining  thereunto,  remain  in  our  "  chest**  for 
further  use,  when  we  shall  have  to  entertain  our  readers 
with  other  (and  collateral)  subjects ;  when  from  Horace  we 
shall  pass  to  some  of  his  contemporaries. 

To  Horace  we  now  return.  In  him  the  dunces  and 
bullies  of  Rome  found  an  uncompromising  foe— equally  for- 
midable to  "  Mffivius  the  blockhead  '*  and  to  "  Gorgonius 
the  he-ffoat,**  to  "  the  debauchee  Nomentanus,"  and  to 
"  Pantolabus  the  buflfoon.**  It  is,  however,  as  a  lyric  poet 
that  Front  chooses  to  dwell  on  his  merits ;  and  in  this,  as 
in  most  matters,  we  recognise  the  professional  tendency  of 
the  father  to  peaceful  topics  and  inofi^'nsive  disquisitions. 

OLIVER  YORKB. 

•  Who  appears  to  have  been  in  his  day  the  "lady's  man" — rar* 
kXoxr\v,  Wu  know  not,  however,  whether  he  was  fool  enough  to  talk  of 
brintring  tlic  matrons  of  Koine  into  the  eonatchouse,  like  Grantloy 
Berkeley. 

E  2 
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Waiergrasshill^  ad  1"**  nocttM  vigiUam^ 

When  first  I  took  up  the  Songs  of  Horace,  with  a  view  to 
record  my  imaginings  thereanent  (for  the  benefit  of  my  pa- 
rishioners), it  occurred  to  me  that  something  in  the  shape 
of  methodical  arrangement  would  not  be  amiss,  and  that 
these  miscellaneous  odes  would  come  more  acceptable  if  an 
attempt  were  made  at  classification.  In  this  department, 
the  modems  have  a  decided  advantage  over  the  writers  of 
antiquity ;  the  bump  of  "  order,"  as  it  relates  to  section  and 
subdivision,  being  of  comparatively  late  developement. 
Pagan  antiquity  had  been  content,  ever  since  the  goddess 
Plora  enamelled  the  earth  with  so  many  charming  varieties 
of  form  and  colour,  to  admire  them  for  their  very  confusion, 
and  to  revel  in  the  delightful  contrasts  they  afforded ;  nor 
do  we  learn,  from  the  author  of  Genesis,  that  there  was  any 
regular  system  of  botanical  science  understood  by  Eve,  in 
her  stat«  of  horticultural  innocence :  it  was  reserved  for  the 
great  Dutchman,  Linnaeus,  to  methodise  the  beauty  and  to 
classify  the  fragrance  of  flowers.  My  old  friend  and  school- 
fellow, TAbb^  Moutardier,  who,  since  the  French  emigra- 
tion, resides  at  Lulworth  Castle,  Dorsetshire  (where  the 
Weld  family  have  gathered  round  him  a  small  congre- 
gation), carries  the  practice  of  reg;ular  classification  to  a 
great  extent  in  his  Anglo- Gallic  addresses  from  the  modest 
pulpit  of  the  castle-chapel ;  ex.  gr,  '*  My  frinds,  the  sermong 
of  twoday  vill  be  in  four  pints  ;  afler  vich,  I  vill  draw  for 
you  a  little  mor-ale,"  <&c.  In  pursuance  of  this  praiseworthy 
system  of  orderly  arrangement,  I  had  set  out  bv  dividing 
these  songs  under  six  comprehensive  heads:  1°  political  squibs; 
2"  convivial  and  bacchanalian ;  3"  love  songs ;  4'  philo- 
sophical effusions ;  5*^  theological  hymns ;  and  &*  lastly, 
certain  odes  addressed  to  Virgil,  MsBcenas,  <&c.,  dictated  by 
the  j^urest  friendship,  and  bearing,  more  than  all  the  rest,  the 
impress  of  earnestness  and  sincerity.  The  catalogue  raisotm^^ 
made  out  after  this  fashion,  took  in,  I  found,  the  whole 
range  of  his  lyrics  ;  and,  instead  of  the  wild  luxuriancy  of 
uncontrolled  productiveness — the  very  wilderness  of  thought 
and  sentiment  which  the  book  now  presents — reduced  the 
collection  to  all  the  symmetry  of  a  civilized  parterre  laid  out 
by  Evelyn  or  LenOtre. 
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Much  meditating,  however,  on  the  peculiar  genius  of  the 
poet,  and  fully  aware  that,  with  reference  to  the  **  series 
jHHeiuraque"  he  practised  what  he  preached,  I  conchided 
that,  in  publishing  his  four  books  of  occasional  minstrelsy 
in  their  actual  order  of  succession,  totally  regardless  of 
the  date  of  each  particular  composition,  he  must  have 
been  guided  by  some  hidden  principle  of  refined  taste,  appli- 
cable to  the  precise  consecutive  position  assigned  to  every 
song.  Of  himself,  as  well  as  of  the  father  of  poetry,  it  may 
be  Bafely  predicated,  that  nil  moHtur  inept^.  Hence,  on  ma- 
turer  consideration,  I  shrunk  from  interrupting  the  present 
law  of  precedence,  established  by  recognised  authority  ;  and 
I  resolved  to  maintain  it  as  steadfastly  as  if  I  had  taken  a 
regular  oath  not  to  "  weaken  or  disturb  the  line  of  success- 
ion" in  the  harmony  of  Horace I  have  not  yet  got 

through  the  first  book.  If  I  recollect  right,  a  drinking  bout 
"to  Varus"  (numbered  ode  xviii.)  wound  up  the  last 
paper ;  a  love-song  "  to  Gltcera"  (ode  xix.)  shall,  therefore, 
uaber  in  the  essay  of  to-night. 

Horace  was  not  very  lucky  in  his  loves.  In  spite  of  nil 
the  fervour  with  which  he  exhalts  the  fascinations  and  chants 
the  merits  of  the  fair  sex — notwithstanding  the  delicacy  with 
which  he  could  flatter,  and  the  sprightly  ingenuity  with  which 
he  could  amuse  the  ladies  of  Home,  he  appears,  from  the 
desponding  tenor  of  his  amatory  compositions,  to  have  made 
but  small  havoc  among  the  hearts  of  patrician  matrons. 
These  ditties  are  mostly  attuned  to  the  most  plaintive  strain, 
and  are  generally  indicative  of  unrequited  attachment  and 
disappointed  hopes.  He  has  made  Posterity  the  conjidante 
of  his  jealousy  regarding  "  Pyrriia  ;'*  "  Ltdia"  forsakes 
him  for  "  Telepiius,"  who  was  probably  a  stupid  life-guards- 
man, measuring  five  feet  eleven  ;  "  Chloe"  runs  away  from 
his  addresses,  begging  her  mother  to  say  she  is  **  yet  too 
young  to  form  an  engagement ;"  he  records  the  perjured 
conduct  of  "  Barin^:"  towards  him  ;  laments  the  inconstancy 
of  "Nk.kra,"  the  hauteur  of  "Lyce;"  makes  an  abject 
apology  to  *'  TrxDARTS,"  whose  pardon  we  do  not  find  that 
he  obtains  ;  he  invites  her  to  his  villa ;  we  don't  learn  that 
she  accepted  the  invitation. 

The  fact  is,  he  was  in  stature  a  dwarf,  with  a  huge  head, 
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a  ta  Quaeiniodo  ;  furtlicr  endowed  with  an  iinfjaiiily  pnauii. 
neuce  of  abdomen  ;  eyes  which  required  tlic  i-unst-aiit  opuli- 
cation  of  ungueuia  and  tullyria :  was  premoturc-ly  bald,  Uko 
Bifranger — 

"  Moi,  &  qui  la  sagessc 
A  Cut  tomber  loui  U<  cbermi  j" 

and,  like  him,  he  might  break  forth  into  that  afi<.-etiag  out- 
burst of  naif  deapondency  derived  from  tho  constnauBueas  at 
a  deformed  figxire : 


By  the  way,  to  Beranger'a  immorta]  (.-redit  he  it  remarked, 
that  he  is  the  only  Frenchman  who  tver,  under  any  circuni- 
Btonces  of  personal  uglineBS,  niado  a  aimilar  ndmtBsion, 
"  Mons.  Mayeui"  fancied  himself  an  AnONia;  bo  does  II. 
Thiers,  though  his  portraits  prove  liim  to  be  whnt  Thc^ore 
Hook  haa  imagined,  aa  the  exact  symbol,  or  vira  -xm,  at 
Tom  Moore :  i-iz.  "  something  between  a  toad  and  a  Cupid." 

Still,  nothing  could  keep  Horace  from  trying  his  fortune 
among  the  girls.  "  His  only  books  were  woman's  looks ;" 
though  "folly"  (aa  in  Moore's  case)  was  positivelj  all  ba 
gathered  Irom  the  perusal.  Though  liia  addres»ea  arc  rG|>cat- 
edly  rejected,  he  still  perseveres  ;  and,  in  spite  of  hla  Doto- 
rious  scepticism  in  religious  matters,  he  actually  ofl'era  up  t 
propitiatory  sncrifloe  to  Venus,  in  the  hope  ot  forwarding 
by  supernatural  agency,  the  object  of  his  dpsires.  His  cam, 
in  trutb,  appears  one  of  peculiar  hardxhip  ;  and  so  gni{]hie 
is  the  picture  he  draws  of  his  hopeleatt  passion,  that  Itorine 
hoa  found  nothing  more  powerful  wherewith  to  repreoent 
the  frensied  feeiiuga  of  Phadra,  in  his  wonderful  tragedy  of 
that  name,  tlian  two  linea  borrowed  from  the  following  oda : 


Lore's  nnrt-Irtiting  Qnem, 

"   Bomhui— Tlmbannnidi  Ihy K-sj-wBrd 

child 


(CTB  Cuiiiilinuu 
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Whene'er  I  try  to  wean,  Me  Someles  puer, 

Mj  heart,  from  vain  amours  and  follies  wild,  £t  lasciva  Licentia« 
Is  sure  to  intervene,  Finitis  animum 

Kindling  within  my  breast  some  passion  un-       Beddere  amoribus. 
foreseen. 

Glycera's  dazslinff  glance,  ITrit  me  Glyoers  nitor 

That  with  Toluptuous  ught  my  vision  dims —  Splendentis  Pario 

The  graces  that  enhance  Marmore  purius  : 

The  Parian  marble  of  her  snow-white  limbs,  ITrit  grata  protervitas. 

Have  left  my  heart  no  chance  £t  vultus  nimium 

Against  her  winning  wiles  and  playful  petulance.  Lubrious  aspici. 

Say  not  that  Venus  dwells  In  me  tota  ruens  Venus 

In  distant  Cyprus,  for  she  fills  my  breast,  Cyprum  deseruit : 

And  from  that  shrine  expels  Neo  patitur  Scythas, 

All  other  themes  :  my  lyre,  by  lore  possest,  Et    Tersb    animosum 

No  more  with  war-notes  swells,  cquis 

Nor   iings   of  Parthian  shaft,  nor  Scythian  Parthum  dioere ;  nee 

slaughter  t«lls.  Q.us  nihil  attinent. 

Come  hither,  slaves !  and  pile  Hie  vivum  mihi  cespi- 

An  altar  of  green  turf,  and  incense  bum  j  tem,  hie 

Strew  magic  vervain,  while  Verbenas,  pueri 

I  pour  libations  from  a  golden  urn  :  Ponite,  tlmraque, 

These  rites  may  reconcile  Bimi  cum  patera  men : 

The  goddess  of  fierce  love,  who  yet  may  deign  Mactata  veuiet 

to  smile.  Lenior  hostia. 

How  different  from  this  melancholy  love-lyric,  "made 
to  his  mistress's  eye-brow,'*  is  the  jovial  style  which  he 
assumes  when  Maecenas  has  promised  to  look  in  on  his 
rustic  dwelling,  on  his  road  to  some  sea- port  "  A  friend 
and  pitcher"  seem  to  constitute  the  native  and  proper  ele- 
ment of  Horace.  Mark  how  he  disports  himself  in  the 
contemplation  of  the  prime-minister  of  Augustus  seated  by 
his  cheerful  hearth,  and  partaking  of  such  homely  fare  as 
the  Sabine  farm  could  furnish ;  insinuating  at  the  same 
time,  without  the  least  appearance  of  cajolery  or  toadyism, 
one  of  the  most  ingenious  compliments  that  ever  statesman 
received  from  dedicatory  poet  in  ancient  or  modern  times. 
Under  pretext  of  specifying  the  exact  age  of  some  bottled 
liquor,  which  he  promises  shall  be  forthcoming,  he  brings  up 
the  mention  of  a  fact  most  gratifying  to  the  feelings  of  his 
exalted  patron.    As  Tobso  has  it, 

**  E  quel  che  cresce  sommo  pregio  all'  opre 
V  arte  che  tutto  fa,  nulla  si  icuopre.*' 
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Ode  XX. — "  pot-luck"  with  uoeace. 

AD  UJECENATEM. 

Since  ihou,  Msecenas,  nothing  loth,  Vile  potabis  modicis  Sabinum 

Under  the  bard's  roof-tree,  Cantnaris,  Graeca  quod  ^o 
Canst  drink  rough  wine  of  Sabine  growth,  ipse  testa 

Here  stands  a  jar  for  thee ! —  Oonditumlevi,datu8  inthcatro 
The  Grecian  delf  I  sealed  myself,  Quum  tibi  plausus. 

That  year  the  theatre  broke  forth, 

In  tribute  to  thy  sterling  worth, 

WhenBome's  glad  shout  the  welkin  rent,  CareMflecenasequeSjUtpatenii 

Along  the  Tiber  ran,  Fluminis  ripe,  simiil  et  jocosa 

And  rose  again,  by  Echo  sent,  Bedderet  laudes  tibi  Yaticani 

Back  m)m  Mount  Vatican ; —  Montis  imago. 

When  with  delight,  O  Boman  knight ! 

Etruria  heard  her  oldest  flood 

Do  homage  to  her  noblest  blood. 

Wines  of  Falemian  vintage,  friend,  Cscubum  et  prselo  domitam 

Thy  princely  cellar  stock ;  Caleno 

Bethink  tliee,  should' st  thou  condescend  Tu  bibes  uyam :  mea  nee  Fa- 
To  share  a  poet's  crock,  lem» 

Its  modest  shape,  Cigeta's  grape  Temperant  vites,  nequc  For- 

Hath  never  tinged,  nor  Formia's  hill  miani 

Deigned  with  a  purple  flood  to  fill.  Pocula  coUes. 

Polloweth,  in  due  consecutive  order,  one  of  those  per- 
formances which,  in  my  catalogue  above  alluded  to,  I  nad 
set  down  as  one  of  the  "  hymns  theological."  Our  poet, 
besides  filling  at  the  court  of  Augustus  an  office  similar  to 
the  laureateship  of  old  Nahum  Tate,  of  birthdaj-ode  me- 
mory, seems  to  have  combined  with  that  responsible  situa- 
ation  the  more  sacred  functions  of  Stemhola  and  Hopkins. 
The  Carmen  Sisculare  was  like  Southey's  Fision  of  Judgment 
— an  official  effusion  of  devout  loyalty  to  church  and  state. 
This  hymn,  recommending  (very  properly)  the  worship  of 
Diana  to  the  maidens  of  Bome,  while  he  exhorts  the  Homan 
youth  to  reverence  Apollo,  must  have  been  composed  about 
the  year  u. 0^731,  when  scarcity,  combined  with  the  pros- 
pect of  war,  threatened  the  country.  That  Persia  and 
Great  Britain  should  be  made  the  scapegoats  on  the  occa- 
sion seems  natural  enough ;  the  Jews  nad  similar  unchiurii- 
able  ideas,  as  may  be  gathered  from  the  Psalms  of  David. 
(Ixxix.  6y  and  passim). 
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Ode  XXI. — ad  pubem  eomanam. 

Bianam  tenerso  dicite  virgines,  Vos  Temp^  toUdem  tollite  laudibus, 

IntonsumpueridiciteCynthium,  Natalemque,  mares,  Delon  Apollonis, 

Latonamqu6  supreme  Insignemque  pharetri, 

Dilectam  pemtus  JotL  Fratem&que  humerum  Ijrft. 

Tos  Intam  fluyiis  et  nemorum  Hio  bellum  lachrymosum,  hsc  mise- 

oom&,  ram  famem, 

QusBcumque  aut  gclido  prominet  Pestemque  a  populo  et  principe  Cee- 
Algido,  sare, 

Niffris  aut  Erymanihi,  In  Fersas  atque  Britamios, 

oilvis  aut  riridis  Cragl.  YestrlL  motus  oget  prece. 

TO   THE   BISIVQ    QENERATIOIT   OF   BOME. 

Worship  Diana,  young  daughters  of  Italj ! 

Youths !  sing  Apollo — both  children  of  Jove : 
Honour  Latona,  their  mother,  who  mightily 

Triumphed  of  old  in  the  Thunderer's  love. 

Maids  I  ging  the  Huntress,  whose  haunts  are  the  highlands, 

Who  treads,  in  a  buskin  of  silvery  sheen, 
Each  forest-crowned  summit  through  Greece  and  her  islands, 

From  dark  Erymanthus  to  Cragus  the  green. 

From  Tempi's  fair  valley,  by  Phoebus  frequented. 
To  Delos  his  birthplace — the  liglit  quiver  liung 

From  his  shoulders — the  lyre  tliat  liis  brother  invented — 
Be  each  shrine  by  our  youth  and  eacli  attribute  smig. 

Mar  your  prayers  to  the  regions  of  light  find  admittance 

On  Cesar's  behalf ;— and  the  Deity  urge 
To  drive  from  our  land  to  the  Persians  and  Britons, 

Of  Famine  the  curse !  of  Bellona  the  scourge ! 

That  he  considered  himself  the  object  of  special  solicitude 
ifi  the  gods,  is  very  perceptible  in  his  writings ;  that  he  ac- 
tually believed  in  the  existence  of  these  celestial  personages 
is,  nevertheless,  as  nice  an  historical  problem  as  the  pedigree 
of  Perkin  AVarbeck  or  the  piety  ot  O'Connell.  Like  Bo- 
niface, however,  he  "  thrived  on  his  ale." 

"  Di  mo  tucntur  :  dis  pietas  mea,"  &c. 

He  kept  his  skin  intact  (bene  curat d  cute),  his  neighbours 
in  pood  humonr,  and  the  table  in  a  roar.  One  day, 
hayijug  extended  his  rambles  beyond  the  boundary  of  hit 

^         /    '  -/ 


.^  I 


426  PATHEB  protjt's  beliques. 

farm,  humming  as  he  went  an  ode  "  to  Lalag^,"  which  we 
have  unfortunately  lost  (unless  it  be  the  fifth  of  the  second 
book),  behold !  an  enormous  wolf  suddenly  stares  him  in 
the  face,  and  as  precipitately  takes  to  flight,  without  any 
apparently  efficient  cause.  The  dogs,  according  to  Shak- 
speare,  barked  at  Bichard ;  this  wolf  may  have  been,  pro- 
bably, frightened  by  the  poet's  ugliness :  for,  according  to 
his  own  description,  he  was  a  regular  scarecrow.  Never- 
theless, mark,  reader,  how  he  chooses  to  account  for  the 
miracle.  The  ode,  in  a  literary  point  of  view,  has  always 
been  (and  most  deservedly)  admired:  "Aristius  fiiscus" 
was,  however,  a  sort  of  wag,  as  may  be  gathered  from  the 
satire  "Ibam  vid  sacrd^^  &c.  &c. 

Ode  XXIL 

AD  ABISTTQH  FUSCUH. 

ArifltioB !  if  thou  canst  secure  Integer  yitcB  soelerisque  purus 

A  conscienoe  calm,  with  morals  pure,  Non  eget  Mauri  j  aculis,  neque  area, 

Look  upwards  for  defence !  abjure  Nee  venenatis  gravida  sagittis, 

All  meaner  craft; —  Fusee,  pharetra ; 

The  bow  and  quiver  of  the  Moor, 

And  poisoned  shaft. 

What  though  thy  perilous  path  lie  Sive  per  Syrtes  iter  sstuosas, 

traced  Sive  facturus  per  inhospitalem 

O'er   biuning    Airio's    boundless     Caucasum,  vet  quse  loca  fabulosot 

waste ....  Lambit  Hjdaspes. 

Of  rugged  Caucasus  the  guest, 

Or  doom'd  to  travel 
Where  &bulous  rivers  of  the  East 
Their  course  unravel ! . . . 

Under  my  Sabine  woodland  shade,  Namque  me  silva  lupus  in  Sabina 

Musing  upon  my  Grecian  maid,  Bum  meam  canto  Lalagen,  et  ultra 

Unconsciously  of  late  I  straved  Terminum  curis  vagor  expeditis, 

Through  glen  and  meadow,  Fugit  inermem : 

When,  lo !  a  ravenous  wolf,  afraid, 

Fled  from  my  shadow. 

No  monster  of  such  magnitude  Quale  portentum  neque  militaris 

Lurks  in  the  depth  of  Daunia'swood,  Daunia  in  latis  aht  esculetis ; 

Or  roams  through  Ljbia  unsubdued  Nee  Jubse  tellus  generat,  Iconum 

The  land  to  curse —  Arida  nutrix. 

Land  of  a  fearful  lion-brood 

The  withered  nurse. 
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Waft  me  away  to  deterts  wild, 
Where  Tegetation  never  smiled, 
Wbero  sunshine  never  once  beguiled 

The  dreary  day, 
But  winters  upon  winters  piled 

For  aye  delay. 

Place  me  beneath  the  torrid  zone, 
Where  man  to  dwell  was  never  known, 
I'd  cherish  still  one  thought  alone, 

Maid  of  my  choice ! 
The  amile  of  thy  sweet  lip — the  tone 

Of  thy  sweet  voice  1 


Pone  me  pigris  ubi  nulla  campis 
Arbor  estiva  recreatur  aura. 
Quod  latus  mundi  uebuliB  ma- 
lusque 

Jupiter  urget ; 

Pone  sub  c\irru  nimium  propin- 

<^ui 
Sohs,  in  terra  domibus  negata : 
Dulce  ridentem  Lalagen  amabo, 
Dulce  loquentem. 


Here  is  another  love  ditty ;  and,  as  usual,  it  places  on 
record  some  discomfiture  of  the  poet  in  his  attempt  to  plaj 
Vhomme  h  bonnes  fortunes. 


Ode  XXIII.— a  BBMOKSTBANCE  to  CHLOE  the  BASHFUIi. 


Why  wilt  thou,  Chlofi,  fly  me  thus  P 

The  yearling  kid 
Is  not  more  shv  and  timorous. 
Our  woods  amid, 
Seeking  her  dam  o'er  glen  and  hill, 
While  all  her  frame  vain  terrors  thrill. 

Should  a  green  lizard  chance  to  stir 

Beneath  the  bush — 
Should  2^phyr  through  the  mountain- 
fir 

Disporting  gush — 
With  sudden  fright  behold  lier  start, 
With   trembling    knees   and    throbbing 
heart. 


Vitas  hinnuleo 
Me  similis,  Chlo6, 
QuflBrenti  pavidam 
Montibus  aviis 
Matrem,  non  sine  vano 
Aurarum  et  silvee  mctu  : 

Nam,  scu  mobilibus 
Vepris  inhorruit 
Ad  ventum  foliis 
Scu  virides  rubum 
Dimovere  laccrtie, 
Et  corde  et  genibus  tromit. 


And  canst  thou  think  me,  maiden  iaxr !  Atqui  non  ego  te, 

A  tiger  grim  P  Tigris  ut  aspera, 

A  Lybian  lion,  bent  to  tear  Qetulusve  leo, 

TIioo  limb  by  limb  ?  Frangcre  perscquor. 

Still  canst  thou  Iiaunt  thy  mother's  shade.  Tandem  desine  inatrcm 

Bipo  for  a  husband,  blooming  maid  P  Tempestiva  sequi  viro. 

No  "  elegy,"  in  all  antiquity,  appears  to  have  given  such 
general  satisfaction  as  that  which  followed  Quinctilius  to 
the  tomb.  History  would  have  taken  no  notice  of  his 
name,  but  Horace  has  secured  him  immortal  celebrity.  All 
we  know  of  him  is  contained  in  the  chronicle  of  Eusebius, 
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quoted  by  St.  Jerome,  and  merely  refers  to  the  dal«  of  hiH 
death ;  nor  would  the  boly  father  probably  have  meutioncd 
him  at  all,  but  for  the  eloquent  requirm  chanted  ovtr  hi> 
grave.  It  poasessea  ineffable  Bweetneaa  in  the  original ;  the 
tender  melancholy  diffused  throughout  the  eompoBition 
is  Btill  more  saddened  by  the  absence  of  anything  like  hope 
or  belief  in  a  future  state  of  existence,  which  was  totally 
undreamt  of  in  the  Horatian  system  of  philosophy.  DaWd  a 
elegy  over  Saul  and  Jonathan  is  clouded  by  the  same 
gloomy  misgiving  aa  to  the  chances  of  a  blessed  futurity  i 
yet,  wliat  can  be  more  beautiful  than  the  Hebrew  poet's 
csciamation — 

"  let  Iho  dew  never  fall  on  the  biUi  where  Iho  prida 

or  thj  wuriora,  O  larMi  •.  lice  elsin  : 
Thej  were  loielj  in  life ;  and,  oh  latit !  how  the  tids 

or  tlieir  heuts'  blood  hstJi  mingled  ogiin  '" 
Milton's  Lyeidat:  Buma's  spleudid  eSuBion  over  CaptAia 
Henderson:  Malherbe's 

"  EoM  die  ■  vecu  eo  que  vivent  lea  roan 
L'e«[)ace  d'un  matin !" 
Pope's  "  rnfortunate  Lady,"  and  Woirs  "  Funeral  of  Sir 
John  iroore,"  all  deserve  to  be  commeinor.ited  in  connexion 
I  with  this  ode  of  Horace.  Nor  should  I  omit  to  notice 
(knnnrii  cauiS)  Grav's  elaborately  mourufid  Elegy,  in 
which  he  has  gatherea  into  one  eepuluhrnl  urn  the  osbes 
of  the  human  race,  and  mingled  the  tears  of  all  manluDd  id 
one  grand  "  lachrymatory." 

Ode  XSIV.— ad  tieoilium.   dbfiet  qcrsciiLii  uohteu. 


cui  Pudor,  et  Jinlitw 


Koa  lenii  precibiu  fnta  recludero  ninD  cumpulmt  Mfrcnriiii  Qn^i  t 
Dunua  1  tii  leriut  fit  pMientis  quidquid  vomgera  at  uttu. 
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TO   VinOIL.      A    CONSOLATOEY  ADDBESS. 

Wfaj  cheak  the  full  outburst  of  sorrow  ?    Wh j  blubh 

To  weep  for  the  friend  we  adored  ? 
Baise  the  TOice  of  kment !  let  the  swollen  tear  gush ! 
Bemoan  thee,  Melpomene,  loudly !  nor  hush 

The  sound  of  thy  lute*s  liquid  chord ! 

For  low  lies  Quinctilius,  tranced  in  that  sleep 

That  issue  hath  none,  nor  sequel. 
Let  Candour,  with  all  her  white  sisterhood,  weep— 
Truth,  Meelmess,  and  Justice,  his  memory  keep-— 

For  when  shall  tliey  find  his  equal  ? 

Thouffh  the  wise  and  the  good  may  bewail  him,  yet  none 

O'er  his  clay  sheds  the  tear  more  truly 
Thau  you,  beloved  Virgil !    You  deemed  lam  TOur  own : 
Tou  mourn  his  companionship. — *Twas  but  a  loan, 

Which  the  gods  have  witndrawn  imduly. 

Yet  not  though  Eunrdioe's  lover  had  left 

Thee  a  legacy,  mend,  of  his  song ! 
Could'st  thou  warm  the  cold  image  of  life-blood  bereft, 
Or  force  death,  who  robbed  thee,  to  render  the  theft, 

Or  bring  back  his  shade  from  the  throng, 

Which  Mercury  guides  with  imperative  wand, 

To  the  banks  of  the  fatal  ferry. — 
"Tis  hard  to  endure ; — but  'tis  wrong  to  despond  : 
For  patience  may  deaden  the  blow,  though  beyond 

Thy  power,  my  friend,  to  parry. 

Flowers  have,  at  all  times,  suggested  hints  for  metaphor 
and  allegory.  Poets  cannot  get  on  at  all  without  constant 
reference  to  botanical  matters ;  and  Flora,  by  right,  should 
have  been  one  of  the  Muses.  A  crazy  German  writer 
(one  Ludwig  Ticck)  maintains,  that  *'  the  man  who  has  no 
taste  for  posies  cannot  have  God*s  grace  :'*  a  sort  of  parody 
on  something  about  music  in  Shakespeare.  Another  mad 
sentimentalist,  from  the  same  district,  defines  woman  to  bo 
"  something  between  a  flower  and  an  angel."  In  fact,  the 
"  florid  style  "  cannot  be  well  got  up  without  a  due  admix- 
ture of  such  fancies,  any  more  than  a  plum-pudding  without 
plums.  Ask  Tom  Moore,  for  example,  now  ho  could  manage, 
if  deprived  of  these  gay  and  gaudy  materials  for  his  con- 
cetti  t  He  might,  perhaps,  tell  you  that  he  still  would  have 
rainbows,  stars,  crystals^  pearls,  butterJUes,  and  such  other 
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"  glittering  glories,"  but,  without  Covent  Garden  Market, 
he  would  soon  be  at  a  loss  to  cany  on  his  business.  Even 
in  the  flower  department  he  is  obliged  to  borrow.  An- 
acreon  and  Horace  had,  long  ago,  both  hit  on  an  idea, 
which  he  has  appropriated,  without  the  slightest  scruple  or 
acknowledgment,  in  a  well-known  melody,  of  which  he  has 
stolen  the  tune  from  the  "  Groves  of  Blarney,"  and,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  spoiled  it  by  some  outlandish  variations  of  his 


own. 


J 


Ode  XXV. 


Vohov  AvacpeovTor.      \j    MOOSS's  BOOUXBT. 

Movov  QtpovK  poditv  fiot  *Ti3  the  last  rote  of  twmmmr 
Towt'  ixTTaTOf/icv  aftfct*      Left  Uoomiuff  tdone— 
rtairai  re  xai  craipui       AU  Mr  lovely  companUmt 
AwuXtcavTO'  Are  faded  and  gone  / 


Ot»  Tl 

Twv  atrjyevt»»  irapeert 
Voiia¥,  ouov  7'  afloat 
O/iOtf  rc^Kut  cpc»0c«v* 


Oi;  Xeit^o/uac  <re  xnpff 
Eiret  KaXai  Oavovro 
AweXOe'  aw  naXutai 
\6ov  ct  xpn  KaBtvhuv' 


Koftower  of  her  kindred, 
No  roae-bud,  is  niah, 

To  refleei  back  her  bhuhe$t 
Or  give  sigh  for  tigh. 


HOBATII  BO8ABI0M. 

Eheu  rosayum  floruit  nltiuiB  I 
Vol  mille  nnper  doctaBororlbiui, 
At  nunc  Bmicanim  cohorti 
Florilmt  et  sodU  sapentM  t 

Nee  una  manslt  couBcim  qtin 

prop6 
Sniipirioniin  inaTe  olentinAi, 
Suaptret  ultro—qiia  rnbenti 
Erubeat,  pla  firona,  vlci^alm. 


rilnotfenvethee,thouloneone,  Non  te    nlinquam    stemmate 

To  pine  on  the  stem  ;  lugubre. 

Sina;  tha  lovely  are  sleeping^     Quie  aingiilari  fera  caput  nnf ca  I 

Go  sleep  Utou  with  them.  lere  domiitikm  Bodalea, 

TurelIqat8Come8ito--donni ! 


lat  €v^povt»t  <r€$€v  rat  Thus  kindly  I  scatter               Bpantis  amicA  tic  folila  mana, 

Ko^ar  e7w  cKedafta'  Thy  leaves  oW  the  b»d,         Finire  tristea  pergo  tibl  rooms ; 

Ovov  fCKpat  Tc  Koonot  D'here  thy  mates  of  the  garden      Siccis  odorataa  per  hortum 

Kniroio  aai  eraipat  Lie  seentUss  and  dead.                Frondibus     i     auperadde 

Eidovai  KaWt^vWoi.  frondea. 


OwTrtf  re  KOI  o^eXXcv      So  soon  may  I  follow 


Taxw  0iXf)  tneoHat 
Orof  fxapaivtrat  ipvX- 
Xa  iptXint  fpu^of 
KvkXov  r'  ana  ^aeivov 
HiitTovoi  V  01  afiapafdoi  • 

4>(Xoi  on  aXteravro 
At  Kapdtatf  T<r  oior 
TovTtp  tKOtV  OtXotTO 

Kofffjn^  vuicif  epnuffi 


Etmisitolim  sor8eiidem,precor! 

ml- 


WJten  friendships  de/xiy       Qttaudo    ttodaies,   quasque 
And  from  lovers  shining  circle  canUa, 

The  gems  drop  away.  Ornant  amicornm  eoronam 

Gemroata,   depereunt — pe- 
rirel 

When  tnuhearislie  withered,  Abrepta  fato  dIssociabiU 
Ami  fond  one^  are  flown,     Qiiando  tot  eheu !  corda  Jacent 

Oh.  who  would  inhabit  hniui 

This  bleak  world  alone  t  Quia  poscat  annos?  vita  talla 

Nonne  foretmera  aoli^idof 


How  much  more  creditable  and  gentlemanly  has  been 
the  conduct  of  an  old  English  song- writer,  George  Herbert, 
who  having  occasion  to  work  out  the  same  thought,  scorns 
to  copy  with  servile  fidelity  the  Greek  or  Roman  lyric ;  but, 
giving  it  a  new  form  altogether,  makes  it,  as  far  as  possible. 
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his  own  property.  Here  is  the  canzonet ;  and  any  one, 
who  has  the  slightest  pretension  to  a  taste  for  antique  sim- 
plicity, must  see  how  mr  superior  it  is  to  Moore's  artificial 
composition : 

'*  I  made  a  posie  while  the  day  ran  by— • 
Here  will  I  smell  my  remnant  out|  and  tie 

My  life  within  this  band. 
But  Time  did  beckon  to  the  flowers,  and  they 
By  noon  most  cunninglv  did  steal  away, 

And  wither  in  my  hand. 

Farewell,  dear  flowers !  sweetly  your  time  ye  spent ; 
Fit  while  ye  liyed  for  smell  or  ornament-, 

And,  after  death,  for  cures. 
I  follow  straight,  without  complaint  or  grief; 
And,  if  my  soent  be  good,  I  care  not  if 

It  be  as  short  as  yours.** 

The  date  of  the  subsequent  ode  is  clearly  fixed,  by  the 
allusion  it  contains  to  the  troubles  occasioned  in  the  northern 

farts  of  the  empire  bjr  the  proceedings  of  King  Tiridates. 
t  is  addressed  to  Lamia,  a  Komon  general,  who  had  distin- 
guished himself  in  the  peninsular  war  {bello  Cantabrico),  and 
was  at  that  time  enjoying  his  half-pay  in  or  about  TivoH. 

Ode  XXVI. — rRiENDsiiip  and  poetry  the  best 

ANTIDOTES   TO    SOEEOW. 

AKSO  AB  U.O.  1730. 
^/r— **  Fill  the  bumper  fair." 

Sadness— I  who  live  Musis  amicus 

Devoted  to  the  Muses,  Tristitiam  et  metus 

To  the  wild  wind  give,  Tradam  protenris 

To  waft  where'er  it  chooses  j  In  mare  Crcticum 

Deiming  not  to  care  Portare  ventis. — 

What  savage  chief  be  chosen  Quis  sub  arcto 

To  reign  beneath  "  the  Bear,"  Rex  gelidse 

0*er  the  fields  for  ever  frozen.  Metuatur  ors. 

Let  Tiridates  rue  Quid  Tiridatem 

The  march  of  Roman  legions,  Terroat,  imico 

While  I  my  path  pursue  fiecurua.   Oqua 

Through  pocay's  calm  regions—  Fontibus  integris 

Bidding  the  Muse,  \«'ho  drinks  Ghiudes,  apricoa 

From  the  fountains  unpolluted,  Necte  floros, 

To  weave  with  flowery  links  Necte  meo 

A  wreath,  to  Friondihip  suited,  Lami»  ooronam. 
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For  (jentlB  Latnia'a  Irovt. — 

O  Muse  melodious  !  sKcctU 
Echo  hia  praise  [  for  thou 

Atone  ciuiBt  pnuH  Mm  llUv. 
For  him  th;  Lenbiui  shell 

With  »triiiga  refiiniish  newlj, 
And  let  tlij  eaten  swell 

!rlie  jocund  chorus  duljr. 

Sadoeaa— I  »Uo  live  devoted,  4c. 


Fimplri  dule!*, 

Poasunt  honoreai  .V 
Huuc  Sdibus  twnq 
Hunc  Leabio 
Sicrare  plectro, 
Teque  tiiuqae 
Decet  sororas. 

Uuii»  ninic 


Next  comes  a  lively  aod  iminiated  picture  of  Bomau  con- 
viviality. The  ode  partalteB  of  tlie  uramiitic  cborncter,  and 
would  appear  to  be  cstemgomneoiisly  poured  out  by  Horace, 
in  his  capacity  of  "  wiBe-king,"  or  "  toast-master,"  nt  n  jovial 
meeting.  The  evening  is  tiu-  adva,nced  ;  sundry  debat«able 
subjects  have  been  atarted ;  the  retort  uncourteoua  has  been 
more  than  once  interchanged  j  the  cup  of  boisterous  hilarity 
bas  kindled  in  its. circulation;  of  a  sudden  the  guceta  have 
started  from  their  couches,  in  the  ardour  of  diBOUSsion,  and, 
heated  with  wine,  ore  about  to  come  to  blows,  when  the 
poet  rising  obtains  silence  for  a  song.  The  ingenuity  with 
which  he  turns  their  attention  to  topics  of  a  lees  exciting 
nature,  and  the  gracefully  playful  style  of  hia  address,  pre* 
sent  US  with  a  most  amiable  idea  of  the  poet's  diMpcwition, 
and  prove  him  to  have  been  a  man  of  consummate  tact. 

OnB  XXVn.— jld  aoDALKs. 


CmbbI  TolHnliu  ?— Non  olio  bibtim 
rumiiUD  domai 

I       Hon  erubwemdi*  idiirit 

Igiiibug,  Ingenuoque  (ciDiier 

Amore  pecPail      Quidqtud  hstu^ 

I>enoii(^  lillii  Boriblu. — All !  iniMT 
Quanta  Inbonu  in  Chsnbdi, 
Signe  puer  uiuUurc  rf'ptwn  I 

Qnte  uiga,  ijuif  to  oolTcTe  ThMsilll 

Vu  illi|:iiliiui  If  Infi.nni 


bnrum 
Horeni ,  v  erecnndumqiw  B : 

"  '     *i»  prohibete  ri 


Vuhiei'c,  141U  pereat  SDifill 
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A    DANQUET-SCEXE.      TOAST   AND    SENTIMENT. 

To  make  a  weapon  of  joy*8  cup,  my  friends, 

Ib  a  vile  Thracian  custom ; 
Shame  on  such  practices ! — they  mar  the  ends 
Of  calm  and  kindly  Bacchus.    JJioodshed  tends 

Xo  sadden  and  disgust  him. 

Here,  'mid  the  bowls,  what  business  hath  the  sword  ? 

Come,  sheathe  yon  Persian  dagger ; 
Let  the  bright  lamp  shine  on  a  quiet  l^ard ; 
Kecliue  in  peace— these  hours  we  can't  afibixl 

For  brawling,  sound,  and  swagger. 

Say,  shall  your  chairman  fill  his  cup,  and  drain 

Of  brimming  bowls  another  P 
Tlien,  first,  a  toast  his  mandate  shall  obtain  ; 
Ho*ll  know  the  nymph  whose  witcheries  enchain 

The  fair  Megilla's  brother. 

Wliat !  silent  thus  ?     Dost  fear  to  name  aloud 

Tlic  girl  of  thy  affection  ? 
Youth !  hit  tliy  choice  be  candidly  avowed  ; 
Thou  hnflt  a  delicate  tast^,  and  art  allowed 

Some  talent  for  selection. 

Yet,  if  Ihe  loud  confession  thou  wilt  tihun, 

To  my  safe  ear  discover 
Tliy  cherished  secret..  .  .All,  thou  art  undone  ! 
What !  a/ie  J    Uow  little  such  a  heartless  one 

Desenres  so  fond  a  lover ! 

WHiat  fiend,  what  Tliracisn  witch,  deaf  to  remorse, 

Until  brewed  thy  dire  love-potion  I 
Scarce  could  the  hero  of  the  wing6d  horse 
Kffect  thy  rescue,  or — to  fi*ee  thee —force 

Tliat  dragon  of  the  ocean ! 

Ill  the  usual  editions  of  our  poet,  the  twenty -eighth  ode 
preuents  us  with  a  rather  stupid  "dialogue"  between  one 
"  /Vrchytaa  and  a  Sailor."  1  have  no  hesitation  in  substi- 
tuting, from  Hardouin*s  "  "i^fu^o  Horatius'^  (folio,  Amst. 
17K)),  the  proper  reading;  which,  on  examination,  will  bo 
found  to  preserve  the  essence  of  the  colloquy,  while  it  is 
much  more  lloratian  in  spirit.  Marcus  Epulo  Bibax  is  a 
well-kno^\'n  character  in  the  annals  of  Kome,  as  may  be 
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.^  Been  in  Viebuhr's  admirable  work.  His  monument  (a  fine 
^  ^  old  pyramtdid  erection)  atande  at  tbe  gate  opening  on  tlin 
1  Via  Oatia,  and  adds  a  solemn  dignity  to  the  adjacent  burial- 
ground  of^ur  conntrymen— "  //  Cimilero  degli  IngteiL" 


id  of^m 


Ode  XlVIII. 


WhoD  Bibo  w«nt  down 

To  the  r^ioiu  beloir. 
Where  the  wslerg  o(  Stji 

Bound  Elemitj  flow, 
lie  awoke  with  s  on. 

That  "  he  would  be  brought  back  j 
For  hi)  loul  it  was  drf, 

And  ha  waaEed  some  uck." 

"Tou  were  drunk,"  replied  CharoD, 
"  You  were  drunk  when  jou  died  g 

And  JOU  felt  not  the  peiu 
That  to  death  is  allied." 

"  Take  we  back  1"  answered  Bibo, 

_  "  For  I  mind  not  the  pain ; 


Meantime  tbe  gnj  tenjmm 
Ferried  him  o'er. 

And  the  cnij  old  bark 
Touched  the  Stjgian  abore ; 

Tlere  old  Bibo  got  out, 
Quite  unable  to  stand, 

And  be  jostled  the  ghosts 
As  they  crowded  the  strand. 

<*  HsTe  a  cam !"  cried  out  Charon ) 
"  Uhvo  a  earel  'lis  not  weU  t 

For  remember  you  're  dead. 
And  your  soul  is  in  helL" 

ffocal. 
"  Tm  in  hell,"  rciilied  Bibo  i 

"WeU  I  know  bj  the  sign  : 
'TwM  a  bell  u|ion  earth 

To  be  wanting  of  wine." 


Cum  Bibai  barAthro 

Desccnderat  imo 
Qiue  loca  Styx  atro 

Circumfluit  limo, 
Engilans,  poeeit 

Num  forte  Falcmi 
Tas  bibero  nios  lit 

Id  rcgnis  Avcmi. 

Cui  Charon,  "  Tcnisti 

Hue  graTis  lagirni. 
Sic  funeris  trial  i 

Immunis  a  pteni." — 
Turn  Bibax,  "  Retrorsbm 

Due  itenun  Tilie, 
Ut  funerii  morsum 

Eiperiar  rito," 


Bed  interim  pigrA 

Transvchitur  ml 
QuBripSmoin 

Sistit  dclicsli : 
In  tittore  itatim, 

Eioritur  scens. 
Umbrae  caterfatim 

Disturbat  areni. 


igri 


Cui  Charon  do  nare ; 

"  Hie  Orcus  cat,  homo  ', 
Ke  titubes  cave 

Plutonis  in  domo." 

**  Plutonis  ATems 

Parebut  TiTenti, 

Siquando  tabcma 
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THE  SONOS  OF  HOEACE. 

DECADE   THE   FOVBTH. 

I 

"  Horatii  curiosa  felicitas." — Fstson.  Abbiteb,  cap.  118. 

**  D*  un  bI  Tivaoe 
Splendido  colorir,  d*  un  b\  fecondo 
Sublime  immaginar,  d'  una  si  ardita 
Felicity  sicura 
Altro  mortal  non  arrichi  natura." 
Abbatb  Mstabtabio,  (^era,  torn.  xiJ.  Firenze,  1819. 

*'  Sublime,  familier,  solide,  enjouy^  tendre, 
Ais^,  profond,  naif,  et  fin ; 
Yiye,  Horace,  arant  tout !  Tunivera  pour  Tentendre 
Aime  &  redoyenir  Latin." — La  Mottb,  Poit,  Leg, 

**  When  Alba  warred  with  Rome  for  some  disputed  frontier  farmSi 
Three  Horaces  gained  fatherland  ascendancy  in  arms; 
A  single-handed  champion  now  amid  the  lyrio  tlirong, 
One  of  the  name,  stands  forth  to  claim  supremacr  in  sonff.** 

Babby  COBirWALL. 

Whbh  the  celebrated  lame  poet,  Paddy  Kelly,  had  the 
honour  of  being  introduced  to  George  the  Fourth,  on  that 
monarch's  Mulgravising  visit  to  Dublin  (an  honour  extended 
to  several  other  distinguished  natives,  such  as  Falvey  the 
sweep,  Jack  Lawless  the  orator,  Daniel  Donnelly  the  boxer, 
and  another  Daniel,  who  of  late  years  has  practised  a  more 

Srofi table  system  of  boxing)  y  his  majesty  expressed  himself 
esirous  of  personally  witnessing  an  exhibition  of  the  bard's 
extemporaneous  talent,  having  heard  many  marvellous  ac- 
counts of  the  facility  with  which  his  genius  was  wont  to 
vent  itself  in  unpremeditated  verse,  Tne  Hibernian  imprO" 
visatore  forthwith  launched  out  into  a  dithyramb,  of  which 
the  burden  appeared  to  be  a  panegyric  on  Byron  and  Scott, 
whoso  praises  lie  sang  in  terms  of  fervid  eulogy ;  winding 
up  with  ^v'llat  certainly  seemed  to  his  illustrious  auditor  a 
somehow  abrupt  and  startling  conclusion,  viz. : 

"'Twould  take  a  Byron  and  a  Scott,  I  tell  ye, 
Boiled  up  in  one,  to  make  a  Pat  O'Kelly  !'* 

Doubtless  such  was  the  honest  conviction  of  the  Irish 

T  H  2i 
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rhapsodist ;  and  if  so,  be  tad  an  ondeniahle  riglit  to  put  lii» 
o^ioian  on  record,  and  publish  it  to  the  world.  Xro  hh 
not,  every  week,  iuvourea  by  somo  Iiebdoiaadal  LoKOixua 
with  hif  peculiar  and  private  ideas  on  the  suHLniE;  v( 
which  the  laat  new  tragedy,  or  the  latest  volume  of  vereo 
(blank  or  otherwise),  is  pronounced  the  finest  model  ?  What 
remedy  can  the  public  have  against  the  practice  of  su<!h  Im- 
position ?  Koue  whatever,  until  some  scientific  mui  (tliall 
achieve  for  literature  what  has  been  done  for  the  dairy,  and 
invent  a  critical  "  lactometer,"  by  which  the  exact  density 
of  milk -and' water  poetry  may  be  clearly  and  undeniably 
ascertained.  At  present,  indeed,  so  variable  seems  the  stan- 
dard of  poetical  merit,  that  we  begin  to  believe  true  what 
Edmund  Burke  says  of  Tastb  among  the  modema:  that 
"  its  essence  is  of  too  ethereal  a  nature  for  us  ever  to  hope 
it  will  submit  to  bear  the  chains  of  definition." 

In  this  vague  and  unaatisfactory  state  of  things,  Prout 
has,  perhaps,  "chosen  the  better  part."  fl*  would  appear 
to  confine  the  range  of  his  admiration  withiu  the  happy  circle 
of  recognised,  incontestable,  aud  transcendent  excelleniiM;. 

All  tliis  he  has  found  supereminently  in  the  canonised 
object  of  these  running  commentaries,  lie  stands  notnlonc 
in  hailing  therein  Horace  as  prince  of  all  lyric  poela  at 
every  age  and  clime.  Jn  so  doing,  lie  merely  bows  to  tlie 
general  verdict  of  monkind;  whit-h,  when  fairly  collected 
and  plainly  uttered,  constitutes  a  final  and  irrevocable 
award,  the  maxim  of  Vincent,  abbot  of  Lerins,  beiDg, 
"Quod  8EMFEB,  guod  fBiqtte,  quod  all  ouMBUa  traditum 
ett."  Geometry  and  logarithms  may  admit  of  beio^  de- 
monstrated in  the  abstract  nakedness  of  their  iotnnna 
evidences;  but  in  poetry,  as  in  religion,  the  experioun 
of  every  day  sufficiently  sbows  the  pronenees  of  individual 
judgment  to  strange  and  fantastic  theories,  which  can  only 
be  rectified  by  a  reference  to  the  universal  sentimrnt-^ 
the  tengiit  eommuuit  of  Ihe  humim  species.  Prout  ahran 
paid  deference  to  time-houoiired  reputations.  Great  wu, 
hence,  liis  veneration  for  ll»e  "venerable  Bede;"  and,  niit- 
withetandint,'  the  abetinco  of  all  tangible  evidences,  tno«t 
vigorously  ciid  ho  ndrairo  the  "admirable  Criehton."  In 
AfilBTOTti:  be  persisted  to  recognise  the  great  master-mind  ^ 
of  metaphyucs ;  be  scouted  the  tranaccndcntaliem  of  Kisi : , 
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BufiScient  for  him  was  the  cosmogonj  of  Moses  ;  he  laughed 
to  scorn  the  conjectures  of  geology.* 

This  reminds  us  of  the  "  astounding  discovery"  with  which 
Dr.  BucxLAND  is  reported  to  have  lately  electrified  the 
Bristolians.  Ephraim  Jenkinson's  ghost  must  have  heard 
with  jealousy,  on  the  hanks  of  the  otyx,  the  shouts  of  ap- 
plause which  echoed  the  Doctor*s  assertion  on  the  hanks  of 
the  Avon,  that  the  world  had  already  lasted  "  millions  of 
years ;"  that  a  "new  version  of  Gtenesis"  would  he  shortly 
required,  since  a  new  light  "  had  heen  thrown  on  Hehrew 
scholarship!"  The  doctor's  declaration  is  very  properly 
described  as  the  only  "  original  fact"  elicited  at  the  meeting. 
What  fun !  to  hear  a  mite  in  the  cavity  of  a  Gloucester 
cheese  gravely  reasoning  on  the  streaks  for  strata)  of  red 
and  vellow,  and  finally  concluding,  all  things  duly  consi- 
dered, that  the  invoice  of  the  farmer  who  made  it  bears  a 
wrong  date,  and  that  the  process  of  fabricating  the  cheese 
in  question  must  have  been  begun  aa  long  ago,  at  least,  as 
the  days  of  the  heptarchy ! 

There  is  often  more  strict  logic,  and  more  downright  com- 
mon sense,  in  a  poet's  view  of  nature  and  her  works, 
than  in  the  gravest  and  most  elaborate  mystifications  of 
soi'disant  philosophy.  We  shall,  therefore,  hesitate  not 
to  place  in  contraposition  to  this  Bucklandish  theory  the 
ideas  of  Chateaubriand  on  the  subject,  leaving  to  any 
dispassionate  thinker  to  say  on  which  side  reason  and 
analogy  preponderate.  "They  tell  us,"  says  the  author 
of  the  (r^/ttV  du  ChrUtianumey  whose  exact  words  we 
cannot  remember  at  this  time  of  the  evening,  "that  the 
earth  is  an  old  toothless  ha^,  bearincr  in  every  feature 
the  traces  of  caducity ;  and  that  six  thousand  years  are 
not  enough  to  account  for  the  hidden  marks  of  age  dis- 
coverable to  the  eyes  of  Science : — but  has  it  never  occurred 
to  them,  that,  in  producing  this  globe  for  the  dwelling  of 
man,  it  may  have  suited  ifirovidence  to  create  all  its  com- 

t)onent  parts  in  the  stage  of  full  matiirity,  just  as  Adam 
limseLf  was  called  into  being  at  the  full  age  of  manhood, 
without  passing  through  the  preparatory  process  of  infancy, 

*  At  thiB  period  iho  difficulty  of  reconciling  geolognr  with  Genesis  was 
jet  rife,  and  Colbum,  dean  of  York,  was  apphuded  in  his  denunoiv 
iions  of  Dr.  Buckland,  subsequently  dean  of  Westminster* 
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boyhood,  or  youth  ?  AVtsn  Goil  pknted  Ihe  Boil  of  Pjiti- 
disc,  thiuk  je  that  l!ie  oak  of  n  buudrod  yearn'  growth  watt 
wnnting  to  shed  its  niiglity  all  ado  w  over  our  ti  rat  parents  ? 
or  ure  we  to  believe  that  evory  tree  Wfta  a  mere  slinib,  hi»* 
I'mersing  from  the  ground  P  Waa  the  lio»,  whom  Milton 
deacribes  so  gi-aphicdly  oa 

'  Pnwiog  to  gei  free 
HiB  liindoi'  parti,' 

nothing  but  a  new-bom  cub  P  I  do  not  believe  it,  1  hold 
that  the  grore  waved  ita  majcatie  pinea,  already  beftring 
ftmong  their  topmoat  braiichea  the  ready-built  nest  of  the 
rook  Bud  the  young  family  of  tlie  dove ;  that  the  sherp 
browaed  on  the  green  award,  with  her  ntU-ndnnt  Iamb  ;  nnd 
that  the  bold  rock  overhung  the  running  stream,  with  the 
mantling  ivy  already  twining  through  ita  crevices,  and  eshi- 
biting  tbe  mar/ii  of  age  oti  its  hoary  aurfaoe.  Did  uut  the 
Creator  understand  the  effect  and  the  beauty  of  what  wa 
are  agreed  to  call  the  piclnreique  ?  or,  in  hia  Eden,  did  H« 
overlook  the  gracea  of  landacape  ?  What  a  clumsy  artificer 
theae  men  would  represent  their  Maker  to  bo !  What  & 
crude  and  ill-assorted  planet  would  they  deacribe  ns  issuing 
from  the  honda  of  Omnipotence,  to  require  the  opemtion  St 
,  time  and  the  influence  of  chemical  agents  to  bring  it  Kxt 

I  perfection  I  '  Non !  non !  le  jour  niSme  gue  I'oc^aa  ^pandit 
aea  premiJrea  vagues  sur  nos  rivea,  il  baigna,  n'en  doutona 
point,  dea  ^cueila  di'jk  rong^s  par  lea  dots,  dea  graves  eeni^ 
de  difbria,  de  coquilloges,  et  dea  caps  dc'cham^,  qui  soutc- 
noient  coutre  lea  eaux  lea  rivages  croulans  de  la  terre  i  suu 
cette  vlcilleese  originaire,  il  n'y  aurait  eu  ni  pompe  ni  mt- 
jeat^  dans  I'univers.* " "  The  great  wholes  lay 
'Flostiag  many  a  rood' 
\ 
\ 


at  the  first  inatant  of  their  creation,  and  the  full  grown 
elephant  roamed  in  the  Indian  forest,  among  gigantic  trm 
coeval  with  a  world  of  yesterday."  80  much  for  Buckland. 
We  feci  that  we  have  digreaaod  from  the  profeaaed  tibjoct 
of  tliia  paper,  by  going  so  far  back  na  the  keremero*,  or 
ail  days  work  of  the  Orcntor.  In  Eacine'e  only-bc^ttcn 
comedy  of  the  Plradrn,  the  jud^,  anxious  to  bring  U 
lulvocate,  who  liad  indulged  in  a  similar  fiight,  back  to  tin 
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Btolea  capon,  \i'liich  formed  the  matter  in  dispute,  gentlr 
interposes  by  the  celebrated  joke,  "  Passons  au  diluge,"  We 
shall  take  the  hint,  and  return  to  Horace. 

This  decade  terminates  the  JirH  book  of  the  Odes.  Prout 
has  thus  furnished  the  world  with  a  complete  translation— 
so  far— of  the  Sabine  songster.  Whether  we  shall  be  able 
to  fish  up  any  further  leaves  of  the  Horatian  category  from 
the  old  trunk  is  yet  a  riddle.  Sufficient,  however,  has  becu 
done  to  place  the  critic  of  Watergrasshill  on  a  level  with 
the  long-winded  Jesuit,  Father  Sakadok,  in  the  muster-roll 
of  the  poet*8  commentators. 

OLIVEE  TOEKE. 

Regtnt  Street,  23d  September. 


JVatergratihili,  al  toUlo, 

The  life  of  Hobacx,  as  all  the  world  knows,  has  been  epito- 
mised by  Suetonius,  a  Roman  biographer,  who  (so  far  as 
we  may  judge  from  the  portion  of  his  works  we  possess) 
must  have  entertained  peculiar  notions  as  to  the  relative 
attraction  possessed  by  the  individual  subjects  selected  for 
his  memoirs.  In  FalstafTs  tavern-bill  there  appeared  but 
one  ha*porth  of  bread  to  counterbalance  several  dozens  of 
sack;  Suetonius  furnishes  us  with  a  miscellaneous  account 
of  celebrated  characters,  in  which  the  rules  of  proportion 
are  just  as  little  attended  to —there  is  but  one*  jioet  to 
twelve  "  Casar^y 

In  this  solitary  life  of  an  homme  de  leUreSy  which 
seems  to  have  found  its  way,  through  some  mistake,  into 
the  gorgeous  circle  of  imperial  biography,  there  is  one  oc- 
currence marked  down  by  the  courtly  chronicler  with  more 
than  usual  carefulness ;  sparing  neither  circumstantial  nor 
documentary  detail  in  his  anxiety  to  put  us  in  full  posses- 
sion of  the  (to  him  inexplicable)  conduct  of  the  poet  on  the 
occasion. 

One  fine  evening,  towards  the  close  of  autumn,  Placcus 
was  seated,  al/rescoj  under  the  porch  of  his  Sabine  villa,  his 

*  Prout  seems  to  think  that  the  fragments  relating  to  Lucan,  Terence, 
and  Juvenal  are  not  to  be  ascribed  to  the  biographer  of  Horace.  San* 
maise  has  not  decided  the  question. — O.  Y. 
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arroe  crnsscd  on  his  brenat  m  a  pensive  attitude,  a  i 
Greek  jnr,  lljled  with  home-made  wine,  standing  dbt  in 
bold  relief  before  him,  his  eye  apparently  intent  on  the 
long  shadow  projected  by  the  graceful  amphora  tie  it  inter* 
ccpted  the  rays  of  the  setting  buh. 

He  was  thinking  of  Viroil,  who  jad  just  died  at  Naplbm, 
after  a  long' and  pninful  illncBa,  and  whose  Iobs  to  literature 
and  social  companionship  no  one  eould  appreciate  mora 
feelingly  than  Horace.  They  had  hut  lately  wept  in  com- 
mon over  "  Quinctilius ;"  and  the  same  refleetion  which  hotl 
dried  up  the  tear  of  the  mourners  then  (viz.,  that  "  thtre 
was  no  help  for  it"),  was  probably  the  only  one  that  pre- 
Bented  itself  to  his  mind  to  mitigate  the  pangs  of  this  freah 
bereavement.  A  slave  waa  meantime  seen  approachinff  in 
the  distant  landscape,  dressed  in  the  peculiar  coatume  of  the 
taliellani,  and  bearing,  in  the  dust  and  exhaustion  viiiblo 
throughout  his  person,  evidence  of  a  hurried  jouruey  trom 
the  metropolis.  On  reaching  the  spot  where  the  poet  aot, 
absorbed  and  "  gar.ing  on  vacancy,  the  arrival  of  one  in 
whom  he  recognised  a  i'amiliar  servant  of  Miecenaa  was  auffi- 
cient  to  draw  him  from  his  reverie  ;  especially  when,  on 
examining  the  tablets  handed  to  him  by  the  slave,  he  i»r- 
cfived  on  the  seal  that  closed  the  silver  thread  with  which 
the  letter  was  bound  up,  the  impression  of  a  sphyiu— a 
well-known  emblem  used  hy  his  patron.  He  broke  the  en- 
velope at  once,  and  read  aa  VoIIohb  : 

"  OcTAVius  Cj.SAti,  AuguafuB,  Prince  of  the  Senate, per- 
petual  CoHBul,  Tribune  I'orlife,  to  C.  M-ecE8AB,  Knight, 
Prefect  of  Borne,  dwelling  on  the  Esquiliuo,  health. 
"  Bilhtrta  I  knve  been   ahte  to  find  time  for  kttping  Up  a 
frirnilhj  inlercaurte  bij  leltrr  Kith  my  numcroua  eorrapoudtitlt 
myuify  but  the  increatini/  prtii  of  buiinetn,  ami  my  groitiitg 
infirmilin,  nnvr  ptil  it  out  of  my  powrr.     1  tkerefort  Kith  to 
entice  OUT  frirnit  Horarr  from  your  rxelutiveeirclt.     A/loteiiM 
to  rrchoiiiit  your  kinpitolih  board  far  a  midniief  at  the  pttlaet 
here.     Hr  is  to  act  as  my  jirivati  Srnetary,     Farewell. 
"  Fnm  Uoshl  Palaline,  Hi  talfndi  af  Oclvirr."* 

MiFceuQS  had  transmitted  to  his  friend  and  gui*st  the  iin> 
Tt'rbntiiii  ^oiii  Suelon>u».    Sec  Cuvilliix  Flnur;,  B.U.  Pwh,ieSO, 
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perial  epistle,  without  adding  a  single  syllable  of  note  or 
comment  to  what  was  thus  briefly  couched  m  the  handwriting 
of  his  august  correspondent.  Horace  was  at  first  at  a  loss 
to  account  for  this  (deficiency,  but,  after  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion, could  not  but  bestow  his  approval  on  the  delicate  re- 
serve, which  left  him  entire  liberty  to  act  according  to  his 
own  unbiassed  judgment  in  a  matter  so  wholly  personal  to 
himself. 

The  slave,  meantime,  stood  waiting  in  respectful  silence ; 
the  poet  motioned  him  to  follow  into  the  atrium,  where  he 
traced  a  few  lines  for  his  master,  and  despatched  him  back 
to  Eome.  That  night,  at  supper,  Msecenas  conveyed  to  Au- 
gustus the  result  of  his  message  to  the  Sabine  fiEu*m  :  it  was 
a  refusal  to  accept  the  ofier  of  the  emperor. 

The  secret  motives  which  influenced  a  determination  so 
prompt  and  decisive  on  the  poet's  part,  he  most  probably 
did  not  communicate  to  Maecenas.  It  is  likely  that  he 
adopted  in  his  reply  the  usual  plea  of  **  ill  health,"  though 
his  jolly,  plump,  and  rubicund  appearance  at  their  next  meet- 
ing sufficiently  gave  the  lie  to  any  valetudinarian  pretences. 
Perhaps  he  put  forward  his  preddections  for  a  country  life, 
and  his  fondness  for  rural  solitude,  of  which  he  has  so  often 
(ironically)  celebrated  the  charms  :  such  pretext  must  have 
amused  those  who  were  best  acquainted  with  his  versatile 
disposition,  and  knew  how  little  the  dull  monotony  of  rusti- 
cation was  suited  to  his  lively  humour. 

"  Romm  Tibur  amem  ;  venfottu  Tibure  J^omam.**— Ep.  i.  8.  12. 

Are  we,  then,  to  conjecture  that  sheer  idleness  dictated  the 
refusal  ?  Are  we  to  conclude  that  the  doles  far  niente  of  a 
modern  lazzarone  had  been  practically  anticipated,  and  ex- 
emplified iu  the  conduct  ot  an  ancient  Roman  P  I  shall 
have  a  word  or  two  to  say  hereupon,  ere  a  verdict  is  given 
dishonourable  to  the  character  ot  Horace.  I  merely  remark 
en  passant,  that  the  duties  of  a  private  secretary  in  the  pa- 
lace of  Augustus  were  far  from  bearing  any  resemblance  to 
the  tedious  functions  imposed  by  the  prosy  and  long-winded 
style  of  correspondence  adopted  in  recent  diplomacy  :  billets^ 
doux  of  old  were  quite  as  short  as  those  of  Lord  Melbourne.* 

•  Ex.  gr.  :  "  How  are  you?     I  shall  call  at  two. 

(Signed)  "  Mblbourns."— 0,  Y, 

In  Trial  of  Hon.  O,  C,  |(or^n  t.  Melbourne, 
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There  were  no  foolscap  sheets  of  protocol  nonsense  inter- 
changed in  those  days;  and  the  secretaryship  on  Mount 
Palatine  would  have  been,  as  nearly  as  possible,  a  luxurious 
sinecure. 

But  may  not  he,  as  an  homme  de  letlreSy  have  looked  on  the 
mere  technical  employment  of  "  polite  letter- writer "  as 
something  degrading  to  his  genius,  and  dero^tory  to  the 
high  aspirings  of  intellect ;  as  clogging  the  wmgs  of  fancy, 
and  impeding  the  lofty  flights  of  lyricid  enthusiasm  P  There 
may  be  something  in  this  surmise,  yet  it  is  far  from  affording 
a  satisfactory  explanation  of  the  matter.  The  case,  I  appre- 
hend, admits  of  reasoning  drawn  from  analogy.  Piitdab 
held  some  such  ministerial  appointment  at  the  Sicilian  court 
of  HiERO,  yet  he  soared  unshackled  into  the  aerial  regions 
with-  undiminished  buoyancy,  fixing  on  the  effulgent  source 
of  poetic  inspiration  an  eagle  gaze  that  never  faltered.  Old 
John  Milton  was  "  Latin  secretary'*  to  the  copper-nosed 
usurper  at  Whitehall,  yet  what  spirit  like  his  could 

"  Tempt,  with  wandering  feet, 
The  dark,  unfathomed,  infinite  abyps ; 
And  through  the  palpable  obscure  find  out 
His  uncouth  way  r  or  waft  his  airy  flight, 
Upborne  on  indefatigable  wings  ? 

Tasso  had  an  epistolary  engagement  in  the  household  of 
Tlste,  at  Ferrara ;  Vida  did  the  duties  of  a  Soman  canoni- 
cate,  and  held  a  Tusculan  prebend  at  the  hands  of  Leo  X. 
Racine  occupied  the  post  of  "  historiographer "  to  the 
Grand  Monarque ;  Addison  and  Prior,  Chateaubriand  and 
Petrarch,  have  been  each  in  his  day  members  of  the  "  corps 
diplomatique"  without  suffering  any  detriment  in  their  ima- 
ginations and  poetic  faculties.  But  of  all  the  official  minis- 
trations which  have  brought  literary  men  in  contact  with 
courts  and  sovereigns,  no  two  more  similar  positions  could  be 
instanced  than  those  relatively  occupied  by  Voltaire  at  Pots- 
dam, and  (had  he  chosen  to  accept)  by  Horace  in  the  palace 
of  Augustus.  It  is  true,  that  the  wittv  French  infidel  occa- 
sionally complained  of  being  compelled  to  revise  and  retouch 
the  poetic  effusions  of  Frederick — "  Je  lace  le  linge  idle  ds 
$a  majesti  ;''  and  it  would  appear  that  the  Soman  emperor 
had  a  similar  mania  for  trying  his  hand  at  versification,  as 
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several  hexameter  fragments  still  extant  seem  to  indicate  : 
hence  no  doubt  he  intended  to  avail  himself  of  our  poet's  fa- 
cility and  good  nature  to  introduce  certain  metrical  graces 
into  the  dull  routine  of  imperial  correspondence.  Certain 
it  is,  that  (snuff,  brandy,  obscene  jokes,  and  blasphemy, 
apart)  the  petits  soupers  of  Potsdam  might  be  not  inaptly 
compared  to  the  nodes  eomteque  deUm  enacted  of  old  on 
Mount  Palatine. 

But  I  do  not  believe  that  the  repugnance  of  Horace  to 
the  proposed  arrangement  had  its  ongin  in  any  fear  of  stul- 
tifying his  inventive  powers,  or  dimming  his  poetic  percep- 
tioDB  in  the  apprehended  drudgery  of  an  amanuensis.  Nei- 
ther, as  I  saia  oefore,  do  I  concur  in  the  supposition  that 
downright  indolence — arrant  sloth — kept  him  in  such  habi- 
tual thraldom  that  he  could  not  muster  energy  sufficient  for 
undertaking  the  functions  of  secretary.  To  vindicate  him 
from  the  charge  of  yielding  to  imbecile  lethargy,  of  suc- 
cumbing in  utter  incapability  of  all  strenuous  effort,  need  I 
recall  the  historical  fact  of  his  having  been  selected  to  take 
command  of  a  regiment  in  perilous  times,  days  of  iron 
exertion  P 

"  Cdm  tnihiparerei  legio  Romana  tribuno," 

Sat.  i.  6. 

Need  I  instance  the  further  proof  of  his  business  habits  and 
worldly  capacity,  afforded  us  by  the  well-authenticated  cir- 
cumstance of  bis  having  held,  and  duly  discharged,  the 
important  office  of  commissioner  of  the  public  revenue 
{scriha  quastoriu8)y  somewhat  equivalent  to  tne  attributions 
which,  in  a  subsequent  age,  were  deemed  the  fittest  to  occupy 
the  abilities  of  Kobebt  Bubns,  "poet  and  exciseman** — (not 
to  speak  of  one  Wordsworth,  distributor  of  stamps  in  Cum- 
berland) ?  Need  I  observe,  in  corroboration  of  nil  the  other 
evidences  which  prove  his  willingness  to  work,  that  he  at 
one  time  of  his  life  went  through  the  most  wearisome  and 
laborious  of  all  the  hard  tasks  to  which  flesh  is  heir — the 
crpwning  drudgery  of  all  human  toils — that  of  earning  his 
bread  by  scribblemcnt  and  versemongery  ? 

"  Faupcrtas  impidit  audax    / 
Ut  versus  facercm." 

The  go^'Sy  when  they  hate  a  man  with  uncommon  abhorrence. 
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are  said  to  drive  bim  to  the  profession  of  schoolmaster :  but 
a  pedagogue  may  "  go  further"  into  the  depths  of  misery, 
and  "fare  worse,"  should  he  be  tempted  to  worry  his  brains 
(rov  vouv)  in  gathering  intellectual  samphire — 

«  Dreadful  trade !" 

This  is  the  true  reading  of  a  fragmentary  passage  from  Eu- 
ripides, which  is  often  misquoted : 

Orav  d€  Aatfitav  avSpi  )rpo<rvvi|  icaca 
Tov  vow  i€\a^i  Trputrov, 

Jncertm  Tray,,  pubU  by  Babkes. 

What  our  poet  endured  in  passing  through  that  expiatory 
stage  of  his  cnequered  existence  we  can  only  conjecture,  as 
he  barely  alludes  to  it.  He  had  long  since  arrived  at  the 
enjoyment  of  a  moderate  competence,  and  if  he  still  courted 
the  Muses  and  indulged  "  in  numbers,"  it  was  (like  Pope) 

**  Because  the  numbers  came." 

Having  thus  fully  acquitted  Horace  of  a  propensity  to 
idleness,  it  is  time  to  state  my  own  view  of  the  cause  which 
operated  in  producing  the  rejection  of  so  tempting  an  oflfer 
as  that  conveyed  by  letter  to  the  poet,  "  from  the  highest 
quarter,"  through  the  instrumentality  of  Maecenas.  Fully 
to  understand  the  delicacy  of  mind  and  the  sensitive  feelings 
of  honour  he  evinced  on  this  occasion,  it  is  perhaps  expe- 
dient to  I'ecapitulate  anterior  occurrences. 

Horace,  by  the  mere  circumstance  of  birth,  could  scarcely 
claim  admittance  into  what  we  call  the  middle  class  of  so- 
ciety.* His  father  was  a  freedman  of  Pompey's  house, 
and,  on  his  emancipation  from  service  in  that  distinguished 
family,  had  set  himself  up  in  trade  as  a  crier,  or  collector,  at 
public  auctions :  a  social  position,  need  I  add,  far  from 
equalling  the  splendid  rank  neld  in  modem  times  by  George 
Bobins  of  Covent  Gurden.  He  was,  however,  an  old  man 
of  considerable  sagacity ;  and  to  him,  much  pondering  on 
the  unsettled  state  of  the  political  horizon,  there  appeared 
no  reason  why  he  should  not  look  out  for  the  chances  of 

*  He  was  not  ashamed  to  own  it : 

**  ^0  pauperum  ionyuit  parenium" — Ode  ii^  20^  G. 


THE   SONGS   or   HORACE.  445 

raising  up  his  dynasty  in  the  midst  of  the  coming  confusion. 
Wherefore  to  the  education  of  his  only  son,  Flaccus— rather 
a  smart  boy  for  his  age — he  devoted  all  his  earnings  and 
energies,  so  as  to  fit  him  for  the  very  highest  functions  of 
the  state,  should  fortune  turn  favourable.  He  accordingly 
sent  him  to  the  tip-top  school  of  the  day— the  Eton  or  Har- 
row of  Home,  kept  by  one  Orbilius  "  for  a  select  number  of 
the  young  nobility  and  gentry."  Nor  has  Horace  omitted 
gratefully  to  record  the  pains  and  trouble  which  the  worth 


e  wortnv 
;  though 


Erincipal  of  this  academy  bestowed  on  his  studies , 
e  jocosely  applies  to  him  now  and  then  the  endearing  epi- 
thet of  '*  o/o^ojus,"  and  is  supposed  by  the  German  philolo- 
gist, Wolff,  to  have  drawn  his  portrait  in  the  well-known 
Iiues  about  Death  : 

**  Nee  parcit  imbellis  juventa) 

Foplitdbus,  (imidove  tergo^ — ^Lib.  iii.  ode  il. 

Having  exhausted,  at  the  age  of  twenty,  all  the  stock  of 
information  possessed  by  Orbilius,  his  excellent  father,  be- 
grudging no  expense,  and  securely  calculating  on  a  full  re- 
turn for  the  capital  invested  in  so  hopeful  a  son,  now  sent 
him  to  Athens,  where  Philosophy  still  sauntered  in  the 
shady  walks  of  Academus,  and  W  isdoni  yet  held  forth  from 
the  porch  of  Zeno.  Here  was  congregated  all  the  young 
blood  of  Home ;  the  promising  scions  of  every  noble  house 
were  allowed  to  grow  up  in  the  genial  sunshine  of  Greece : 
Athens  was  the  fashionable  university.  The  youthful  ac- 
quaintances formed  here  by  Horace  were,  naturally  enough, 
selected  from  the  partisans  and  supporters  of  Pompey  ;  such 
as  young  Plancus,  Messala,  Varus,  Bibulus,  Cicero  (son  of 
the  orator),  and  all  that  set.  What  a  delightful  and  interest- 
ing picture  it  wen;  to  contemplate  the  development,  in  these 
araent  breasts,  of  genius,  passion,  patriotism,  and  all  the 
workings  of  the  lioinan  soul ;  to  note  the  aspirings  of  each 
gallant  spirit ;  to  watch  the  kindling  of  each  generous  emo- 
tion, fanned  into  a  blaze  by  the  recollections  of  Grecian 
renown  and  tho  memorials  ol  bygone  glory !  Nor  were  it  a 
less  curious  study  to  observe  the  contrast  of  Eoman  and 
Athenian  maimers  in  this  refined  and  intellectual  city,  at 
once  frivolous  and  profound,  servile  and  enthusiastic ;  the 
parent  of  Pericles,  Pnidias,  and  Phocion,  yet  nursing  nume- 
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rous  and  genuine  specimens  of  the  sycophant  and  the  so- 
phist, to  all  appearance  equaUj  indigenous  in  the  soil  with 
the  hero  and  the  sage. 

Dwelling  with  fondness  on  this  young  colony  of  noble 
students,  imagination  reyels  in  the  yision  of  their  jojous  and 
animated  intercourse ;  fancy  follows  them  through  their  pur- 
suits of  science  or  of  pleasure,  their  reveries  of  Stoic  or 
Epicurean  philosophy — (for  Paul  had  not  yet  astounded  the 
Areopagus  with  the  announcement  of  Bevelation) — calm 
dreams,  not  unmixed  with  speculations  on  the  symptoms  of 
important  change,  already  but  too  manifest  in  the  political 
system  of  the  mother-country.  Of  a  sudden,  the  news  of 
CsBsar's  murder  in  the  senate-house  burst  on  the  quiet  lei- 
sure of  these  pleasant  hours ;  and,  ^  add  to  the  excitement, 
the  arrival  at  Athens  of  Bbutus  himself,  fresh  glowing  from 
the  deed  of  antique  stoicism,  communicated  an  irresistible 
impulse  to  the  cause,  and  sent  an  electric  shock  through  the 
veins  of  each  young  Pompeian.  Loud  was  the  acclaim,  and 
warm  the  welcome,  with  which  Horace  and  his  circle  hailed 
the  asserter  of  the  rights  and  privileges  of  the  Homan  aris- 
tocracy :  for  this,  en  passant,  is  the  true  light  in  which  the 
hero  of  the  ides  of  March  should  be  considered  by  those 
who  wish  to  understand  the  actuating  motives  and  political 
views  of  that  period.  An  army  was  to  be  organised  in  all 
haste ;  and  high  must  have  been  the  opinion  of  our  poet's 
personal  intrepidity  and  skill,  when  Brutus  did  not  hesitate 
to  place  him  at  once  at  the  head  of  a  beoimekt  :  the  post 
of  "military  tribune"  being  equivalent  to  the  functions  of 
colonel  in  our  modern  army-lists. 

Here,  then,  we  have  the  pupil  of  the  "  polu-flog-boyo" 
Orbilius,  gallantly  accoutred,  unflinchingly  erect  in  the  van 
of  a  LEGION,  forming  one  of  the  "  stan"  in  an  army  of 
100,000  men,  who  were  soon  to  meet  an  equal  number  on 
the  disastrous  plains  of  PhilippL  It  was  the  last  effort  of 
the  expiring  constitution ;  the  last  bold  stand  made  by  the 
confederated  nobility,  the  Cavaliers  of  Eome,  against  the 
odious  idol  of  Democracy  embodied  in  the  Triumvirate. 
Several  years  subsequently,  in  a  drinking-song  alluding  to 
this  battle,  he  charges  himself  with  the  basest  cowardice ; 
describing  his  conduct  as  that  of  a  runaway,  who  flung 
knapsack,  belt,  and  buckler  to  be  foremost  in  the  flight 
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when  sauve  qui  peut  was  the  cry.  But  we  may  safely  look 
on  the  avowal  as  merely  one  of  mock  modesty,  meant  to  be 
taken  cum  grano  sails ;  especially  as  the  bacchanalian  song 
in  question  was  addressea  to  one  of  the  young  Pompeys 
(Pomp,  Grasph,)f  before  whom  he  would  be  loath  to  stultify 
or  stigmatise  himself  by  such  a  statement,  if  intended  to  bo 
taken  literally.  We  may  confidently  assert,  in  the  absence 
of  every  other  testimony  but  his  own,  that  he  behaved  with 
proper  courage  on  the  occasion ;  and  for  this  reason,  viz.  no 
one  likes  to  joke  on  matters  in  which  he  is  conscious  of  defi- 
ciency. Joe  Hume,  for  instance,  never  ventures  a  witticism 
on  the  Greek  loan. 

The  results  of  the  campaign  are  well  known.  Bbvtus 
made  away  with  himself  with  stoic  consistency ;  but  a  num- 
ber of  his  lieutenants — Bibulus,  his  brother-in-law,  Mes- 
8ALA,  Plancus,  and  many  others,  with  14,000  of  the  troops, 
capitulated,  and  made  their  submission  to  the  triumvirs.  A 
few  years  after,  Messala  fought  at  Actium,  under  the  banner 
of  Octavius,  and  is  reported  to  have  exclaimed  in  the  hearing 
of  Antony's  antagonist,  "  It  is  ever  my  destiny  to  bear  arms 
Mi  the  side  on  which  justice  and  honour  are  arrayed"  A  saying 
equally  indicative  of  Messala's  free-spoken  intrepidity,  and 
the  tolerating  high-mindedness  of  the  emperor  who  could 
listen  without  chiding  or  displeasure. 

Horace  followed  the  example  of  those  whom  he  had  known 
at  Athens  in  the  intimacy  oi  earl^  youth,  when  attachments 
are  strongest,  and  the  ties  of  indissoluble  friendship  arc 
most  effectually  formed.  But  in  this  tacit  adhesion  to 
the  new  order  of  things,  old  feelings  and  loug-cherished  opi- 
nions were  not  readily  got  rid  of.  The  Jacobites  could  not 
yet  divest  themselves  of  a  secret  antipathy  to  the  house  of 
Hanover.  There  still  existed,  among  most  of  them,  a  sort 
of  sulky  reluctance  to  fraternise  witli  the  government,  or 
accept  its  favour,  or  incur  any  obligation  irreconcilable  with 
the  proud  susceptibility  of  patrician  independence. 

It  becomes  obvious,  from  this  brief  expos^,  that  for  Horace 
to  accept  a  situation  in  the  household  of  Augustus,  woulil 
be  tantamount  on  his  part  to  a  complete  apostacy  from  all 
his  old  familiar  friendship,  and  a  formal  renunciation  of  all 
acquaintanceship  among  the  numerous  surviving  partisans 
of  rompey.    Every  one  who  recollects  the  abuse  poured  out 
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on  Burke  (in  his  capacity  of  government-pensioner),  from 
the  foul  organs  of  Holland  House,  will  understand  the  an- 
noyance to  which  oui:  poet  would  have  subjected  himself^ 
had  he  yielded  to  the  proposal  of  the  emperor.  Besides,  he 
possessed  a  becoming  share  of  national  pride ;  and  was  un- 
willing to  barter  the  free  sentiments  of  his  mind,  and  their 
honest  expression,  for  emoluments  and  functions  which 
would  rive  to  any  support  his  writings  might  afford  the 
established  dynasty  a  semblance  of  venality,  stamping  him 
as  a  mere  mercenary  character.  The  friendship  of  Maecenas 
had  procured  for  him  the  restoration  of  some  confiscated 
property  which  his  father  had  acquired,  but  which  had  be- 
come forfeited  by  the  part  he  had  taken  in  the  civil  war : 
this  was  the  ^*  Sabine  mrm.''  Presents  and  valuable  bene- 
factions had  flowed  on  him  from  the  same  munificent  source, 
but  perfect  equality  and  reciprocal  esteem  were  the  terms 
on  which  the  patron  and  poet  lived  towards  each  other. 
No  wonder,  then,  that  the  letter  of  Augustus  failed  to  se- 
duce him  from  the  table  of  Maecenas,  on  the  Esquiline  Hill, 
to  a  secretary's  duties,  and  accompanying  golden  shackles, 
on  Mount  Palatine. 

Such  is  the  simple  explanation  of  an  otherwise  very  ex- 
traordinary passage  in  the  life  of  Horace.  Viewed  in  this 
light,  his  reluctance  would  appear  perfectly  justifiable,  and 
would  seem  to  evince  sound  judgment,  as  well  as  a  delicate 
sense  of  honour.  I  happen  to  have  some  very  particular 
reasons,  which  it  is  unnecessary  to  specify,  for  dwelling  on 
the  conduct  here  described ;  and  having,  I  trust,  put  the 
matter  in  its  proper  light,  I  now  return  to  my  hermeneuticV 
labours. 

We  are  informed  by  Strabo  (lib.  xvi.),  that  in  the  year 
730  U.C.,  the  emperor  decided  on  sending  out  an  army,  un- 
der the  command  of  Gallus,  to  conquer  Arabia  Felix,  the 
"  land  of  Hub."  This  country,  by  all  accounts,  sacred  and 
l)rofane  (see  Isaiah,  cap.  Ix.,  et  passim),  seems  to  have  been 
celebrated  for  its  treasure  and  renowned  for  its  luxury, 
tliough  very  little  traces  remained  a  few  centuries  afler  of 
either  riches  or  cixdlization :  at  the  present  day  it  is  literally 
"as  poor  as  Job."  Such,  however,  were  the  ideas  enter- 
tained at  Eome  of  this  El  Dorado  of  the  East,  that  thousands 
enrolled  themselves  under  the  standard  of  Gallus,  in  the 
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hopes  of  making  a  rapid  fortune  from  the  spoils  of  the 
Arabs.  The  expedition  proved  a  wretched  failure.  One 
Icoiirs,  however,  was  among  the  deluded  speculators,  who 
joined  it  through  sheer  eagerness  for  pillage :  he  sold  a 
capital  law-library,  to  purchase  an  outfit  and  a  commission 
in  the  newly-raised  regiments.  His  abandonment  of  profes- 
sional pursuits  for  a  military  engagement  was  the  laughter 
of  all  Kome,  and  Horace  heartily  enjoyed  the  general  merri- 
ment. Such  was  the  occasion  which  provoked  the  following 
witty  and  polished  remonstrance,  addressed  to  the  warlike 
lawyer: 

OdB  XXIX. — THE   SAGE  TT7BKED   80LDIEB. 

AiB — *'  One  bumper  at  parting.'* 

AD  looiinr. 


The  trophies  of  war,  and  the  plunder, 

Hare  firod  a  pliilosopber'a  breast — 
So,  Icciua,  jou  march  (mid  tlie  wonder 

Of  all)  for  Arabia  the  blest. 
Full  sure,  when  'tis  told  to  the  Persian, 

That  you  have  abandoned  your  home, 
He*ll  feel  the  full  force  of  coercion, 

And  strike  to  the  banners  of  Bome ! 

What  chief  shall  you  ranquish  and  fetter  ? 

What  captive  shall  call  you  her  lord  ? 
How  soon  may  the  maiden  forget  her 

BetrothM,  hewn  down  by  your  sword  ? 
What  stripling  has  fancy  appointed, 

From  all  that  their  palaces  hold, 
To  senre  you  with  ringlets  anointed, 

And  hand  you  the  goblet  of  gold  ? 

His  arts  to  your  pastime  contribute, 

His  foreign  accomplishments  show, 
And,  taught  by  his  parent,  exhibit 

His  dexterous  use  of  the  bow. — 
Who  doubts  that  the  Tiber,  in  choler, 

May,  bunting  all  barriers  and  bars, 
Flow  back  to  its  source,  when  a  scholar 

Deserts  to  tlie  standard  of  Mars  ? 

When  you,  the  reeeryed  and  the  prudent, 
Whom  Socrates  hoped  to  engage, 

Can  merge  in  the  solaier  the  student, 
And  mar  thus  an  embryo  sage— 


Icci,  beatis  nunc 
Arabum  inyides 
Ghiiis,  et  aorem 
Militiam  paras 
Non  ante  diyictis 
SabsBiB 
Hegibus,  hor- 
ribilique  Medo 

Nectis  catenas. 
Q.U0  tibi  yirginum, 
Sponso  necato, 
Barbara  seryiet  ? 
Puer  quis  ex  auUL 
Capillis 
Ad  cyathum 
Statuetur  unctis, 

Doctuo  sagittaa 
Tendcre  Sericas 
Arcu  patemo  ? 
Quis  neget  arduis 
Pronos  relabi 
Posse  rivos 
Montibus,  et 
Tiberim  riyerti, 

Quum  tu  coemptos 
Undique  nobiles 
LibroR  Paiiffti, 
Socraticam  et  domum 

O  O 
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Bid  tho  Tisions  of  science  to  vanish,  Mutare  loridB 
And  barter  yon  erudite  hoard  Iberis, 

Of  volumes  from  Chreecc  for  a  Spanish  PoUicitus 

CuirasB,  and  the  pen  for  a  sword  ?  Meliora,  tendis  ? 

The  "  Spanish^*  cuirass  would  seem  to  indicate  that  the 
peninsula  was,  so  far  back  as  the  Augustan  age,  renowned 
for  its  iron  manufactures.  The  blades  of  Toledo  kept  up, 
during  the  middle  ages,  the  credit  of  Spain  for  industry  axid 
skill  in  this  department.  Likewise,  in  the  craft  of  thoemak' 
ing,  the  town  of  Cordova  shone  pre-eminent :  nor  did  tiie 
hero  of  that  ilk,  Gonsalve  de  Cordoue,  confer  on  it  greater 
celebrity  than  its  leathern  glories;  as  the  English  word 
cordwainer,  and  the  French  term,  cordonnier,  still  testify. 
In  an  old  MS.  of  the  King's  Library,  Paris  (marked  Q.),  a 
monkish  scholiast  has  made  a  marginal  observation  on  this 
ode  to  Iccius,  which  is  highly  characteristic  of  cloister  cri- 
ticism : — '*  Horaiius  reprehetidit  quemdam  qui  sua  clericaxia 
OFFICIA  mutat  pro  militaribus  artnis ;" — a  clerk  who  could  sell 
his  **  office-book,"  or  breviary ,  for  a  suit  of  armoiir,  was  as- 
suredly a  fit  subject  for  the  poet's  animadversion.  It  is  to 
be  regretted  that  the  same  worthy  commentator  did  not 
continue  his  glossary  throughout ;  as,  for  instance,  what 
might  he  not  discover  in  the  next  morceau  ? 

Ode  XXX. — the  dedicatioit  of  gltceba's  chapel. 

AiB— "  The  Boyne  water." 

AS  VSKEEEIL 

O  Venua !  Queen  of  Cyprus  isle,  O  Venus !  Kcgina 

Of  Paphos  and  of  Giuidus,  Gkiidi,  Paphique 

Hie  from  thy  farourite  haunts  awhile,  Speme  dilectam 

And  make  abode  amid  us ;  Cypron,  et  vocantis 

Glycera's  altar  for  thee  smokes,  lliure  te  multo 

With  frankincense  sweet'smcUing —  Glycenn 

Thee,  while  the  charming  maid  invokes,  Decoram 

Hie  to  her  lovely  dwelling !  Transfer  in  a)deni. 

Let  yon  bright  Boy,  whose  hand  hath  grasped       Fervidus  tecum 

Lovers  blazing  torch,  precede  thee,  Puer,  ot  solutis 

While  gliding  on,  with  zone  unclasped,  Oratiss  zonis 

The  sister  G-races  lead  thee  :  Properentque 
Nor  be  thy  Nymph-attendants  missed  :  Nympiue, 

Nor  can  it  nann  thy  court,  if  Et  parum  comis 

Hebe  the  youthful  swell  th^  list,  Sine  te  Javentas, 

With  Mercury  the  sportive.  Morcuriusque. 
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Honest  Daoier  says,  in  his  own  dry  way  :  *'  On  ne  doit  pas 
9*4tonner  qu*  Horace  mette  Mercure  h  la  sidle  de  Vhus ;  cela 
9*expUque  aisemert  /" 

Augustus,  in  the  year  u.c.  726,  according  to  Dion  (53. 1.), 

'  built  a  temple  to  Apollo  on  Mount  Palatine,  to  which  he 
annexed  a  splendid  lihrary,  much  spoken  of  under  subse- 
quent emperors.    The  ceremony  of  its  consecration  appears 

f  to  have  called  forth  as  many  "  addresses**  as  the  re-opening 
of  Dmry  Lane  Theatre,  in  the  heyday  of  Horace  Smith : 
one  only  has  been  preserved  to  posterity.  Here  is  the  Eo- 
man  laureate's  effusion,  replete  with  dignified  and  philo> 
Bophic  sentiments,  expressea  in  the  noblest  language : 

Ode  XXXI. — the  dedicatiok  of  apollo's  temple. 

AITKO  AB  U.C.  726. 

AiB — "  Lesbia  hath  a  beaming  eye." 


AD  AFOLLnfXK. 

When  the  bard  in  worship,  low 

Bends  before  his  liege  Apollo, 
While  the  red  libations  flow 

From  the  goblet's  golden  hollow, 
Can  jc  guess  his  orison  ? 

Can  it  be  for  **  grain"  he  asketh— 
McUow  grain,  that  in  the  sun 

O'er  Sardinia's  bosom  baskcth  ? 

Ko,  no  !     The  fattest  herd  of  kino 

That  o'er  Calftbrian  pasture  ranges — 
The  wealth  of  India's  richest  mine — 

The  iTorv  of  the  distant  Qnngos  ? 
No — these  be  not  the  poet's  dream — 

Nor  acres  broad  to  roam  at  large  in, 
Where  laiy  Liris,  silent  stream, 

Slow  undermines  the  meadow's  margin. 

The  landlord  of  a  wide  domain 

May  gather  his  Campanian  vintage, 
The  venturous  trader  count  his  gain — 

I  covet  not  his  rich  per  centago ; 
When  for  the  men'liandise  ho  sold 

He  gets  the  balance  ho  relied  on, 
Pleased  let  him  tount,  in  cups  of  gold, 

"  Free  intercourse  with  Tvre  and  Sidon !" 


Quid  dedicatam 
Poscit  ApoUinem 
Vates?    Quidorat, 
De  patera  novum 
Fundes  liouorem  ? 
Non  opimc 
Sarainias 
Segetes  feracis, 

Non  spstuosas 
Grata  Calabriie 
Armenta,  non  aurum 
Aut  ebur  Indicum, 
Non  rura,  qua 
Liris  quieti 

Mordet  aqufi, 
Tncitumus  amnis. 

Premant  Calenam 
Falce,  quibus  dedit 
Fort  una,  vitem ; 
Dives  et  aurois 
Mcrcator  ex- 
siccet  culullis 
Vina  SjrA 
Il^'pv'imta  mcpcc. 

oo2 
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Each  jear  npon  the  waterj  waste,  Dis  earns  ipsis ; 

Let  him  proToke  the  fierce  Atlantic  Qiiippe  ter  et  quater 
Four  separate  times — ...  I  have  no  taste         Anno  revisens 

For  speculation  so  gigantic.  ^quor  Atlanticum 

The  gods  are  kind,  the  gain  superb ;  Tmpune.     Me 

But,  haplj,  I  can  feast  in  quiet  Pascunt  oliysB, 
On  salad  of  some  homely  herb,  Me  oichorea 

On  frugal  fruit  and  ohve  diet.  Leresque  malve. 

Oh,  let  Latona*s  son  but  please  Frui  paratis 

To  guarantee  me  health's  enjoyment !  £t  valido  mihi. 

The  goods  he  gare — the  faculties  Latoe,  dones ; 

Of  which  he  claims  the  full  employment ;  At,  precor,  integrii 

Let  me  live  on  to  good  old  age,  Omn  mente, 

No  deed  of  shame  my  pillow  haunting.  Nee  turpem  senectam 
Calm  to  the  last,  the  closing  stage  Degere  neo 

Of  life : — nor  let  the  lyre  be  wanting !  Cithar&  carentem. 

The  following  stanzas  would  seem  to  form  a  sort  of  intro- 
ductory flourish,  or  preamble ;  and,  in  the  opinion  of  Father 
Sanadon,  were  intended  as  a  musical  overture  to  the  Carmen 
Saculare,  In  it,  Horace  calls  the  lyre  a  testudo  ;  and  teUs 
us  that  Jupiter  never  dined  without  an  accompaniment  of 
the  kind  :  ^^Dapibus  siipremi  grata  testudo  JovU."  My  friend, 
William  Jerdan,  thinks,  nevertheless,  that  "Jine  lively  turtle** 
is  of  far  greater  acceptance,  on  festal  occasions,  than  a  mere 
empty  tortoise-shell. 

Ode  XXXII. 

LD  LTBAK. 

Poscimur...SiquidTacuisubumbnL  Liberum,  et  Musas,  Yeneremque, 
Lusimus  tecum,  quod  et  hunc  in  an-  et  illi 

num  Semper  hierentem  puerum  canebati 

Yirat  et  plures,  age,  die  Latinum,      Et  Lycam  nigris  oculis,  nigroque 
Barbite,  carmen,  Crine  decoram. 

Lesbio  priraum  modulate  civi ;  O  decus  Phcebi,  et  dapibus  supremi 

Qui,  ferox  bdlo,  tamen  inter  arma,  Grata  testudo  Jovis !  o  labonim 

Sivo  jactatam  religarat  udo  Dulce  lenimen,  mihi  cumque  salvo 
Litoro  nayim,  Bite  yocanti ! 

AK  OCCASIOKAL  PRELUDE  OF  THE  POET  TO  HIS  80K08. 
AiE — "  Dear  harp  of  my  country." 

They  have  called  for  a  lay  that  for  ages  abiding. 

Bids  Echo  its  music  tlirough  years  to  prolong ; 
Then  wake,  Latin  lyre !    Since  my  country  takes  pride  in 

Thy  wild  natiye  harmony,  wake  to  my  song. 
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*Twas  Alcteus,  a  minstrel  of  Qreece,  who  first  married 
The  tones  of  the  voice  to  the  thrill  of  the  chord ; 

O'er  the  waves  of  the  sea  the  loved  symbol  he  carried. 
Nor  relinquished  the  lyre  though  he  wielded  the  sword. 

Gay  Bacchus,  the  Muses,  with  Cupid  he  chanted 

— The  boy  who  accompanies  Venus  the  fair — 
And  he  told  o*er  again  how  for  Lyca  he  panted, 

With  her  bonny  black  eyes  and  hex'  dark  flowing  liau*. 

*Ti»  the  pride  of  Apollo— he  glories  to  rank  it, 

Amid  nis  bright  attributes,  foremost  of  all : 
'Tis  the  solace  of  life !    Even  Jove  to  his  banquet 

Invites  thee ! — O  lyre !  ever  wake  to  my  call. 

I  do  not  admit  the  next  ode  to  be  genuine.  The  elegiac 
poet,  Tibullus,  to  whom  it  is  inBcnbed,  died  very  young 
(twenty-six)  ;  and,  besides,  was  too  great  a  favourite  of  the 
ladies  to  have  such  lines  as  these  addressed  to  him : 


Ode  XXXIII. 

AD  ALBIUM  TIBULLUV. 

Albi,  ne  doleas,  Bo  not  astonished,  dear  Tibullus, 

Plus  nimio  memor  That  fickle  women  jilt  and  gull  us ! 

Immitis  Glvcera»,  Cease  to  write  "  e/fjrtet,"  bemoaning 

Neu  miserabiles  Glycera's  falsehood — idly  groaning 

Decantes  elegos,  That  thou  in  her  esteem  hast  sunk,  or 

Cur  tibi  junior  That  she  prefers  a  roaring  younker. 
LsesA  prcsniteat  fide,  &c.  K.  r.  X. 

I  consequently  dismiss  it  to  its  appropriate  place  amid 
the  Apocrypha. 

It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  though  overlooked  by  most  his- 
torians, that  the  "Eeformation'*  originated  in  a  clap  of 
thunder.  A  German  student  was  so  terrified  by  the  Dolt 
(which  killed  his  comrade)  that  he  turned  monk,  and,  having 
had  originally  no  vocation  for  that  ouiet  craft,  afterwards 
broke  out,  naturally  enough,  into  a  polemical  a^tator.  Ho- 
race was  nearly  converted  by  the  same  electric  process  as 
Luther.    Ex.  gr,  : 
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Ode  XXXIV. — the  poet's  contebsion. 

AD  8EIPSUM. 

I,  wliom  the  Gods  had  found  a  client,  Parous  Deonun 

.Karely  with  pious  rites  compliant,  Cultor  et  infrequens, 

At  Unbelief  disposed  to  nibble,  Insanientis 

And  pleased  with  every  sophist  quib-  Dum  sapientiis 

ble  —  Consultus  erro,  nunc  retrorsiim 

I,  who  had  deemed  great  Jove  a  phantom,  Vela  dare,  atque  iterai*e  cur- 

Now  own  my  errors,  and  secant  *em !  sus 

Have  I  not  lived  of  late  to  witness,  Cogor  relictos. 

Athwart  a  sky  of  passing  brightness,  Namque  Diespiter, 

The  God,  upon  his  car  of  thunder,  Igni  corusco 

Cleave  the  calm  elements  asunder  ?  Nubila  dividens 

And,  through  the  firmament  careering,  Flerumque,perpurumtoiiaiites 

Level  his  bolts  with  aim  unerring  ?  £git     equos,     volucremque 

currum, 

Then    trembled    Earth   with    sadden  Quo  bruta  tellus, 

shiver ;  £t  vaga  flumina. 

Then  quaked  with  fear  each  mount  and  Quo  Styx,  et  inviii 

river ;  Horrida  Tenari 

Stunned  at  the  blow,  Hell  reeled  a  mi-  Sedes,  Atlantesque  finis 

nute,  Concutitur.       Valet    ima 

With  all  the  darksome  caves  within  it ;  sunmiiB 

And  Atlas  seemed  as  he  would  totter 

Beneath  hia  load  of  land  and  water ! 

Tes !  of  a  God  I  hail  the  guidance ;  Mutare,  et  insignom 

The  proud  are  humbled  at  his  bid-  Attenuat  Deua, 

dance ;  Obscura  promens. 

Fortune,  his  handmaid,  now  uplifting  Hinc  apicem  rapax 

Monarchs,  and  now  the  sceptre  shifting,  Fortuna  cum  stridore  aouto 

With  equal  proof  his  power  evinces,  Sustulit,  hio  posuisse  gau- 

Whethenr  she  raise  or  ruin  Princes.  det. 


Here  is  a  specimen  of  the  poet's  more  elevated  manne 
a  sample  of  his  grander  style  of  composition.  He  invokes 
the  smile  of  Fortune  on  two  impending  enterprises  of  the 
emperor:  one  an  expedition  to  Arabia,  composed  of  new 
recruits  (concerning  which,  see  the  first  ode  of^this  decade)  ; 
and,  secondly,  an  excursion  to  Britain.  Napoleon  would 
call  the  first,  "  l*Arm^  de  V Orient;"  and  the  other,  "  PArm^ 
d*  Angleterre"  Both  were  intended  rather  to  divertpublic 
attention  from  politics  than  for  real  conquest.  Horace, 
however,  appears  quite  in  earnest. 
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Ol)K  XXXV. — AN  ADDEE8S  TO  POBTUNI. 


AD  FOBTUNAU. 


Fortune,  who«e  pillared  temple  crowns 
Capo  Antium*8  jutting  cliif, 

'Whose  smiles  confer    suocess,   Trhoso 
frowns 
Can  change  our  triumphs  brief 

To  funerals—for  life  both  lie  at 

Tha  mercy  of  thy  soyereign  fiat. 

Thss,  Qoddess !  in  his  fervent  prayers, 
Fondly  the  frugal  farmer  courts ; 

The  manner,  before  he  dares 

Unmoor  his  bark,  to  thie  resorts — 

That  thy  kind  £EtTOur  may  continue, 

To  bless  his  Toyage  to  Bithynia. 

Bude    Dacia's    clans,   wild    Scythia's 
hordes — 

Abroad — at  home — all  worship  theb! 
And  mothers  of  barbarian  Lords, 

And  purpled  tyrants,  bend  the  knee 
Before  tny  shrine,  O  Maid !  who  scemest 
To  rule  mankind  with  power  supremost. 

Lest  THOTT  their  statue's  pillared  pride 
Dash  to  tlio  dust  witli  scornful  loot-:- 

Lest  Tumult,  bent  on  regicide, 
Their  ancient  d3masty  uproot ; 

When  maddened  crowds,  with  Fiends 
to  lead  'em. 

Wreck  empires  in  the  name  o{  freedom  / 

Tees  stem  Necessity  leads  on. 
Loaded  with  attributes  of  awe ! 

And  grasping,  grim  automaton. 
Bronze  wedges  in  his  iron  claw, 

Prepared  with  sledge  to  driye  the  bolt  in, 

Ana  seal  it  £ut  with  lead  that's  molten. 


Thee  Hope  adores. — In  snow-white  yest. 

Fidelity  (though  seldom  found) 
Clings  to  her  liege,  and  loycs  him  best. 
When  dangers  threat  and  ills  sur- 
round ; 
Prizing  him  poor,  despoiled, imprisoned, 
More  than  with  gold  and  gems  bediz- 
ened. 


O  Diya,  Gratum 
QufB  regis  Antium, 
PrsBsens  yel  imo 
ToUere  de  gradu 
Mortale  corpus,  yel  superboff 
y  ertere  funeribus  triumphosy 

Te  pauper  ambit 
Sollicita  prece 

Buris  oolonuB ; 
Te  dominam  ssquoris, 
Qoicumque  Bithyna  laoessit 
Carpathium  pelagus  oarinA ; 

Te  Dacus  asper, 
Te  profugi  Scythn, 

Urbesque,  gentesqae, 
Et  Latiimi  ferox, 
Begumque  matres  barbaromxn, 
et 
Purpurei  metaunt  tjranni, 

Ii^'urioso 
Ke  pede  proruas 

Stantem  colunmam  i 
Keu  populus  freouens 
Ad  arma  cessantes,  ad  anna 
Concitet,  imperiumquefraa- 
gat. 

Te  semper  anteit 
Sieya  Necessitaa, 
Clayos  trabales 
Et  cuneos  manu 
G^tans  aena,  neo  seyeruf 
Uncus    abest    liquidumque 
plumbum. 

Te  Spes,  et  albo 
Bara  Fides  colit 
Yelata  panno, 
Neo  comitem  abnegat, 
Utcumque  mutata  potontes 
Teste  domes  inimica  linquif. 
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At  vulguB  infidum 
Et  meretrix  retro 
Perjura  cedit ; 
DiiTugiunt  cadis 
Cum  fsce  Biccatis  amici, 
Ferre  jugum  pariter  dolosi. 

Serves  iturum 
Cffisarem  in  ultimos 
Orbis  Britannos, 
Et  juvenum  reoens 
Examen  Eois  timendum 
Partibus,  Oceanoque  rabro. 


Not  BO  tlie  fickle  crowd ! — Not  so 

The  purchased  Beauty,  sure  to  fly 
Where  all  our  boon  companions  go,     ^ 

Soon  as  the  cask  of  joy  runs  dry  : 
Bound  us  the  Spring-  and    Summer 

brought  'em — 
They  leave  iis  at  the  close  of  Autumn ! 

Clje  $ra»er. 

Goddess !  defend,  from  dole  and  harm, 

Ceesar,  who  speeds  to  Britain's  camp! 

And  waft,  of  Kome*s  glad  youth,  the 

swarm 

Safe  to  where  first  Apollo's  lamp 

Shines  in  the  East — the  brave  whose 

fate  is 
To  war  upon  thy  banks,  Euphrates  ! 

Oh !  let  our  country's  tears  expunge 
From  history's  page  those  years  ab- 
horred, 
When  Roman   hands    could  reckless 
plunge, 
Deep  in  a  brother's  heart,  the  sword  i 
When  Guilt  stalked  forth,  with  aspect 

hideous, 
With  every  crime  and  deed  perfidious ; 

When  Sacrilege  and  Frenzy  urged 

To  violate  each  hallowed  fane. — 
Oh !  that  our  falchions  were  reforged, 

And  purified  from  sin  and  shame ; — 
Then— turned  against  th'  Assyrian  foe- 
man — 
Baptised  in  exploits  truly  Boman ! 

The  unaffected  simplicity  of  the  next  song,  and  the  kindly 
warmth  of  affection  it  bespeaks,  are  highly  creditable  to  the 
poet's  heart.  The  "  gentle  Lamia"  has  already  figured  in 
this  series,*  but  nothmg  is  known  of  "  Numida." 


Eheu  I  cicatricum 
Et  sceleris  pudet 

Fratrumque.    Quid  nos 
Dura  refugunus 
iEtas  P   Quid  intactum  ncfasti 
Liquimus?     Unde  niAn^im 
juventus 


Metu  Deorum 
Continuit  ?     Quibui 

Pepercit  aris  ? 
O  utinam  nova 
Incude  defingas  retusum  In 
Massagetas  Arabaaque  fer- 
rum! 


Ode  XXXVI. — a  welcome  to  numida 

XD  FL0TII7H  NtnODAir, 


Bom  frankincense  I  blow  fife 
A  merry  note ! — and  auick  devote 
A  victim  to  the  knife, 


Et  thure  et  fidibus  juvat 
Placare,  et  vituU 
Sanguine  debito 

*  See  last  decade. 
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To  thank  the  guardian  powers 
Who  led  from  Spain — homo  once  again, 
Tliifl  gallant  friend  of  ours. 

Dear  to  us  all ;  yet  one 
Can  fairly  boast — his  friendship  most : 
Oh,  Aim  he  doats  upon ! 

The  gentle  Lamia,  whom, 
Long  used  to  share — each  schooldaycare, 
He  loved  in  boyhood's  bloom. 

One  day  on  both  conferred 
The  garb  of  men — this  duy,  again, 
Let  a  **  white  chalk**  record. 

Then  send  the  wine-jar  round, 
And  blithely  keep — the  **  Sahan'*  step 
With  many  a  mirthful  boimd. 


Custodes  NumidiB  Decs, 
Qiii  nunc,  Hesperi^ 
Sospes  ab  ultim^ 

Carb  multa  sodalibus, 
Kulli  plura  tamon 
Dividit  oscula, 

Quam  dulci  Lamis,  memor 
Acte  non  aho 
Bege  puertisD, 

Mutateequo  simul  togs. 
Cress&  ne  careat 
Pulohra  dies  noU ; 

Neupromptse  modus  amplionr, 
Neu  morem  in  Salium 
Sit  requies  pedum. 


We  now  come  to  a  political  squib  of  loud  ^clat  and  daz- 
zling brilliancy.  How  be  exults  in  the  downfall  of  an  an- 
tinational  confederacy !  How  be  revels  in  the  dastard  An- 
tony's discomfiture !  The  cowardice  and  effeminacy  of  the 
latter  are  not  positively  described,  but  cannot  fail  to  strike 
us  at  once  (as  they  did  the  contemporary  public),  by  the 
forcible  contrast  with  Cleopatra's  intrepidity.  This  ill-fated 
queen  receives  due  honour  from  the  poet,  who  shews  that 
he  can  a{)preciate  a  daring  spirit  even  in  an  enemy.  To  mv 
own  version  I  have  annexed  Victor  Hugo^s  celebrated  French 
translation,  as  sung  at  the  Porte  St.  idartin  with  rapturous 
applause,  in  his  Ct6opatre,  Trag^die,  par  VAuteur  de  Marie 
Tut/of\ 


Oi)E  XXXVII. 


THK  BALLAD. 

Noir.  comrAdea,  drink 
Full  hiimpeni,  undiluted! 

Nnw.  danci^rfi,  link 
Firm  It  And  H,  und  freely  foot  it  I 

Nnir  let  the  priestn, 
MindfUl  of  Nnma'a  ritual, 

Spread  Tictlm-feasta, 
And  keep  the  rites  habitual  I 

*Till  now,  'tvaa  wronfc 
T*  anloek  th'  ancestral  cellar, 

Where  dormaut  long 
Baoohus  rtmained  a  dwellsri 


DEFEAT  OE  CLEOPATBA. 
BALLAD. 


A  JOTFUL 


"AD  SODALEi." 

Nnno  est  bibendum, 
Nunc  p«de  llbero 
PnUanda  tellus, 
Nunc  Saliaribus 
Omare  pulvinar 
Deorum 
Tempus  erat 
Dapibus,  sodales ! 

Antehae  nefka 
Depromere  Ciwnbani 
Cell  us  ariUs, 
Dum  Capltollo 


AIK  DK"XALBnOOK/ 

Oritit$!  htvoM 

Pltin  vtrrt ; 
Dan$on$,  Jntppoma 

JxL  terrf, 
De  Jl«ur$  ormmM, 

Pomrplairt 
Aux  Ihevx,  toui  non 
AuttU,  (frtf.) 

Sort  I  UbretiMtu 

Entrtam 
Baceh»t$t  ^  daiu 

Taeavt 
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Wblle  Egypt's  queen 
Votred  to  erase  (fond  woman !) 

Rome's  walls,  and  e'en 
The  very  name  of  Roman  1 

Girt  with  a  band 
Of  craven- hearted  minions. 

Her  march  she  planned 
Throtiffh  Caasar's  broad  dominions ! 

With  visions  sweet 
Of  coming  conquest  flattered ; 

When,  lo  t  her  fleet 
Agrlppa  fired  and  scattered  ! 

While  Cesar  left 

Nor  time  nor  spaee  to  rally : 
Of  all  bereft 

— All,  save  a  single  galley- 
Fain  to  escape 

When  fate  and  friends  forsook  her. 
Of  Egypt's  grape 

She  quaffed  the  maddening  llqnor; 

And  turned  her  back 
On  luly's  fair  region  ;— 

When  soars  the  hawk 
So  flies  tlie  timid  pigeon ; 

So  flies  the  hare, 
Pursued  by  Scythia's  hunter. 

O'er  fallows  bare, 
Athwart  the  snows  of  winter. 

The  die  was  east, 
And  chains  she  knew  t*awaither;— 

Queen  to  the  last, 
She  spumed  the  foeman's  fetter; 

Nor  shelter  sought 
In  hidden  harbours  meanly  ;— 

Nor  feared  the  thought 
Of  death— but  met  it  queenly ! 

Untaught  to  bend. 
Calm  'mid  a  tottering  palace— 

'Mid  scenes  that  rend 
Weak  woman's  bosom,  callous — 

Her  arm  could  grasp 
The  writhing  snake  ;  nor  waver. 

While  of  the  asp 
It  drank  the  venomed  slaver ! 

Grim  Death  unawed 
She  hailed  with  secret  rapture, 

Glad  to  defhiud 
Rome's  galleys  of  a  capture  I 

And,  haughty  dame. 
Scorning  to  live,  the  agent 

Of  regal  shame, 
To  grace  a  Roman  pageant  I 


Regina 
Demcntes  ruinas 

Funus  et 
Imperio  parabat, 

Contaminato 
Cum  grege  turplum 
Morbo  vironim, 
Quidlibet  impotens 
Sperare,  fortunA- 
qiie  dulci 
Ebria.    Sed 
Minuit  furorem 

Vix  una  sospes 
Navis  ab  ignibui, 
Mentomquo  lympba* 
tam  Mareotico 

Redegit  in 
Yeros  timores 

Csesar,  ab 
Italia  Tolantem 

Remls  adurgens, 
Accipiter  velut 
Molles  columbas, 
Aut  leporem  citna 

Venator  in 
Campls  nivalis 

Hnmonie, 
Daret  ut  catenis 

Fatale  monstnun; 
Quid  generosius 
Perire  qunrens 
Nee  mnliebriter 
Expavit  ensem. 
Nee  latentes 
Classe  ciU 
Reparavit  oras. 

Ausa  et  Jacentem 
Visere  regiam 
Vultu  sereno, 
Fortis  et  asperas 
Tractare  sorpentei. 
Ut  atrum 
Corpore  com- 
biberet  venenum, 

Deliberat& 
Morte  ferocior; 
Snvis  Libumis 
Scilicet  invidens 
Privata  deduci 
Superbo 
Non  humilis 
Mulier  triumpho. 


Itemguh  deux  aH$  ; 

Qu' Octave 
Contre  Egypt*  est  em 
guerre  ^ftw;) 

D'unvUrama* 

Que  meiu 
SafiotU,  hSUuI 

La  Reine 
Ke  rAvaitpas 

Qu'apmne 
Le  quart  hd 

retteraiL       (Ms.) 

Sa  nef  au  vent 

Se  Uvre; 
Citar  Mpremd 

A  guivre  ;  — 
BU^enfkyant 

S'enipre 
Du  vin  de*  bards  du 
Nik  (MfO 


C(mime  un  vauUnrr 

Deploye 
Son  aile  et  court 

Sapraie, 
Cisar,  cejour 

D*ijoye 
SurVocian 
voguaitf 


ibis,) 


Lots  die  ik  part 

Proserite^ 
Fix'',  un  regard 

TaeUe 
Sur  son  poignard, 

Et  quitti 
Tout  eepoir  d^f- 

duipper.         Us,) 

Voit  mis  d  has 

Son  tr^ne. 
Sans  que  le  eas 

JJitonne  ; 
Sans  que  son  bras 

Frtsonne 
Un  serpent  g 

grimper  I       (bis.) 

Btpar  sa  «ior< 

Ssquive 
D'entrer  an  port 

Captive; 
Ainsile  sort 

Vousprrve 
RomainsI  dTun  beau 
rigal/         {bis,) 


Directions  for  supper  are  appropriately  given  in  the  con- 
cluding ode  of  the  hook :  they  are  short  and  significant.  I 
think  I  may  now  call  for  a  firesh  tumbler  myself.  Molly ! 
bring  me  the  "  materials  /" 
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Ode  XXXVIII. — last  odk  of  book  the  fiest. 

AD  MINISTRUU.      SIBECTIONS  FOB  SUPFEB. 

Slave !  for  my  feast,  in  humble  grot  Persicos  odi,  pucr,  apparatus  ; 

Ijet  Persia's  pomps  be  all  forgot ;  Displicent  nexo)  phil^ra  coro- 
With  twining  garlands  worry  not  ns : 

Thy  weary  fingers,  Mitte  sectari,  rosa  quo  locorum 
Kor  heed  in  what  secluded  spot  Sera  moretur. 

The  last  rose  Imgoi^i. 

liet  but  a  modest  myrtle*wreath,  Simplici  myrto  nihil  allabores 

In  graceful  guise,  our  temples  sheathe —  Sedulus  curee ;  ncc  teministrum 

Nor  thou  nor  I  aught  else  herewith  Pedecet  myrtus,  neque  me  sub 

Can  want,  I'm  tliinking,  arcta 

Cupbearer  thou ; — and  I,  beneath  Yito  bibcntem. 

The  wine-tree  drinking. 


THE  SONGS  OF  HORACE. 

DECADE   THE   FIFTH. 

"  NIL  ADMIRARI  prope  res  est  una  Kumioi 
Soiaque  quo)  possit  facero  ct  servaro  beatum." 

Hob.,  Lib.  /.,  EpUt.  VI, 

^  *  Not  to  admibe  i«  all  the  art  I  know 

To  make  men  happy,  and  to  keep  them  so* — 

Plain  truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  no  flowers  of  speech  t 

So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Cbeech." 

Pope's  Epittle  to  Lord  Man^etd, 

*'  But,  had  none  admired^ 
Would  Pops  have  sung,  or  Hobacb  been  inspired  ? . . . 
Gad  I  I  must  say  I  ne'er  could  see  the  yery 
Great  happintu  of  tliis  'NIL  ABMIBABI.* " 

Bybon,  Jtion,  Canto  F.,  st.  100  &  101. 

If  the  sentiment  sought  to  bo  conveyed  by  the  deepest 
moralist,  as  well  as  the  sweetest  songster  of  Kome,  be  cor- 
rectly given  "  in  the  words  of  Creech^'  we  must  confess  our 
utter  inability  to  comprehend,  and  our  decided  repugnance 
to  adopt  it :  for,  in  the  catalogue  of  pleasurable  sensations 
which  help  to  make  life  endurable,  we  should  place  in  the 


I 
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very  highest  rank  that  delightful  and  exalted  feeling  which  in 
psychology  is  termed  admibatton.  We  hold  the  legitimate 
indulgence  of  that  faculty  to  constitute  a  most  refined 
species  of  intellectual  enjoyment — ^not  the  less  to  be  prized, 
for  that  the  objects  which  call  it  forth  happen  to  be  scarce, 
and  that  opportunities  are  seldom  afforded  of  yielding  up 
the  soul  to  its  delightful  influence.  Other  and  opposite 
emotions  can  b^  felt  at  every  hand's  turn.  Take,  for  ex- 
ample, those  of  PITT  or  contempt.  Fit  objects  of  com- 
passion abound.  LAuaHTEB,  also,  may  be  enjoyed  at  a 
cheap  rate.*  "  Boz  "  wields  (and  long  may  he  nourish  it !) 
an  indefatigable  pen;  Eeeve  is  come  back;  and  our  old 
favourite.  Brougham,  is  busy  bottling  up  a  rich  stock  of 
buffoonery  qucs  max  depromat  among  the  Lords.  But  adici- 
V.  BATiOK  bides  her  time  :  her  visits,  angelic  fashion,  are  few 
and  far  between.  Yet  is  her  presence  ever  sure  to  be  felt 
while  calm  philosophy,  pellucid  reason,  and  patriot  elo- 
quence, flow  from  the  lips  of  Ltndhubst. 
'  In  literature,  we  are  accused  of  being  over-fastidious ;  for- 
^  asmuch  as,  perhaps,  as  we  value  our  admiration  too  highly 
^  to  lavish  it  on  every  passing  scribbler.  The  North  Amerieam 
Review  is  here  peculiarly  amusing.  In  its  October  number, 
7  just  received,  and  now  lying  in  our  waste-paper  box,  much 
comical  indignation  is  vented  on  Oliveb  YoBKE,for  slighting 
a  poor  creature,  one  "  Willis,"  who  some  time  ago  "  penciUea 
his  way  "  among  us,  and  has  been  since  forgotten.  All  we  can 
remember  about  the  man  was  his  publishing  what  he  called 
a  poem,  "  edited  "  by  "  Barry  Cornwall,"  a  fictitious  name, 
under  which  one  Proctor,  a  commissioner  of  lunacy  in  our 
.  courts,  thought  it  part  of  his  official  functions  to  usher  him 
into  notice.  We  did  not  advert  to  that  circumstance  at  the 
time,  or  we  should  have  taken  the  hint,  and  adopted  towards 
him,  not  the  severity  of  justly  provoked  criticism,  but  the 
mild  indulgence  suited  to  his  case.  For  we  did  not  require 
the  evidence  of  this  "  reviewer's  "  article,  to  convince  us  that 
rational  rebuke  is  wasted  when  the  mind  of  the  recipient  is 
unsound.  We  are  glad,  however,  of  the  opportunity  af- 
.  forded  us,  by  this  casual  reference  to  American  matters,  for 
placing  en  record  our  unfeigned  and  cordial  admiration  of 

*  Dickens  liad  just  begun  his  Pickwick  Fftpers. 
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Edwin  Fobbest,  whom  night  after  night  we  have  seen  trend  : 
CUP  staffo  after  a  fashion  which  none  but  the  disingenuous 
can  hesitate  to  admire  and  to  applaud. 

It  was  observed  of  Charlemain,  that  greatness  had  so 
mixed  itself  up  with  his  character,  that  it  eventually  com- 
penetrated  his  very  name,  till  magnificence  and  Charles  were 
olended  into  the  sound  of  Cablomaone.  The  sentiment  of 
ADMiBATiON  has  similarly  worked  itself  into  individual  no- 
menclature on  two  occasions :  viz.  in  the  case  of  St.  Gre- 
gory, **  Thaumaturge,^^  and  in  that  of  an  accomplished  cava- 
liep,  who  burst  on  the  close  of  the  sixteenth  century  as  "  the 
admirable  Crichton."  To  the  story  of  that  gallant  scholar 
we  have,  in  another  part  of  our  current  number,  taken  an 
opportunity  of  alluding ;  and  having  therein,  as  we  think, 
fairly  plucked  out  the  heart  of  the  mystery,  we  shall  not 
here  stop  to  notice  a  book  which  will  probably  be  the  i^tya 
4aufMk  ot  the  season. 

But  returning  to  the  "  words  of  Creech,'*  do  they  fairly 
give  the  meaning  of  Horace  ?  We  don't  believe  it.  The 
plain  English  of  the  maxim  is,  "  Let  nothing  take  you  by 
surprise ;"  and  its  practical  effect  would  merely  go  to  pre- 
serve the  equilibrium  of  the  mind  from  any  sudden  or  violent 
upset.  The  translation  of  Creech  affords  one  of  the  many 
instances  in  which  to  be  literal  is  to  misinterpret.  Old  Eoger 
Bacon  attributes  the  subtle  fooleries  of  scholastic  wrangling 
which  arose  iu  his  day  to  the  bad  Latin  versions  of  Aristotle. 
A  Greek  term  was  Latinised  into  one  apparently  synonymous, 
and  the  metaphysical  niceties  of  the  original  vanished  in  the 
process.  Vulyus  studentium  asininat  circ(l  male  tanslata 
are  the  words  in  which  he  of  the  brazen  head  ridicules  con- 
temporary disputation.  The  delicate  subtleties  of  poetical 
diction  are  still  more  evanescent ;  and  of  translations  which 
render  with  mere  verbal  fidelity,  it  may  be  said,  when  they 
appear  side  by  side  with  the  text,  that,  though  Venus  may 
preside  over  the  graceful  onginal,  the  lame  version  hobbles 
with  all  the  clumsiness  of  Vulcan.  Such  was  the  idea  of  a 
French  wit,  on  perusing  Abbe  Pelegrin's  translation  of  our 
poet — 

"  L*on  dcvrait  (soit  dit  cntre  nous) 

A  deux  divinites  ofTrir  les  deux  IIobaces  : 

Lo  Utin  a  Yonus  la  deeso  dcs  graee«, 

£t  le  Iran^oii) ...  ii  son  ^poux.'* — La  Monnaye, 
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In  a  Venetian  folio  edition,  published  bj  the  celebrated 
Denis  Lambinus  (whose  style  of  writing  was  so  tedious,  that 
"  lambiner  "  became  French  for  "  to  loiter"),  tliere  are  some 
complimentary  verses  addressed  to  him,  which  he  has  taken 
care  to  print,  and  which  are  too  good  to  be  forgotten. 
Therein  Horace  is  represented  as  consulting  a  saga,  or  So- 
man gipsy,  concerning  the  future  fate  of  his  works ;  when, 
alludmg  to  the  ophthalmic  affection  under  which  he  is  known 
to  have  laboured,  the  prophetic  hag  maketh  the  vaticination 
following — 

Talia  respondit  mot&  vates  anus  urnA — 
*'  Dura  parens  genuit  te  lippum,  Flacce ;  noverca 
"  Durior  eripiet  mox  etas  lumen  utrumque, 
"  Nee  teipsum  agnosces  nee  cognosceris  ab  ullo. 
"  At  tibi  LAMBiNi  raptum  coUyria  lumen 
"  Inlita  restituent :  clarusque  interprete  tanio 
"  Nee  lippus  nee  ctecua  eris  sed  et  integer  ore." 

Whereupon  Denis  triumphantly  exclaims  that  what  she  fore- 
told has  come  to  pass,  since,  by  the  operation  of  his  com- 
mentaries, such  additional  perspicuity  has  been  shed  over  the 
text,  as  to  have  materially  improved  the  poet's  eyesight — 

"  Yerum  dixit  anus, — ^hjb  sunt  collysia  cbjlRTM  V* 

The  personal  infirmity  thus  alluded  to  had  procured  fOT 
the  Latin  lyrist  a  sobriquet  well-known  among  his  contempo- 
raries, viz.,  "  the  weeping  Flaccus  :"  nor  can  we  refuse  the 
merit  of  ingenuity  to  him  who  could  make  so  unpoetical  an 
idea  the  groundwork  of  so  flattering  a  compliment.  It  is 
singular  enough  that  these  obscure  lines  should  have  sug- 
gested a  celebrated  epigram :  for  when  Lefranc  de  Pompig- 
nan,  in  his  Poesies  Sacries,  versified  the  Lamentations  of 
Jeremiah,  he  received  a  testimonial  exceedingly  analogous 
from  Voltaire — 

Scavez  vous  pourquoi  Jercmie,        Knowye  why  Jeremy,that  holy  man, 

A  tant  pleur^  pendant  sa  vie  ?  Spent  all  his  days  in  lamenta- 

tions bitter? 

C'est  qu*en  propheto  il  prcvoyait^     Prophetic  soul !  ho  knew  that  Pom- 

Qu*un  jour  Lefrano  le  traduirait.  pignan 

One  day  would  bring  him  out  in 
Gallic  metre. 

That  the  labours  of  the  father  may  call  forth  a  similar 
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congratulatory  effusion  is  more  than  we  dare  conjecture  in 
these  critical  times.  Yet  we  trust  that,  notwithstanding 
the  general  depreciation  of  all  sorts  of  scrip,  with  exchequer 
bills  at  such  an  alarming  discount,  Frout  paper  may  bo  still 
negociated. 

OLIVEE  YOEKE. 

Regent  Street,  Nov,  20. 


Watergratshill;  after  Veepert. 
A  FEW  years  previous  to  the  outbreak  of  civil  war  between 
OctaviuB  and  Marc  Antony,  the  poet  Horace  and  a  Greek 
professor  of  elocution  (Heliodorus)  received  an  intimation 
from  MflDcenaa  of  his  wish  to  enjoy  their  company,  on  a  trip 
connected  with  some  diplomatic  mission  (missi  tnagnia  de 
rebus)  to  the  port  of  Benevento.  The  proposal  was  readily 
accepted  by  these  hommes  de  letires,  who  accordingly  started 
from  Eome  toward  the  close  of  autumn,  anno  u.c.  720. 
Their  intelligent  patron  had  appointed  to  meet  them  at 
Akxub,  a  place  better  known  by  its  more  musical  name  of 
TsRBACiNA, — (two  popular  productions  contributing  to  its 
celebrity,  \iz.  Horatii  Opera^  and  the  opera  of /Va  Diavohy) — 
whence,  having  received  an  important  accessionto  their  party, 
by  the  arrival  of  Vieoil  ana  Vabius,  they  proceeded  by 
easy  stages  along  the  whole  line  of  the  Via  Appia^  to  the 
utmost  terminus  of  that  immortal  causeway  on  the  Adriatic. 

Such  excursions  were  frequent  enough  among  the  cockneys 
of  liome ;  and  forming,  as  these  things  did,  part  of  the  ordi- 
nary occurrences  of  common-place  life,  had  intrinsically 
little  to  recommend  them  to  the  poet  or  the  historian,  as 
subjects  for  story  or  for  song.  The  proverbial  diiHculty  of 
raising  up  such  matters  to  the  level  of  elegant  composition — 
proprti  communia  dicere  (Up,  ad  Pison,)  — was  here  pre-emi- 
nent. But  genius  is  perhaps  as  frequently  displayed  in  the 
selection  of  the  objects  on  which  to  exercise  its  faculty,  as 
in  the  working  out  of  its  once  adopted  concept  ions;  and 
mediocrity  would  no  more  have  first  chosen  such  a  theme 
for  its  musings,  than  it  would  have  afterwards  treated  it  iu 
the  manner  it  has  been  executed  by  Horace. 

**  Coii  inproea  mai  dette  nh  in  rima** 
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formed  the  aBpiratioa  of  Ariosto ;  Milton  gloried  i 
pling  with 

"  Things  unattempted  jet  in  prom.'  or  t\ij  rni 

ftnd  both  exhibited  originality,  not  onir  in  th< 
tiled  upon,  but  in  their  method  of  hanaliDg  thi 
Briittduni  waa  without  precedent  in  all  the  range  of  [irevj- 
oubIv  eiisting  literature :  jt  boa  rem&ined  unrivalled  amid 
all  trie  sketches  of  a  similar  kind  which  have  been  c&Ued  lata 
existenee  by  its  felicitous  example. 

There  was,  doubtleea,  nothing  very  new  or  wondrmu  in 
the  practice  of  keeping  a  note-book  while  on  a,  journey,  or 
in  registering  duly  such  tririal  incident  of  roadside  uneri- 
ence.  But  when  tbia  ex-colonel  of  a  legion  at  Piiilippi.  in 
one  of  his  leisure  hours,  at  the  remote  outport  wkitlier  h« 
hud  accompanied  an  illustrious  &iend,  conceived  the  idea  af 
embodying  the  contents  of  bis  pugiliaria  into  tbe  gracefol 
shape  which  they  now  wear  (Lib.  I.,  Sat.  V.),  giving  tbem  ft 
loco!  habitation  and  a  permanency  among  bts  worka,  be  did 
more  than  merely  delight  bis  travelling  compauionB,  immor- 
talise tbe  villages  along  tbe  route,  and  electrify  by  bis  gn- 
phic  touch  the  listless  idlers  of  tbe  capital :  lie  positively 
founded  a  new  skct — he  propounded  the  Kob&»  of  a  nev 
creed— be  estobliahed  tbe  great  school  of  "  porij>ate<tie  " 
writers  ;  furnishing  the  precious  prototype  on  which  tbon- 
sands  of  disciples  would,  in  after  time,  aystematicallv  model 
their  literary  compoBitions.  By  thus  shewing  that  tlie  mere 
personal  occurrences  and  anecdotes  of  a  pleasure-trip  were 
capable  of  being  wrought  into  so  interesting  a  Darratin, 
he  unconsciously  opened  a  new  department  in  the  theory  of 
book-making,  furnished  n  new  Scid  for  the  industry  of  th? 
pen.  There  is  uo  conjecting  how  for  a  simple  liint  may  be 
uuproved  on  in  this  ijuarter.  Hod  not  the  African  entfau- 
staam  of  St.  Augustin  suggested  to  tbat  most  imposaimutd  of 
the  Fathers  the  idea  of  publishing  hit  "  Confessioui,"  the 

Eractico  of  composing  personal  memoirs,  tbe  art  of  auto- 
iograpby.  which  of  lat«  years  has  token  siicli  wide  ext«n- 
MOD,  would,  perhaiia,  have  never  been  attempted.  Poter  Abe- 
lard  would  not  have  mustered  courage  to  enlighten  tho  ""^^ 
ages,  as  he  has  done,  with  a  full  and  true  neeounf^ 
doleful  catastrophe  ("  hiiloria  catamilstum  taarvm  ") 
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later  age  would  not,  in  all  probability,  have  been  favoured 
vrith  the  confessions  of  the  maniac  Kousseau.  May  it  not 
be  similarly  predicated  of  this  famous  Itinerary,  that  had  it 
not  given  the  first  impulse,  the  world  had  wanted  many  an 
idle  "  TouB." 

"  Ehymes  on  the  road,"  "  pencillings  by  the  way,"  "  im- 
pressions," "  diaries,"  "  rambfings,"  "  records,"  "  highways," 
"  byeways,"  are  therefore  but  a  few  of  the  many  emanations 
from  one  common  source:  and,  in  good  sooth,  all  these 
people  should  unite  in  some  testimonial  to  Horace.  But 
gratitude,  I  fear,  is  rarely  manifested  in  cases  of  this  de- 
Bcription.  A  striking  instance  might  be  given.  To  none, 
perhaps,  are  "the  eminent  modem  humourous  writers" 
more  indebted  than  to  the  writings  of  Jot  Miller  ;  yet  that 
author,  up  to  the  present  day,  is  without  a  monument ,  his 
bones  lying,  as  all  the  world  knows,  in  the  churchyard  of 
St.  Clement,  London,  under  the  back  windows  of  Tom 
Wood's  tavern.  'Tis  true  that  a  club  was  established  some 
years  ago,  by  the  exertions  of  the  two  Smiths  (Horace  and 
James),  witn  Hook  and  Hood,  the  members  of  which  dine 
monthly  in  the  back  parlour  aforesaid,  commanding  a  full 
view  of  the  cemetery.  They  fully  agreed  to  levy  a  fine  of 
five  shillings  on  each  detected  perpetrator  of  a  **  Joe,"  de- 
voting the  proceeds  to  the  purchase  of  a  grave-stone.  By 
this  time  a  goodly  mausoleum  might  have  been  built ; 
whereas  old  Molitob  is  yet  without  even  a  modest  tablet  to 
mark  the  spot  of  his  repose.     "Who  is  the  treasurer  ? 

Horace  should  not  be  similarly  defrauded  of  his  claim. 
A  moderate  per  centage  on  the  profits  of  each  professed 
tourist,  with  a  slight  deodaiid  where  the  book  falls  still- 
bom,  might  be  appropriately  devoted  to  erecting  a  terminal 
statue  of  the  poet  in  some  central  part  of  the  "  Bow."  None 
ought  to  plead  exemption  from  this  "justice-rent."  Inglis, 
Basil  Hall,  Quin,  Barrow,  Kitchie,  Puckler  Muskau,  Emmer- 
son  Tt'iinaut,  Professor  Hoppus,  Waterton,  the  wanderer ; 
Nick  Willis,  the  eavesdropper ;  Bae  Wilson,  the  booby : 
all  iBhouItr contribute — except,  perhaps,  Holmau,  the  "blind 
traveller,"  whose  undertaking  was  perfectly  original. 

To  return.  1  have  just  boon  rt^nding  over,  for  perhaps  the 
hundredth  time,  the  witty  Boinau's  gay  and  graceful  itine- 
rary, gathering  from  its  perusal  a  fresh  conviction,  that  it 
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comprises  more  humour,  point,  and  clever  vritiii;;,  within 
the  briot'  ntnge  of  its  one  Imndrcd  lines,  ihim  arc  to  bo  found 
in  B8  many  hundred  octavo  tolumcH  of"  rewnt  mnnufiicturp. 
But  let  that  pau.  The  obvious  beauties  which  dittingnish 
these  enduring  monumenta  of  bygone  genius  nre  uol  the 
passages  which  Btand  most  In  need  of  cuinmentBTy  ;  and  I  nn 
just  uow  about  to  fix  myself  on  a  very  unimportant  expKO- 
EuoD  occurring  in  the  simple  course  of  the  |K>et's  uarrative; 
a  uiost  trivial  fact  iu  itself,  but  partieularly  adapted  lo  my 

E resent  purpose.  Switl:'a  meditations  on  a  broomstick  bar* 
mg  ago  proved  that  the  Lnadnatiou,  like  one  of  Tonirn* 
witches,  will  soar  aloft  on  a  hobby-horse  of  lier  own  si-lecLJOD. 
Of  late,  the  habit  of  indulging  in  revenes  liaa,  I  caufaM, 
grown  on  me  ;  and  I  feel  an  increwting  temdency  to  ntitiK 
iiat«  on  the  veriest  trifles.  This  arises  partly,  Isuppcuie,  fimn 
the  natural  discursiveness  of  memory  in  old  age,  poitljr,  I 
suspect,  from  the  long  familiarity  of  my  mind  with  the  gtrit 
Cornelius  a  Lapide's  elucidations  of  tlje  jirophet  fieekiel. 

The  words  on  which  1  would  jiondei-  thus,  alter  the  moat 
approved  method  of  the  great  flemish  commentator,  on 
contained  in  the  48th  verse,  which  runs  as  follows  iu  nil  the 
known  MSS. : 

-/    "£u«nm  ii  .{Glscinu;  Soimlium  «go  Fiigilinaqnt," 
/  Ltb.  /,.  Sal.  r„  t,  iS, 

My  approved  good  master,  a.  Luiue,  would  hereupon,  aob* 
mitting  each  term  to  the  more  than  chemical  analysis  ofbii 
Bcrutiuy,  first  point  out  to  tlie  ndmiratiou  of  all  fViuctioo- 
ariei  in  the  diplomatic  line,  who  happen  to  be  chargi-d  witll 
a  secret  missiou,  the  sagacious  conduct  of  M^ckx&s.  Tho 
enroy  of  Augustus  is  ftilly  eonscioua,  on  his  arrival  nt  Catta, 
that  his  motions  are  narrowly  watched  by  tlie  quidnuncs  uf 
that  vagabond  town,  and  that  the  prooablo  objpot  of  bb 
journey  is  sure  to  be  discussed  by  every  barber  iu  and  nboat 
the  market-idace,  Hoiv  does  he  act?  While  the  luules  a» 
resting  at  the  ''  cavpu"a,"  (for  it  apucars  the  tttturini'Sytbeai 
of  travelling  is  of  very  old  datciutbe  Italian  peninsula),^ 
diargf  d'afaire*  seeks  out  a  certain  tennis-court,  the  matt 
fitvounte  place  of  public  resort,  and  there  mingles  in  n, 
with  tlie  citizens,  as  if  the  impeuding  destinies  of  ther 
empire  of  the  world  were  not  a  moment  in  bis  coat 
or  did  tut  rather  engrobs  hia  whole  faculties  all 

"     ■ 
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This  anecdote,  I  believe,  has  not  been  noticed  bj  Mr.  Taylor, 
in  his  profound  book  called  the  Statesman,  It  is  at  his  service. 

Leaving  Mcocenas  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  game  of  rackets, 
let  us  return  to  the  Capuan  hostelry,  and  take  cognisance 
of  what  may  be  supposed  to  be  then  and  there  going 
on.  Here,  then,  we  are,  say,  at  the  sign  of  ''  Silenus  and 
the  Jackass,"  in  the  "  Fia  Nolana,**  In  answer  to  our  in- 
quiries, it  will  appear  that  the  author  of  the  Georgica  (the 
JEneid  was  yet  unpublished)  had,  as  usual  with  him  on  the 
slightest  emergencies,  foimd  his  stomach  sadly  out  of  order 
(crndus)  ;  while  his  fellow  traveller,  the  distinguished  lyrist 
of  the  day,  has  sympathetically  complained  of  the  eflect  pro- 
duced on  his  tender  eyelids  (lipptts)  oy  the  clouds  of  inces- 
sant dust  and  the  glare  of  a  noonday  sun.  They  have  both, 
therefore,  previous  to  resuming  their  seats  in  the  clumsy 
veliicles  (rhedai)  which  have  conveyed  them  thus  far,  decided 
on  devoting  the  sultry  meridian  hour  to  the  refreshing  pro- 
cess of  a  quiet  siesta.  The  slave  within  whose  attributions 
this  service  is  comprised  (decurio  cabicularis)  is  quickly  sum- 
moned ;  and  but  few  minutes  have  elapsed  before  the  two 
great  ornaments  of  the  Augustan  age,  the  master  spirits  of 
the  then  intellectual  world,  are  fairly  deposited  in  tneir  re- 
spective cells,  and  consigned  to  the  care  of  tired  nature's 
kind  restorer.  "Whoever  has  explored  the  existing  remains 
of  similar  edifices  in  the  neighbouring  town  of  Pompeii, 
will  probably  form  a  fair  estimate  of  the  scale  of  comfort 
and  style  oi  accommodation  prevalent  at  the  head  inn  of 
Capua.  Entering  by  a  smoky  hall  {atrium),  the  kitchen 
being  on  one  side  and  the  servants*  offices  on  the  other,  your 
traveller  proceeded  towards  the  compluvium,  or  open  quad- 
rangular courtyard ;  on  each  side  of  which,  in  cloister  fashion, 
were  ranged  the  sleeping  apartments,  small  dark  chambers, 
each  some  eight  or  twelve  feet  square,  having,  at  the  height 
of  about  six  feet  from  the  mosaic  ground- floor,  a  scanty 
aperture,  furnished  with  a  linen  blind  ;  a  crockery  lamp,  a 
bronze  tripod  and  basin  (pelvis),  a  mirror  of  the  same  mate- 
rial, forming,  with  a  hard  couch  (strayxda),  the  complete  in- 
ventory of  the  movables  witliin.  A  knight-templar,  or 
Carthusian  monk,  would  feel  quite  at  home  in  your  antique 
hostelry. 

Little  dreamed,  I  ween,  the  attendant  slave,  mayhap  still 
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less  the  enlightened  caupo  himself,  of  the  high  honour  con- 
ferred on  his  establishment  by  an  hour's  occupancy  of  its 
chambers  on  that  occasion.  The  very  tall  gentleman,  with 
an  ungainly  figure  and  slight  stoop  in  the  shoulders,  so  awk- 
ward and  bashful  in  his  address,  and  who  had  complained  of 
such  bad  digestion,  became,  no  doubt,  the  object  of  a  few  not 
over  respectful  remarks  among  the  atrienses  of  the  household. 
Nor  diclthe  short,  fat,  Sancho-Panza-looking  sort  of  person- 
age, forming  in  every  respect  so  complete  a  contrast  to  his 
demure  and  sedate  companion,  fail  to  elicit  some  curious 
comments,  and  some  not  very  complimentary  conjectures, 
as  to  what  might  be  his  relative  position  in  society.  In  what 
particular  capacity  did  they  both  follow  the  train  of  the  rich 
knight,  Maecenas  ?  This  was,  no  doubt,  acutely  and  dili- 
gentlv  canvassed  by  the  gossips  of  the  inn.  One  thing  was 
certain.  In  humour  and  disposition,  as  well  as  in  personal 
appearance,  they  were  the  very  antipodes  of  each  other, — 
a  musing  Heraclitus  yoked  with  a  laughing  Democritus ; 
aptly  illustrative,  the  one  of  il  penseroso,  the  other  of  Palle- 
gro.  Mine  host,  with  the  instinctive  sagacity  of  his  tribe, 
at  once  had  set  down  Horace  as  a  man  familiar  with  the  me- 
tropolis, habituated  to  town  life,  and  in  every  respect  "  fit  to 
travel!"  It  was  equally  clear  that  the  other  individual  be- 
longed to  the  agricultural  interest,  his  manner  savouring  of 
much  residence  in  the  country  ;  being,  in  sooth,  not  merely 
rural,  but  actually  rustic.  In  a  word,  they  were  fair  samples 
of  the  rat  de  ville  and  the  rat  des  champs.  Meantime  the 
unconscious  objects  of  so  much  keen  investigation  "  slept 
on  ;"  and  "  little  they  recked  "  anent  what  was  thus  "  lightly 
spoken "  concerning  them  by  those  who  kept  the  sign  of 
**  Silenus  and  the  Jackass,"  in  the  high  street  at  Capua. 

"  Sormitum  ego  Firgiliuique." 

Do  I  puroose  to  disturb  them  in  their  meridian  slumber  ? 
— Not  L  Yet  may  the  scholar's  fancy  be  allowed  to  pene- 
trate each  darkened  cell,  and  take  a  hurried  and  furtive 
glance  at  the  illustrious  sleepers.  Fancy  may  be  permitted 
to  hover  o'er  each  recumbent  form,  and  contemplate  in  silent 
awe  the  repose  of  genius.  Fancy,  after  the  fashion  of  her 
sister  Psyche,  and  at  the  risk  of  a  similar  penalty,  may  be 
suffered,  on  tiptoe,  and  lamp  in  hand,  to  explore  the  couch 
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of  her  beloved,  to  survey  the  features  and  figure  of  those 
from  whom  she  hath  so  long  derived  such  exquisite  sensations 
of  intellectual  enjoyment. 

Plutarch  delighted  to  bring  two  of  his  heroes  together, 
and  then,  in  a  laboured  paraUel,  illustrate  the  peculiarities 
of  the  one  by  setting  forth  the  distinctive  characteristics  of 
the  other.  This  was  also  done  by  Dr.  Johnson,  in  his  grand 
juxtaposition  of  Dry  den  and  Pope.  But  could  a  more 
tempting  opportunity  ever  occur  to  the  great  Beotian,  or 
the  great  lexicographer,  for  a  display  of  analysis  and  anti- 
thesis, than  the  respective  merits  and  powers  of  the  two 
great  writers  here  entranced  before  us  ? 

The  Capuan  innkeeper  had  gone  more  deeply  into  the 
subject  than  would  be  at  first  imagined,  when  he  classified 
his  guests  under  the  heads  of  "  town"  and  "  country."  The 
most  elaborately  metaphysical  essay  could  not  throw  greater 
light  on  the  relative  idiosyncrasy  of  their  minds. 

Virgil,  from  his  earliest  infancy  up  to  the  period  of  con- 
firmed manhood,  had  not  left  the  banks  of  the  Mincio,  or 
the  plains  of  Lombardy.  It  required  the  confiscation  of 
his  little  farm,  and  the  transfer  of  his  ancestral  acres  to  a 
set  of  quasi  Cromtoellian  intruders  (Octavius  Crosar's  mili- 
tary colonists),  to  bring  him  up  to  Rome  in  quest  of  redress. 
He  was  then  in  liis  30th  year.  Tenderness,  sensibility,  a 
soul  feelingly  alive  to  all  the  sweet  emotions  of  unvitiated 
nature,  are  the  natural  growth  of  such  happy  Beclusion  from 
a  wicked  world.  Majestic  thoughts  are  the  offspring  of  so- 
litude. Plato  meditated  alone  on  the  promontory  of  Sunium : 
Virgil  was  a  Platonist. 

The  boyhood  and  youth  of  Horace  (as  I  think  may  be 
gathered  from  my  last  paper)  were  spent  in  a  totally  dif- 
ferent atmosphere ;  and,  therefore,  no  two  poets  could  be 
nurtured  and  trained  in  schools  of  poetry  more  essentially 
opposite.  The  "  iake  **  academy  is  not  more  different  from 
the  gymnasium  of  the  "  silvpr/ork"  Epicurus  dwelt  among 
the  busy  haunts  of  men :  Horace  was  an  Epicurean. 

The  latter  was  in  every  respect,  as  his  outward  appear- 
ance would  seem  to  indicate,  "  of  the  town,  townly."  Mira- 
beau  used  to  say,  whenever  he  left  Paris,  that,  on  looking 
through  his  carriage-windows  at  the  faces  along  the  road,  he 
could  ascertain  to  a  fraction  how  far  he  was  from  the  capital. 
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TLe  men  wero  liis  mile-atones.  Sren  geniiiB in  tlic  province 
wears  an  aspect  of  aiinplieity.  The  HumanB  were  jicrfectly 
seneible  of  this  difference.  Urbanum  sal  was  a  well-kDonu 
commodity,  as  easily  distinguished  b;  men  of  taetc  in  tbo 
metropolja,  as  the  verbal  provincialisms  which  pc^ri'ddii  Um 
deeodea  of  Livy  were  quickly  detected  by  the  delicate  seusi- 
biiity  of  metropolitan  eora. 

In  society,  Horace  must  have  shewn  to  great  advantage^ 
in  contraBt  with  the  retiring  and  uncotniuunicative  ^Iaktcjui. 
Acute,  brilliant,  satirical,  hia  versatUe  accomplish  men  ta  iw- 
cinated  at  once,  Virgil,  however,  inspired  an  interest  of  n 
diSerent  description,  'rhoughtful  and  resened.  "  the  n{it 
soul  sitting  in  his  eyes  "  gave  intimation  of  a  depth  nt'  iM* 
ing  and  a  comprehensiveness  of  intellect  &r  beyond  the 
range  of  all  contemporarr  minds.  Habitually  sifeut ;  yet 
when  he  spoke,  in  the  solemn  and  eiqtiiaitely  musical  c^ 
dences  peculiar  to  his  poetry,  it  was  as  if  the  "  spirit  of 
Plato"  revealed  itself,  or  the  Sibylline  hooks  were  unfoldud. 

I  can't  understand  that  passage  in  t)>e  tenth  satire  Hib.  i.) 
where  the  Sabine  bumouriat  asserts  that  the  Muses  wtio  pa- 
tronise a  country  life  (paadenlct  nrc  «imini<i),  having  ro- 
dowed  Virgil  with  a  mild  and  lenient  disposition,  a  ddicste 
sweetness  of  stylo,  had  also  bestowed  on  him  a  talent  for  the 
facetiosi  (molle  . ,  algue/aectum).  There  is,  assuredly,  mora 
fun  and  legitimate  dxollery  in  a  page  of  the  said  l^tira** 
than  in  all  the  Eclogues  Mid  Georgics  put  together.  To 
extract  a  laugh  out  of  the  j£aeid,  it  required  tiie  help  of 

SCiBHON. 

Horace  vras  the  delight  of  the  convivial  circle.  The  Ra^M 
of  his  Bacchanalian  minstrelsy  brightened  the  blaze  uf  the 
banquet;  and  his  love-songs  were  the  very  quinteBsencc  of 
Roman  refinement.  Yet  never  did  he  achieve  such  &  triumph 
as  is  recorded  of  his  gifled  friend,  when,  having  caii»«>nt«d 
to  gratify  the  household  of  Augustus  and  the  imperial  circle 
by  reading  a  portion  of  his  majestic  poem,  he  selected  thai 
famous  exposition  of  Plato's  sumbluiieat  tlietirie*,  tha  Gtk 
book  of  his  ^neid.  The  charm  of  his  recitation  gave  addi- 
tioaal  dignity  to  that  high  argument,  so  nohlv  dt^velupi^  is 
harmonious  verse.  But  when  the  intellect  had  feaaled  lu 
fill— when  he  suddenly  "  changed  his  hand,"  and  appealed 
to  the  heart — when  the  glowing  episode  of  the  youttg  Has- 
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cell  us  came  by  surprise  on  tlie  assembled  court,  a  fainting 
empress,  amid  the  mingled  tears  and  applause  of  veteran 
warriors,  confessed  the  sacred  supremacy  of  song. 

The  poetry  of  Horace  is  a  pleasant  thought ;  that  of  Virgil 
a  delightful  dream.  The  first  had  mingled  in  the  world  of 
reality ;  the  latter  dwelt  in  a  fanciful  and  ideal  region,  from 
which  he  rarely  came  down  to  the  vulgarities  of  actual  life. 
The  tranquil  lake  reflects  heaven  in  its  calm  besom :  the 
running  brook  makes  acquaintance  with  the  thousand  objects 
on  its  varied  margin.  Wordsworth,  Southey,  Coleridge, 
Goethe,  Lamartine,  belong  to  the  dreamy  race  of  writers— 
they  are  "  children  of  the  mist " — their  dwelling  is  in  a  land 
of  visions.  Byron,  B^ranger,  Bums,  Scott,  Shakespeare, 
deal  with  men  and  things  as  they  have  found  them,  and  as 
they  really  are.  The  latter  class  will  ever  be  the  most  popu' 
lar.  The  acute  thinker  will  ever  be  preferred  to  the  most 
enchanting  *'  dreamer  of  dreams." 

Tn  the  empire  of  Augustus,  Virgil  saw  the  realisation  of 
ancient  oracles :  he  viewed  as  from  a  distance  the  mighty 
structure  of  Eoman  power,  and  imaged  in  his  JEneid  the  vast 
idea  of  a  heaven-descended  monarchy.  Horace  took  up  his 
lantern  h  la  Diogene^  and  went  about  exploring  the  details  of 
the  social  system,  the  vices,  the  follies,  the  passions  of  Eo- 
man  society.  His  poetry  was  of  a  more  matter-of-fact  na- 
ture :  it  came  home  to  the  bosom  of  his  readers :  it  was  the 
exact  expression  of  contemporary  joys  and  sorrows. 

The  character  of  each  as  a  poet  may  not  be  inappropriately 
sought  for  in  the  well-known  allegory  with  which  the  6th 
book  of  the  ^neid  closes  : 

''  Sunt  gemina  iomni  portai  quaram  altera  fertur 
Cornea  qud  verit  faciiit  datur  exitua  umbritf 
Altera  candenti  ptrfeeta  niiens  elephant o, 
Sed  faUa  ad  ealum  mittunt  imomnia  manes** 

Or  as  Dryden  has  it — 

"  Two  B)iining  gates  the  house  of  sleep  adorn ; 
Of  polished  ivory  thit — that  of  transparent  Lorn,**  &c. 

I  leave  to  my  readers  the  evolving  of  this  complex  idea. 
The  dreamy  visions  of  the  Flatonist  may  be  placed  in  con- 
trast with  the  practical  wit  and  knowledge  of  the  world 
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possessed  by  the  slirewd  disciples  of  Epicurus,  the  ^^faUa 
t«*omma"  with  the  '^  veris  umbris,*'  And  herewith  I  wind 
up  my  parallel. 

I  now  open  the  second  book  of  the  odes,  and  proceed  on 
my  task  of  metrical  exposition. 

Lib.  II.    Ode  I. — to  pollio  ok  his  meditated  histobt. 

AS  0.  ABINITH  FOLLIOKEK. 


The  story  of  our  civil  wan, 

Through  all  the  changes  that  befell  us, 
To  chronicle  thy  pen  prepares, 

Dating  the  record  from  Metellus  ; — 
Of  parties  and  of  chiefs  thj  page 

Will  paint  the  leaeues,  tlie  plans,  the  forces ; 
Follow  them  through  each  varied  stage, 

And  trace  the  warfare  to  its  sources. 

And  thou  wilt  tell  of  swords  still  wet 

With  unatoned-for  blood  ; — historian, 
Bethink  thee  of  thy  risk ! ...  ere  yet 

Of  Clio  thou  awake  the  clarion. 
Think  of  the  tact  which  Rome  requires 

In  one  who  would  such  deeds  unfold  her ; 
Know  that  thy  tread  is  upon  fires 

Which  still  beneath  the  ashes  smoulder. 

Of  Tragedy  the  weeping  Muse 

Awhile  in  thee  may  mourn  a  truant, 
Whom  yamished  fiction  vainly  woos. 

Of  stem  realities  pursuant : 
But  finish  tliy  laborious  task, 

Our  annals  write  with  care  and  candour ; 
Then  don  the  buskin  and  the  mask. 

And  tread  through  scenes  of  tragic  grandeur  I 

Star  of  the  stage !  to  thee  the  Law 

Looks  for  her  mildest,  best  expounder — 
Thee  the  rapt  senate  hears  with  awe, 

Wielding  the  bolts  of  patriot  thunder — 
Thee  Glory  found  beneath  the  tent, 

When  from  a  desert  wild  and  horrid, 
Dalmatia  back  in  triumph  sent 

Her  conqueror,  with  laurelled  forehead ! 

But,  hark !  methinks  the  martial  horn 
Gives  prelude  to  thy  coming  story ; 

In  fancy^s  ear  shrill  trumpets  warn 
Of  battle-fields,  hard  fought  and  gory : 


Motum  ex  MeteQo 
Consule  civicum, 
Bellique  causas, 
Et  vitia,  et  modot, 
Ludumque  Fortune, 

Gh*avesque 
Frincipum  amicitiaa, 

£t  arma 

Nondum  expiatia 
Unota  cruonbuB, 
Periculose 
Plenum  opus  aleo 

Tractas,  et 
Incedis  per  ignes 

Suppositos 
Cineri  doloso. 

Paulum  sevcrae 
Husa  tragcsdie 
Desit  theatris ; 
Mox,  ubi  publicaa 
Kes  ordinaris, 
Grande  munus 

Cecropio 
Bepetes  cothumo. 

Insigne  mosstis 
Frsesidium  rcis 
£t  consulenti, 
PoUio,  Curice, 

Cui  laurus 
^temos  honorcs 

Dalmatico 
Peperit  triumpho. 

Jam  nunc  minaoi 
Murmure  comuum 
Perstrinns  aurea ; 
Jam  Utui  Btrepunt  $ 
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Vtmcy  hath  conjured  up  the  scene, 

And  phantom  warriors  crowd  beside  her — 

The  sqiuidron  dight  in  dazzling  sheen — 
The  startled  steed— th'  afiVighted  rider! 

Hark  to  the  shouts  that  echo  loud 

From  miehty  chieftains,  shadowed  grimlj ! 
While  blood  and  dust  each  hero  shroud, 

Costume  of  slaughter — not  unseemly  : 
Vainly  ye  struggle,  vanquished  brave ! 

Doomed  to  see  fortune  still  desert  ye, 
Till  all  the  world  lies  prostrate,  save 

XJnconquer'd  Cato*s  savage  virtue ! 

Juno,  who  loveth  Afrio  most. 

And  each  dread  tutelary  godhead, 
Who  guards  her  black  barbaric  coast, 

Lybia  with  Roman  gore  have  flooded : 
While  warring  thus  the  sons  of  those 

Whose  prowess  could  of  old  subject  her, 
Glutting  the  grudge  of  ancient  foes, 

Fell — but  to  glad  Jugurtha*8  spectre  I 

Where  be  the  distant  land  but  drank 

Our  Latium*s  noblest  blood  in  torrente  ? 
Sad  sepulchres,  where'er  it  sank. 

Bear  witness  to  each  foul  occurrence. 
Bude  barbarous  tribes  have  Icarn'd  to  scofT, 

Sure  to  exult  at  our  undoing  ; — 
Persia  hath  heard  with  joy,  far  off, 

The  sound  of  Bome's  gigantic  ruin ! 

Point  out  the  gulf  on  ocean's  verge — 

Tlie  stream  remote,  along  whose  clianncls 
Hath  not  Ibeen  heard  tlio  mournful  dirge 

That  rose  throughout  our  murderous  annals — 
Shew  me  the  sea — without  its  tide 

Of  blood  upon  the  surface  blushing — 
Shew  me  the  shore — witli  blood  undyed 

From  Roman  veins  profusely  gushing. 

But,  Muse !  a  truce  to  themes  like  these — 

Let  us  strike  up  some  jocund  carol ; 
Nor  pipe  with  ola  Simoiiidcs 

Dull  solemn  strains,  morosely  moral : 
Teach  me  a  new,  a  livelier  stave — 

And  that  we  may  the  better  chaunt  it, 
Hie  with  me  to  the  mystic  cave. 

Grotto  of  song  I  by  Bacchus  haunted. 


Jam  fulgor  armorum 

Fugaces 
Terret  equos, 
Fquitumque  vultus. 

Audire  magnos 
Jam  videor  duces 
Non  indecoro 
Pulvere  sordidos, 
£t  cuncta  terrarum 

Subacta, 
Prster  atrocem 
Animum  Gatonis. 

Juno,  et  Deorum 
Quisquis  amicior 
Afris,  inult4 
Cesserat  impotens 

ToUure, 
Victorum  nepotes 
Rettidit  Inferias 

Jugurthse. 

Quis  non  Latino 
Sanguine  pinguior 
Campus,  sepxUchris 
Impia  prslia 

Testatur, 
Auditunique  Media 

IIcspenoB 
Sonitum  ruiuso  P 

Qui  gurges,  aut  quro 
Flumina  lugubris 
Ignara  belli  P 
Quod  mare  Dauniie 
Non  decolor- 

avere  ca>des  ? 
Qua)  caret  ora 

Cruore  nostro  P 

Scd  ne,  relictis, 
Musa  procax,  jocis, 
CesD  retractes 
Munera  ncniie : 
Mecum  Dionceo 

Sub  antro 
Quere  modes 

Leviore  plectro. 
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It  ia  pleasant  to  find  "  Adam  Srailh  ontbe  Wealt.h  of  N> 
tiona"  anticipated,  iu  tlie  following  exposi  of  sound  uoin- 
niercial  principles ;  and  the  fully  of  restricting  the  bank 
issues  made  the  subject  of  an  ode.  It  is  addressed  to  Sal- 
lust,  nephew  of  the  historian,  who  had  amassed  considerable 
wealth  from  the  plunder  of  Africa,  during  his  pnet-orship  in 
that  province  ;  and  had  laid  out  the  proceeds,  after  the  Rimtt 
liberal  fashion,  in  embelUshiiig  bis  most  magnificent  resi- 
dence, the  HoHi  Salhi»liani,  which  to  this  day  forms  a  spleo- 
did  public  promenade  for  your  modern  Romans.  The  libe- 
rality of  ProculeiuB  Murena,  who,  on  the  conliacation  of  his 
brother's  property  during  the  civil  war,  had  made  good  the 
loss  from  his  own  patrimony,  and  opened  an  uaylum  to 
his  orpluined  nephews,  was  apparently  tbe  current  subject 
of  conversation  at  the  time ;  as  well  as  the  good  fortune  of 
Phraates,  in  recovering  the  crown  of  Persia,  which  bad  been 
jeopardised  by  some  revolutionary  proceedings.  At  tbi(  J 
distance  of  years,  both  topics  apnear  somewhat  stole ;  but  I 
we  must  go  back  in  spirit  to  the  days  in  which  such  matter*  I 
possessed  interest,  and,  having  thus  made  ourselves  port  and  \ 
parcel  of  contemporarv  Eoman  society,  admire  as  we]l  as 
we  can,  tbe  grace  and  freshness  of  tbe  allusions. 


Lib.  II,     One  II,— inouoHTs  on  bvllios  axd  titk 


|<i'  SoUiutJ, 


AD  CBiaPCM  SiJ-lCBTnTK. 

Vj  Silliut,  uj,  in  dnjB  of  dearth,  [ 

What  is  the  Ifuj-  ingo\  wortli,  ( 

Deop  in  tliB  bowels  of  tlie  enrlh  i 

AUoicoil  to  asMlp,  I 

Uoleu  a  Umperato  use  teaii  farth  ( 

TbeflUDUig  metal  P  1 

Blouiog*  on  him  whose  baiiQtcoiu  honnl         "t 

A  brother's  ruined  house  reatoreil—  1 

Sppiadiog  anew  tlio  orjihiiii's  board,  ? 

With  com  patorniil :  / 

Uurana'i  fame  aloft  linlh  sonr'd  1 

On  wings  clcrnal '. 


llliiiii  nsfft  pimiit 
MpI  unite  lolii 
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Ganst  thou  command  thj  lust  for  gold  P 
Then  art  thou  richer,  friend,  fourfold, 
Than  if  thy  nod  the  marts  controlled 

where  chiefest  trade  is — 
The  Carthages  both  "new"  and  "old," 

The  NUe  and  Cadiz. 

Mark  jon  hydropic  sufferer,  still 
Indulging  in  the  draughts  that  fill 
His  bk>ated  frame, — insatiate,  till 

Death  end  the  sickly ; 
Unless  the  latent  fount  of  ill 

Be  dried  up  quickly. 

Heed  not  the  vulgar  tale  that  says 
—"//if  counts  calm  hours  and  happy  days 
Who  from  the  throne  of  Cyrus  sways 

The  Persian  sceptre  :" — 
Wisdom  corrects  the  ill-used  phrase — 

And— stem  preceptor- 
Happy  alone  proclaimeth  them. 
Who  wiUi  undazzled  eye  contemn 
The  pile  of  gold,  the  glittering  gem, 

The  bribe  unholy — 
Palm,  laurel- wreath,  and  diadem, 

Be  theirs — theirs  solely  ! 


Latins  resnes 
Avidum  domando 
Spiritum,  quam  si 
Libvam  remotis 
Gadibus  jungas, 
£t  uterque  Poonus 
Scrviat  uni. 

Creseit  indulgens 
Sibi  dirus  hydrops, 
Nee  sitim  pellit, 
Nisi  causa  morbi 
Fugerit  venis, 
Et  aquosus  albo 
Corpore  languor. 

Bedditum  Cyrl 
SoUo  Phraatem, 
Dissidens  plebi 
Numero  beatorum, 
Eximit.    Virtus 
Populumque  falsis, 
l>edocet  uti. 

Vocibus;  regnum 
Et  diadema  tutum 
Deferens  uni, 
Propriamque  laurum 
Quisquis  ingcntcs 
Ocula  irretorto, 
Spectat  acerros. 


Sherlock's  famous  volume  on  death  has  been  equally  fore- 
stalled by  our  Epicurean  moralist ;  who,  whatever  he  may 
want  in  consolatory  prospects  of  a  blessed  futurity,  compen- 
sates for  this  otherwise  very  material  omission  by  an  uiuri- 
vallcd  sweetness  of  versification,  and  imagery  the  most  pic- 
turesque. 


Lib.  II.    Ode  III. — a  homtlt  on  death. 

AD  Q.  D£LLIUM. 

Thee,  whether  Pain  assail  ^quam  memento 

Or  Pleasure  ]>anipcr,  Bebus  in  arduis 

Belli  us — wliicho'er  prevail —  Senroro  mentem. 

Keep  thou  thy  temper ;  Non  secus  in  bonis 

Unwed  to  boisterous  joyp,  tliat  ne'er  Ah  insolenti  tem]>eratani 

Can  save  thee  from  the  sepulchre ;  Lstitii^  morituro  Pelli, 
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D.-Rth  Binites  the  dnTB  t^  Bpleen,                    Seu  mostiu  Oi8^^^^^| 

Whose  soul  repinelb,                            Tempore  rizeris,   ^^^^^1 

And  bim  who  on  th«  gr^n,                             Sen  te  in  remol^^^B 

Calm  lagr,  recIineO^                             Onmioa  per  die*  ^^^^H 

Keening— from  grief  a  intniaion  fiL^-  ^oetos  redinMum  beai^^^^^H 

Blithe  haUdaj  with  feitHl  j&r,                  lateriore  not&  FaleH^^^^I 

Where  e«nt  fir,  sunproof, 

WiUipopkrblendeth, 
Andhigfio'erheadawof 

Wliile  onward  runs  the  crooIiGd  rill, 
Brisk  fugitiTB,  with  murmur  shrill. 

Albsaue  ponuliu^^^^^H 

IlrSbmmlioapi^^^H 

Conaociare  amsnt  ^^^^^^H 

Runia,  et  obliquo  laborat            ^M 

LjTupha  fugM  trepidare  ritm.    1 

Brine  Trine,  here,  on  the  gnus  1 

Bring  perfiuncehithrrl 
Bring  rase>-whioh,  ala. ! 
Too  quieklj  wither^ 
Ere  of  our  days  the  spring-tide  ebb, 
While  the  dark  talen  wettTe  our  web. 

Et  nimiuni  hrere*                  H 

Flores  aromios                   1 

Ferro  jube  rosIB,                        ■ 

Dam  rea,  et  tetas,  et  MTonow^^l 

Pila  Irinm  patiuntur  4^^^^| 

Soon— Bliould  the  futnl  eiiear 

Cut  hfe'a  frail  fibre- 
Broad  Unda.  »weeC  Tills  neikr 
The  jeUow  Tiber. 
Wilb  all  th»  chattels  rich  Bnd  rare, 
Itfuit  tntrel  to  a  tbuikless  heir. 

Cedts  coempUa  ^^^^| 

SaltibuB,  et  domo,  ^^^^^1 

Quam  ^iWie  l^rf^^^H 

Cede*,  et  eiatmctia  in  ^^^^H 

DiTitLii  potietur  bcv^^^^^^^^ 

Be  thou  the  nobly  boni, 

Spoil'd  ohiU  of  Fortune- 
Bo  thou  the  wretoh  forium, 

B,T  sufferwioe  thou  »rt  here  at  most. 

N.tua  ah  loacho,  ^^H 

XII  iuterrat,  an  ^^^^^1 

Pauper  et  inSnd    ^^^M 

De  genie  sub  dio  moT«H^^^H 

Tietima  nil  miaenudl^^^H 

All  to  the  tame  dark  boui-no 

Plod  on  togetl^er- 

Ijotj  from  the  aame  dread  um 

Lenp  forth— and,  whether 

Our's  bs  Iha  first  or  Im(,  HeU'»  wave 

Yawns  for  the  exiles  of  the  gravp. 

Omnea  eodem     ^^^H 
Coeimur:  ommu^^^H 

Versalur  ami    ^^^^^1 

Serius  ociuB            ^^^H 

Gora  eiitura,  et  noi  in  H^^^H 

I.  of  course,  cannot  countenance  the  tendency  of  t&em59 
eeeding  morceaH.    Its  apparent  purposo  is  to  vindicttte  wfiafc* 
the  Oermans  call  "  left-banded"  alliaacea  betweea  the  aeus  t  U 
liut  its  obvious  drift  is  not  euch  as  so  generally  correct  &  1 
judge  of  social  order  and  propriety  would  be  supposed  to  m 
mistake.    The  respooaibility,  however,  be  hia  own.                1 
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Lib.  II.     Ode  IV. — classical  love  matches. 

"  When  the  heart  of  a  man  »  oppressed  with  care, 
The  mist  it  dispelled  if  a  woman  appear ; 
Like  the  notes  of  a  Jlddle^  she  sweetly^  sweetly , 
Raises  his  spirits  and  charms  his  ear" — Caftain  Macheath. 

O  deem  not  thy  love  for  a  captive  maid  Ne  sit  ancillsB  tibi  amor  pudori, 

Doth,  Phoceus,  the  heart  of  a  Roman  Xanthia  Phoceu.    Prius  meolen- 

degrade !  tern 

Like  the  noble  Achilles,  'tis  simply,  Serva  Briseis  niveo  colore 

simply,  Movit  Acliillem ; 

With  a  **  Briseis"  thou  sharest  thy  bed. 

Ajax  of  Telamon  did  the  same,  Movit  Ajacem  Telamone  uatum 

Felt  in  his  bosom  a  Phrygian  flame  ;  Forma  captivie  dominum  Tec- 
Taught  to  contemn  none,  King  Aga-  messso ; 

memnon  Arsit  Atrides  medio  in  triumpho 
Fond  of  a  Trojan  slave  became.  Yirgiue  raptfi, 

Such  was  the  rule  with  the  Greeks  of  Barbara;  postquam  cecidcre  tur- 

old,  mcc. 

When  they  had  conquer'd  the  foe's  Thessalo  victoro,   et    ademptus 

stronghold ;  Hector 

When  gallant    Hector — Troy's  pro-  Tradidit  fessis  leviora  toUi 

tector —  Pergama  Graiis. 

Falling,  the  knell  of  Ilion  toll'd. 

Why  deem  licr  origin  vilo  and  base  ?  Nescias  an  te  generum  beati 

Canst  thou  her  pedigreo  fairly  trace  ?  Phyllidis  flaviB  decorent  paren- 
Yellow-hair'd  Phyllis,  slave  tho'  she  tes: 

be,  still  is  Kegium  certo  genus  et  pcnates 
The  last,  perhaps,  of  a  royal  race.  Mooret  iniquos. 

Birth todcmeaiiourwillsure respond —  Credo  non  illam  tibi  do  scelestA 

Phyllis  is  faithful,  Phyllis  is  fond :  Plebe  dilectam,neque  sic  fidclem, 

Gk>ld  cannot  buy  her — then  why  deny  Sic  lucro  avcrsam  potuisso  nosci 

lier  Matro  pudcudil. 

A  rank  tlio  basely  bom  beyond  ? 

Phyllis  hath  limbs  divinely  wrought,  Bracliia  et  vultum  teretosquo  su- 
F»Mtui  cs  and  figure  without  a  fault  ...  ras 

Do  not  feel  jealous,  friend,  when  a  Integer  laudo ;  fugo  suspicari, 

fellow's  Cujus  octavum  trepidavit  ®tas 
Fortieth  year  forbids  the  thought  I  Clauderc  lustrum. 

In  contrastino;  Virgil  with  Horace,  and  in  noticing  the 
opposite  tendeuciea  of  mind  and  disposition  discoverable  in 
their  writings,  I  should  have  pointed  out  the  very  glaring 
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difference  in  their  respective  views  of  female  character.  Tlie 
mild  indulgence  of  the  Epicurean  is  obviously  distinguishable 
from  the  severe  moroseness  of  the  Platonist.  The  very  foi- 
bles of  the  sex  find  an  apologist  in  Horace :  Virgil  appears 
to  have  been  hardly  sensible  to  their  highest  excellencies. 
The  heroines  of  the  ^neid  are  depicted  in  no  very  amiable 
colours ;  his  Dido  is  a  shrew  and  a  scold :  his  Trojan  women 
fire  the  fleet,  and  run  wild  like  witches  in  a  Sabbat :  the 
"  mourning  fields"  are  crowded  with  ladies  of  lost  reputa- 
tion :  the  wife  of  King  Latinus  hangs  herself:  Camilla  dies 
in  attempting  to  grasp  a  gewgaw :  and  even  the  Deut  Lavinia 
is  so  described,  as  to  be  hardly  worth  fighting  for.  How 
tolerant,  on  the  contrary,  is  our  songster — ^how  lenient  in 
his  sketches  of  female  defects — how  impassioned  in  his  com- 
mendation of  female  charms  !  Playful  irony  he  may  occa- 
sionally employ  in  his  addresses  to  Soman  Deauty ;  but,  in 
his  very  invectives,  nothing  can  be  clearer  than  his  intense 
devotion  to  the  whole  sex  .  .  .  with  the  exception  of  "  Ca- 
nidia."  Who  she  was  I  may  take  an  early  opportunity  of 
explaining  :  it  is  a  very  long  story,  and  will  make  a  paper. 

The  subject  of  the  following  ode  is  Campaspe,  the  mistress 
of  Apelles.  This  favourite  artist  of  Alexander  the  Great 
would  appear  to  have  been,  like  Salvator  Rosa,  addicted  to 
the  kindred  pursuits  of  a  poet.  Of  his  paintings  nothing 
has  come  down  to  us ;  but  of  his  poetiy  I  am  happy  to 
supply  a  fragment  from  the  collection  of  Athseneus.  The 
Greek  is  clearly  the  original.  George  Herrick  has  supplied 
the  English  ;  the  Latin  has  not  been  inserted  in  any  edition 
of  Horace  I  have  seen. 

Lib.  II.     Ode  V. — cupid  a  gamblee. 

Nostra  Campaspo  levis  et  Cupido  Turn  labellonim  roseos  honorcs 

AleA  nuper  statuero  ludos,  Mox  cbur  frontis — simul  banc  sub  imo 

Merx  lit  bine  illinc  foret  osculo-  Qubb  manu  matris  fuerat  cavata 
rum  ; —  Kimula  men  to, 

Solvit  at  illc. 

Pignorat  sort!  pharetram,  sogit-  Solvit . .  •—  at  posquam  geminos  ocelloa 

tas,  Lusit  incass^lm,  menet  inde  csecus. — 

Par  columbarum,  Vcnerisque  bi-  Sic  eum  si  tu  spolias,  pucUa ! 

gas  Quanta  ego  Bolvam  ? 

Passercs ; — ebeu  !  puer  aleator 

Singula  solvit. 
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Cupid  and  my  Campaspe  played 

At  cards  for  kisses  j — Oupid  paled — 

He  stakes  hys  qiuTcr,  bowe  and  arrowcs, 

Hys  mothers  doves  and  teame  of  sparrowes  ; 

Looses  them  too — then  downe  he  throws 

The  coral  of  his  lippe,  the  rose 

XJppon  liya  cheek  (but  none  knows  liow) 

With  tliese  the  crystal  of  his  browe, 

And  then  the  dymple  on  his  chinne  — 

Ail  these  did  my  Campaspe  wiune. 

At  last  lie  sette  her  both  his  eyes  ; 

She  wonn  :  and  Cupid  blind  did  rise. 

Oh,  Love !  hath  she  done  tliis  to  thoe  ? 

Wlist,  shall,  alas,  become  of  me  ? 

George  Hekbick. 

rBAGMENT   OP  THE   PAINTER   AND   POET,   APELLES. 

Kafi/xatS'Xhi,  ffi/yxu^tvo*  Tov  ayXaov  /MtTOiyroUj 

^iKf^fjMT  fjv  b  at6\oL'  ^^DOLyiaiios.  xai  ysvsiou' 

Aufftv  r  tpui  cpXfifiu'  Ka^Taffo*'  acravr  avf/Xsy. 

Tojoy,  iSiX^,  pa^fr^Tjv,  TsXo;  dt  ofifiar  a/ukpcu 

Ktct  firiTt^oi  cnXna;,  Edr,x'  iriu^ar  aunj* 

1r^ov6m  J^uyov  rf^Tjxi v  Tu^?.of  r  acrw^^ir*  K^to; 

AiroiXiirtv  r  acravra'  E/  raura  ffoi  fJi,iyiffTt 

Xi/Xouc  Tt6fii  f^iu^o;,  Kax*  »jd'  E^ui  flro/»jo« ; 

(rici;;  ouv  /uv  our/;  o/ifv),  MfXXs/  f/xo/  ymffdui ; 

Tivoli  and  Tarcntum  were  the  two  favourite  retreats  of 
Horace,  whenever  he  could  tear  himself  from  the  metropolis. 
The  charms  of  both  arc  celebrated  in  the  succeeding  com- 
position. It  would  appear  to  luive  been  elicited  at  a  ban- 
quet, on  Septimius  expressing  himself  so  devotedly  attached 
to  our  poet,  that  he  would  cheerfully  accompany  him  to  the 
utmost  boundary  of  the  Koman  empire. 

Lid  II.    Ode  VI.— The  attractions  of  Tieuu  and  Tarentum. 

Ssprmius,  pledged  wit'i  iiu»  1o  roa?n  Sf})timi,  Qades 

Far  as  the  fierce  1hehian*3  hoinc,  Adiluro  niecum,  et 

"Where  men  abide  iicit  yd  o'crcome  Cantabnini  indoctum 

By  Koman  legion?,  Juga  forre  nostra,  ct 

And  Mauritanian  billowH  foam —  Ihirbarns  Syrtes, 

Barbaric  regions  I  Ubi  Maura  semper 

^stuat  unda : 
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Tibub! — 8weet  colony  of  Greece! — 
There  let  my  devious  wanderings  cease ; — 
There  would  I  wait  old  age  in  peace, 

There  calmly  dwelliiig, 
A  truce  to  war ! — a  long  release 

From  "  colonelling !" 


Whence  to  go  forth  should  Fate  ordain, 
Gulesus,  gentle  flood !  thy  plain 
Speckled  with  sheep — might  yet  remain 

For  heaven  to  grant  us ; 
Land  that  once  knew  the  halcyon  reign 

Of  King  Fhalantus. 


Tibur,  Argeo 
Fositum  colon) 
Sit  mese  sedes 
XJtinam  senectxc ! 
Sit  modus  lasso 
Maris,  et  viarum, 
Militiseque! 

Unde  si  Fares 
Frohibent  iniqua^, 
Dulce  pellitis 
Ovibus  Gkdesi 
Flumen,  et  reguata 
Fetam  Laconi 
Bura  Fhalanto. 


Spot  of  all  earth  most  dear  to  me ! 
Teeming  with  sweets !  the  Attic  bee, 
0*er  Mount  Hymettus  ranging  free, 

Finds  not  such  honey — 
Nor  basks  the  Capuan  olive-tree 

In  soil  more  sunny. 


There  lingering  Spring  is  longest  found ; 
E'en  Winter's  breath  is  mild; — and  round 
Delicious  Aulon  grapes  abound, 

In  mellow  cluster ! 
Such  as  Falemum's  richest  ground 

Can  rarely  muster. 


nie  terrarum 
Mihi  prseter  omnes 
Angiilus  ridet, 
XJbi  non  Hymetto 
Mella  decedunt, 
Viridique  certat 
Bacca  Venafro ; 

Ver  ubi  longum, 
Tepidasque  pnobet 
Jupiter  brumas, 
Et  amicus  Aulon 
Fertili  Baccho 
Minimum  Falemis 
Invidet  uvis. 


Komantic  towers !  thrice  happy  scene ! 
There  might  our  days  glide  on  serene ; 
Till  thou  bedew  with  tears,  I  ween, 

Of  love  sincercst, 
'  The  dust  of  him  who  once  liad  been 

Thy  friend,  the  Lyrist ! 


Ille  te  mecum 
Locus  et  beat« 
Fostulant  arces ; 
I  hi  tu  calentem 
])ebit&  sparges 
Lacrimi  favillam 
Vatis  amid. 


Extemporaneous  in  its  essence,  hearty,  glowing,  and 
glorious,  here  follows  an  effusion  of  affectionate  welcome 
to  one  of  the  young  Pompeys,  with  whom  he  had  studied 
at  Athens  and  fought  at  Philippi.  The  scene  is  at  the  Sa- 
bine farm.  The  exile,  it  will  he  seen,  has  only  just  returned 
on  the  general  amnesty  granted  by  Augustus!, 
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Lib.  II.  Ode  VII. — a  eellow-soldieb  welcomed  fboh 

EXILE. 


Friend  of  my  soul !  with  whom  arrayed 

I  stood  in  the  ranks  of  peril. 
When  Brutus  at  Philippi  made 

That  effort  wild  and  sterile . . . 
Who  hath  reopened  Borne  to  thee, 

Her  temples  and  her  fonun  ; 
Beckoning  the  child  of  Italy 

Back  to  the  clime  that  bore  him  P 

ThoQ,  O  my  earliest  comrade !  say, 

Pompey,  was  I  thy  teacher 
To  baulk  old  Time,  and  drown  the  day 

Deep  in  a  flowing  pit<3her  ? 
Think  of  the  hours  we  thus  consumed. 

While  Syria's  richest  odours, 
Larish  of  iragrancy,  perfumed 

The  locks  of  two  marauders. 

With  theo  I  shared  PhilippCt  rout, 

Though  I,  methinks,  ran  faster ; 
LeaTing  behind— 'twas  wrong,  no  doubt—* 

My  BHISLD  in  the  disaster : 
E'en  Fortitude  that  day  broke  down  ; 

And  the  rude  foeman  taught  licr 
To  hide  her  brow's  diminished  frown 

Low  amid  heaps  of  slaughter. 

But  Mercury,  who  kindly  watched 

Me  'mid  that  struggle  deadly. 
Stooped  from  a  cloud,  and  quickly  snatched 

His  client  firom  the  medley. 
While  thee,  alas  !  the  ebbing  flood 

Of  war  relentless  swallowed, 
Beplunging  theo  'mid  seas  of  blood ; 

And  years  of  tempest  followed. 

Then  slay  to  Jove  the  victim  calf. 

Due  to  the  God  ; — and  weary, 
Under  my  bower  of  laurels  (juaff 

A  wine-cup  blithe  and  merry. 
Here,  while  tliy  war-worn  limbs  repose, 

'Mid  peaceful  scenes  sojourning, 
Spare  not  the  wine. .  'twas  kept. .  it  flows 

To  welcome  thy  returning. 


O  ssepe  mecum 
Tempus  in  ultimum 
Deducte,  Bruto 
MilitisB  duce, 
Quis  te  redonavit 

Quiritem 
Dis  patriis, 

Italoque  coelo. 

Pompei,  meorum 
Prime  sodalium, 
Cum  q|uo  morantem 
Saepe  diem  mero 
Fregi,  coronatua 

Nitentes 
Malobathro 

SyriocapillosP 

Tecimi  Philippot 
£t  celerem  fugam 
Sensi,  relict4 
Non  bene  parmulA, 
Quum  fracta  virtui, 

£t  minaccs 
Turpe  solum 

Tetigere  mento. 

Sed  me  per  hostes 
Mercurius  celcr 
Dense  paventum 
SustuUt  acre : 
Te  rursus  in  helium 

Resorbens 
Unda  fretis 

TuUt  fcstuosis. 

Ergo  obligatam 
Bedde  Jovi  dapem 
JjongAque  fessum 
MilitiA  latus 
Depone  sub 

Lauro  me&,  noc 
Parce  cadis 

Tibi  destinatis. 
I  I 


^^V          482                              fATHES  PSOrx'S   SELIQTISB.                                1 

^^B          Come,  with  obHviouB  bonis  dispel 
^^r               ari<<  (we,  and  di>sp|KnnlmeDt  1 
^^V            Frody  from  yon  capauious  ehell 
^H                   Shed,  shed  the  b>1it>;  oiotmeDt ! 
^^^             Who  for  the  genul  lianquet  wesvea 

^^^^K          Frivh  with  the  gardni'ii  greenest  lenrca, 
^^B             Or  twined  iritli  mjrtle  duly  > 

Obliriow 
Le>iaMa»iM> 
Ciboria  eiplr  i 

UtiKuenla  do  conoliifc 

Quisiido 
Dcproperare 

^^^B         Whom  shall  Ihe  dice's  cMt  "  WIKE-Knio" 

^^V              Elect,  by  Venus  guided  P 

^^B            Quick,  let  my  roof  with  wild  mirth  ring— 

^^1                 Bluiie  not  mj  jay.  nor  eliide  it  I 

^m             Khdly  each  bicchuialiui  fent 

^B                 I  me«,  lo-day  to  riTsl. 

^^h            For,  ob  t  'tie  sweet  tlius  . . .  tree  to  OEEir 

^^H                  So  D£AB  A  lUIEHD'S  ASltirjL ! 

Curatvomyrto? 
Quem  Tenuf  arhitnim 
DicetbibondiP                  1 
Non  ego  sanius                   | 
Baccliabor  Edoni.  r            , 

BecBpto                        J 
Dolce  mihi  furere            ■ 

E^tamiccl                   1 

^^1             The  nareeiy  trnditioa  respecting  lies,  and  their  con»-  1 
^^^1         quence,  may  be  traced  ia  the  opening  stanza  of  this  plarful  1 
^^^1         remonstrance  with  Baring.     The  image  of  Cupid  at  a  gnnd-    1 
^^^1        ing  stone,  sborpeniug  his  darts,  is  the  subject  of  a  fiiu  an-     1 
^H         tique  cameo  in  the  Orleans  CoUection. 

^^M             Lid.  II.    Ode  VIII.— the  aooiraBiKa  op  bakisi. 

^^^1                                                                           IK   BABIHKP. 

^^^1          Suriiie  1  i(  for  each  untrutli, 
^^^1           Some  blcmisb  left  a  mart  miuoulb, 
^^H           With  loss  of  besnty  snd  of  youth, 
^^M                                   Or  IIoiTcii  ihould  alter 

^H                                    0  fair  defaulter! 

UllBHiuM 

Tibi  prima 

Pima,  Barinli, 
Nocuissetunquunj 
D«iit«  ai  nigra 
Fiercs  Tel  uno 
Turpior  tlugiu. 

^^^1          Then  might  I  trvut  thy  words— But  thou 
^^^H            Dost  tiiumpk  o'«r  each  broken  low  ; 
^^H          I'alvabood  would  seem  lo  give  thy  brow 
^^H                                    Increased  ciTulgonce : 
^^H            ilea  still  admire— and  gods  allow 

Crednrf^.    Sed  («, 
Simiil  obiiguU                   . 
PerMum  rotia 

H                  Swear  bj  thy  mother's  fimeral  urn— 
Sweu-  by  the  stars  tliat  niglitlv  bum 
(Seeming  in  eUc.t  «wc  lo  moun. 
H                                           O'er  such  deception)— 
^^H           Swear  by  each  Deity  hi  turn, 
^^H                                    From  JoTc  to  Ni-litunu  : 

Eipedit  matlu                  i 
Cincres  oporto* 
Fallere,  «t  tot» 
Tacituma  noctia                 1 
Signs  oum  r«l«, 

Murto  oareuUfc              j 

h^^^H 

^^H 
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Venus  and  all  hor  Nymphs  would  yet 
With  smiles  thy  perjury  abet — 
Cupid  would  laiififh — 0o  on !  and  let 

Fresh  courage  nerve  thee : 
Still  on  his  bloodstained  wlioel  he'll  whet 

Hb  dnrta  to  serve  thoo ! 


Fast  as  they  grow,  our  youths  enchain, 

Fresh  followers  in  beauty's  train : 

While  they  who  loved  thee  first  would  fain, 

Charming  deceiver. 
Within  thy  threshold  still  remain, 

And  love,  for  ever ! 


Their  sons  from  thee  all  mothers  hide ; 
All  thought  of  thee  stem  fathers  chide ; 
Thy  shadow  haunts  the  new-made  bride, 

And  fears  dishearten  her, 
Lost  thou  inveigle  from  her  side 

Her  life's  yoimg  partner. 


Ridet  hoc,  in^uam, 
Venus  ipsa,  ndent 
Simplices  Nymplis, 
Ferus  et  Cupido, 
Semper  ardentes 
Acuens  sagittas 
Cote  cment&. 

Adde  quod  pubes 
Tibi  crescit  omnis ; 
Servitus  crescit  nova ; 
Nee  priores 
Impie  tectum 
DominsB  reUnquunt, 
6»pe  minati. 

Te  ems  matres 
Metuunt  juvencis, 
Te  senes  parci, 
Miserasque  nuper 
Virgmes  nuptce, 
Tua  ne  retardet 
Auramaritos. 


y 
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£rat  tarbida  nox 

Hor&  seoundi  man^ ; 
Quando  proruit  vox 

Carmen  in  hoc  inand  j 
Viri  misera  mens 

Meditabatur  hymen, 
Hinc  puelliD  flens 

Stabat  obsidens  limen ; 

Semei  tanlum  die 
Eris  nostra  Lalaqe'  ; 

^r>  recuses  aic, 
Dulcis  Julia  Callage'.* 

Planotibus  aurem  fer, 
Venero  tu  fomiosior ; 

Die,  bos  muros  per, 
Tuo  favore  potior  I 


*Twa8  on  a  windy  night, 

At  two  o'clock  in  tlie  morning, 
An  Irish  lad  so  tight, 

All  wind  and  weather  scorning. 
At  Judy  Callaghan's  door. 

Sitting  upon  the  pnlings, 
Uis  love- tale  he  did  pour. 

And  this  was  part  of  his  wailings:- 

Onljf  say 
YouUl  be  Mrs,  Brallaghan  f 

DonU  say  nai/y 
Charming  Judy  Callaghan, 

Oh  !  list  to  what  I  say, 

Charms  vou'vc  got  like  Venus  ; 
Own  your  love  vou  may, 

There's  but  the  wall  between  ui. 


*  Callage,  contractio.    Venus  dicitur  KaXXiri'yii. 


\ 
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Yocc  bcatum  fac ; 

£n,  dum  dormis,  vigilo, 
Nocte  obambulans  Mc 

Domum  planctu  stridulo. 

Semel  tanium  die 
JEria  nostra  Lalags'  ; 

Ne  rectuet  ticy 
Dulcit  Julia  Callaqe'. 

Est  xnihi  pnegnans  bus, 

Et  porcellis  stabulum ; 
Villula,  grex,  et  rus* 

Ad  yaccamm  pabulum ; 
Eeriis  cemeres  me 

Splendido  yestimento, 
Tunc,  heus !  qukm  ben^  te 

Veberem  in  jumento  If 

Semel  tanium  die 
Erie  noetra  LaIiAGs'  : 

Ne  recuses  sic, 
JHUcis  Julia  Callagb'. 

Yis  poma  teme  P  simi 

XJno  diyes  jugere ; 
Vis  lac  et  mdila,^  ciim 

Bacchi  tuoco,!  sugere? 


You  lie  fast  asleep, 

Snug  in  bed  and  snoring 

Bound  iho  house  I  creep, 
Your  hard  heart  imploring. 

Only  say 
You'll  have  Mr.  BraUaghan  ; 

Doii't  say  nay^ 
Charming  Judy  Callaghan, 

Pye  got  a  pig  and  a  sow, 
IVe  got  fr  sty  to  sleep  *em ; 

A  calf  and  a  brindled  cow, 
And  a  cabin  too,  to  keep  *em ; 

Sunday  hat  and  coat. 
An  old  grey  mare  to  ride  on ; 

Saddle  and  bridle  to  boot, 

.    Which  you  may  ride  astride  on. 

Only  say 
YouUl  be  Mrs,  BraUaghan  ; 

Don*t  say  nay, 
Charming  Judy  CaUaghan, 

Tre  got  an  acre  of  ground, 
I'ye  got  it  set  with  praties  : 

Tve  got  of  'baccy  a  pound, 

I'ye  got  some  tea  for  the  ladies ; 


•  !•  in  yoce  rus,  Nonne  potiiis  legendum  Jus,  scilicet,  ad  vaecanm 
pabulum  ?  De  hoc  j'ur^  apud  Sabinos  agricolas  consule  Seriptores  de  re 
rusticd  passim.     Ita  Bentleius. 

Jus  imo  antiquissimum,  at  displicet  yox  equiyoca ;  jus  etenim  a  meu 
o/potage  aliquando  audit,  ex.  gr. 

Omne  suum  fratri  Jacob  >i»  yendidit  Esau, 
Et  Jacob  fratri  ^'ti«  dedit  omne  suum. 

Itaque,  pace  Bentleii,  stet  lectio  prior. — Prout, 

t  yeherem  in  jumento.  Ourriculo-ne  ?  an  ponfe  sedentem  in  equi 
dorso  ?  dorsaliter  plan^.  Quid  enim  dicit  Horatius  de  uxorc  sic  yectA? 
Konne  "  lost  equilem  sedet  atra  eura  t'* — Parson, 

X  Lac  et  mella,  Metaphoric^  pro  tea  :  muliebris  est  compotatio 
Grfficis  non  ignota,  teste  Aiiacreonte, — 

6E0N,  diav  Otaiviiv, 
8tXw  Xiytiv  (Tatpai,  k,  r.  X. 

Brougham, 

§  Baeehi  iueco,  Duplex  apud  poetas  antiquiores  habebator  hnjusoe 
nominis  numen.  Yineam  regebat  prius ;  posterius  cuidam  herbc  ex- 
oticcD  prseerat  quss  tobacco  au£t.    Succus  utrique  optimus. — Coleridge, 
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Vis  aqu«-yit»  vim  ?• 

Plumoso  somiium  sacculo  ?  f 
Vis  ut  paratus  sim 

Vel  annulo  vcl  baculo  ?{ 

I     Semei  tantum  die 
!  Eris  nostra  Lalage'  $ 

Ne  recuses  sic^ 
Jhdcit  Julia  Callage'. 


I've  got  the  ring  to  wod, 

Some  whisky  to  make  us  gaily ; 
IVe  got  a  feather  bed, 

And  a  handsome  new  shilelagh. 

Only  say 
You'll  have  M^  BraUaghani 

DonU  say  njy^ 
Charming  Judy  CaUaghan, 


Litteris  operam  das ; 

Lucido  fulges  oculo ; 
Dotes  insuper  quas 

Nummi  sunt  in  locido. 
Not!  quod  apta  sis  § 

Ad  procreandani  sobolcml 
Possiaes  (nesciat  quis  ?) 

Liuguam  satis  mobilcm. 

Hemel  tantum  die 
Sris  nostra  Lalaoe'  ; 

Ns  recuses  sie^ 
JhUeii  Julia  Callage'. 


You've  got  a  channing  eye,        [ing  ; 

You've  got  some  spelling  and  rcf^l- 
You've  got,  and  so  have  I, 

A  tasto  for  genteel  breeding ; 
You're  rich,  and  fair,  and  young, 

As  everybody's  knowing  j 
You've  got  a  decent  tongue 

Whene'er  'tis  set  a  going. 

Only  say 
You'll  have  Mr,  BraUaghan  ; 

Don't  say  nay, 
Charming  Judy  Caliaghan, 


Oonjuz  utinam  tu 

Iiercs,  lopidum  cor,  mi ! 
Halltum  perdimus,  hou. 

To  sopor  urget.    Dormi  I 


For  a  wife  till  death 
I  am  willing  to  take  ye ! 

But,  och !  1  waste  my  breatli. 
The  devil  himself  can't  wake  ye. 


/. 


*  AqusS'vitm  rim,  Anglo-IIybomicc,  "  a  power  qf  whiskey ,*  (^X*^C> 
scilicet,  vox  pergrsca. — Parr. 

t  Plumoso  sacco,  Plumarum  congeries  certd  ad  somnos  invitandos 
satis  apta ;  at  mihi  per  multos  annos  laneus  isto  saccus,  Ang.  woolsack^ 
fUit  apprim^  ad  dormiendum  idoncus.  Lites  etiam  de  land  ut  aiunt  ca^ 
yrindf  soporifcras  per  annos  xxx.  cxcrcui.  Quot  et  quam  pncclara 
iomnia ! — Eldon. 

X  Investiture  **per  annulum  et  haeulum^^  satis  nota.  Vide  P.  Marca 
de  Concord.  Saccrdotii  et  Imperii :  ct  Ilildebrandi  Pont.  Max.  bulla- 
num. — Prout. 

Baculo  ccrt^  digni^Mm.  pontif. — Maginn, 

§  Apta  sis.  Quomodo  noverit  ?  Vide  Proverb.  Solomonis,  cap.  xxx. 
T.  19.  Nisi  fontan  talcs  fucrint  puellv  Sabinorum  quales  impudens  isto 
balatro  Connelius  niontitur  esse  nostrates. — Blomfitld. 

II  Linguam  mobilem.  Priun  onunierat  futuroD  conjugis  bona  immoAtVri?, 
postea  transit  ad  mobiiia^  Anglico,  chattel  properly.  Prsclurus  ordo 
leutentianuu  ! — Car.  J^etherali, 
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Paddy  Blake  the  schoolmaster 

To  put  it  in  rhyme  ? — 
Though  there's  one  Bubke, 
He  says, 
Who  would  call  it  5nu£lime  .  .  . 

And  then  for  your  cheek, 
Throth,  'twould  take  him  a  week 
Its  beauties  to  tell 
As  he'd  rather : — 

Then  your  lips,  O  machree ! 
In  their  beautiful  glow 
They  a  pattern  mighf  be 
For  the  cherries  to  grow. — 
'Twas  an  apple  that  tempted 
Our  mother,  we  know ; 
For  apples  were  scarce 
I  suppose  long  ago  : 
But  at  this  time  o'day, 
*Pon  my  conscience  I'U  say, 
Such  cherries  might  tempt 
A  man^s  father ! 

Och  hone,  wierasthrew ! 
Fm  alone 
In  this  world  without  you  ! 

Och  hone ! 

By  the  man  in  the  moon ! 
You  teaze  me  all  ways 
That  a  woman  can  plaze ; 

For  Tou  dance  twice  as  high 
With  that  thief  Pat  Macghee 
As  when  you  take  share 
Of  a  jig,  aear,  with  me ; 

Though  the  piper  I  bate, 
For  fear  the  oidd  chate 
Wouldn't  play  you  your 
FaTOurite  tune. 

And  when  you're  at  Mass 
My  devotion  you  crass. 
For  'tis  thinking  of  you 
I  am,  Molly  Carew  ; 
While  you  wear  on  purpose 
A  bonnet  so  deep. 
That  I  can't  at  your  sweet 
Pretty  face  get  a  peep. 
Oh !  laye  off  that  bonnet, 
Or  else  I'll  lave  on  it 
The  loss  of  my  wandering 
Bowl! 


Pratereo  pontem  ?  . , . 

Ast  liic  ego  minils 
Quilm  ipse  Lonoikfs 
In  verbis  exprimem 
Hunc  nasum  sublimem  . .  . 

De  florid4  gend 
Vulgaris  camosna 
Cantaret  in  vanum 
Per  annum. — 

Tum,  tibi  puella ! 
Sic  tument  labella 
Ut  nil  plus  jucundum 
Sit,  aut  rubicundum  $ 
Si  primittb  homo . 
Collapsus  est  porno. 
Si  dolor  et  luctus 
Venerunt  per  fructus, 
Proh !  setas  nunc  serior 
Ne  cadat,  vereor, 
Icta  tam  hello 
Labello  ! 

Heu !  heu !  nisi  tu 
Me  ames, 
Pereol  piUaleu! 

Heu!  heu! 

'    Per  comua  lunss 

Perpetud  tu  ne 

Me  vexes  impun^  ?  .  . . 

I  nunc  choro  salta 
(Mac-ghius  nam  tecilm) 
Plants  magis  altA 
QdLm  sueveris  mecum ! .  .  • 

Tibicinem  quando 
Cogo  fustigando 
Ne  &lsum  det  melos, 
Anhelus. — 

A  te  in  sacello 
Vix  mentem  revello, 
Heu !  misere  scissam 
Te  inter  et  Missam ; 
Tu  latitas  vero 
Tam  stricto  galero 
Ut  cemere  vultum 
Desiderem  multiim. 
Et  dubites  jam,  nbm 
(Ob  animse  damnum) 
Sit  £u  huno  deberi 
Aufiorri? 
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Ooh  hone !  like  an  owl, 
Day  is  night, 
Dear,  to  me  without  you  I 

Ooh  hone ! 

Don*t  proYoke  me  to  do  it : 
For  there's  girls  by  the  score 
That  lores  me,  and  more. 

And  you'd  look  very  queer, 
If  some  morning  you'd  meet 
My  wedding  all  marching 
In  pride  down  the  street. 

Throth  you'd  open  your  eyes, 
And  you'd  die  of  surprise 
To  tmnk  'twasn't  you 
Was  come  to  it. 

And  faith!  KattyNaile 
And  her  cow,  I  go  bail, 
Would  jump  if  I'd  say, 
"  Katty  Nailo,  name  the  day." 
And  though  you're  fair  and  fresh 
As  the  blossoms  of  May, 
And  she's  short  and  dark 
Like  a  cowld  winter's  day, 
Tet,  if  you  don't  repent 
Before  Saster, — when  Lent 
Is  oyer — I'll  marry 
For  spite. 

Och  hone  I  and  when  I 
Die  for  you, 
'Til  my  ghost  that  you'll  see  oyery 

night! 


Heu  I  heu !  nisi  tu 
CoriLm  sis 
Cecus  sim  :  eldeu ! 

Heu!  heu! 

Non  me  proyocato, 
Nam  yirsinum  sat,  o ! 
Stent  mmi  amato  .  .  . 

Et  stuperes  pland, 
Si  aliquo  man& 
Me  sponsum  yideres ; 
Hoc  quomodo  ferres  ? 

Qmd  diceres,  si  cum 
Triumpho  per  yicum, 
Maritus  it  ibi, 
Non  tibi ! 

Et  pel !  CatharinsB 
Cui  yacca,  (tu,  sine) 
Si  proferem  hymen 
Grande  esset  discrimen ) 
Tu  quamyis,  hie  aio, 
Sis  blandior  Maio, 
Et  hffio  calet  rariha 
Qukm  Januarius ; 
Si  non  mutas  brcyi, 
Hanc  mihi  decreyi 
rUt  sic  ultus  forem) 
Uxorem ; 

Turn  posth^  diii 
Me  spectrum 
Verebore  tu  .  . . 

Elelcu ! 


THE  PAINTEE,  BAERY. 

"  RotM,  1769. 
"  Nothing  could  have  made  me  more  really  happy  than  your  very 
kind  letter.     It  camo  most  opportunely  to  support  my  spirits  at  a  time 
when  I  was  iU  of  a  fever,  which  I  believe  was  occasioned  by  a  cold 
caught  while  working  in  the  Vatican." 

James  Barry  (R.A.)  to  (Sir)  Jothua  Rtynoldt, 

'*  Apparet  doinus  intus  ct  atria  longa  patescunt, 
Apparent  Priami  ct  vcterum  penetralia  regum." — ^ntid  II, 

His  magic  wand  Prout  waves  again,  and  opes 
Those  hallowed  halls  inhabited  oy  Popes ; 
Wliere  (through  an  odd  rencontre  that  bt^fell)  he 
£t\joys  some  **  table  talk"  with  Ganganelli.— O.  Y. 
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The  hiBtorian  on  whom  will  derolve  the  task  of  tmcing^ 
"  i  la  Gibbon,"  the  decline  and  fall  of  Engtiah  literature, 
must  devote  an  ample  chapter  to  writers  of  romance.  Thii 
class  haa  obtained  an  undue  predominance.  A  motlejr  nn4 
undisciplined  horde,  emerging  from  tbeir  native  hauuU  an  tlie 
remote  houndaiy  of  the  literaiy  domain,  hare  rushed  do»U 
with  a  simultaneous  war-whoop  on  theempireof  learnine,  and 
threaten  not  to  leave  a  veatige  of  sober  knowledge  or  c1na 
taate  throughout  the  range  of  their  Vandal  ineursiona  ; 
memorable  transaction  of  bygone  centuries  is  held  sacred 
from  the  rude  inroad  and  destructive  hatlle-aie  of  tba 
"HiaTOHicit"  novelist.  The  ghoBt  of  FroisaMt  retiaiu 
nightly  the  glimpses  of  the  moon  to  complain  of  tliose  who 
molest  and  torture  hia  simple  epirit ;  Bapin,  Matthew  ^ris, 
Hollinshed,  De  Thou,  Hume,  Clarendon,  and  Sobertson, 
undergo  npoit  mortem  pereecution,  which  those  chro&icleif 
scarce  anticipated  as  the  fniit  of  tbeir  learned  laboun.  Tha 
sisterhood  ot  tiie  sacred  valley  have  taken  the  atFair  sadly  to 
heart ;  and  each  Muae  in  her  turn  sheds  a.  tear  of  coudolenco 
over  the  disfigured  page  of  Clio. 

Nor  has  individual  hiograpby  been  exempt  from  dcvuU- 
tion.  Eichelieu,  Cromwell,  Will.  Wallace,  Henri  CJuatre, 
Cardinal  Borromeo,  Queen  Elizabeth,  Brinsli!/  Kheridia, 
and  a  host  of  victima,  have  been  inimolftt«d  wiih  barbaroun 
ritea  ou  the  ahrine  of  Colbum  and  Bentlcy.  Afl«r  diainter- 
ring  by  dozens  the  memorable  dead  who  tain  would  >l«ep  iB 
Westminster  Abbey,  these  goules  have  traversed  the  ouiti- 
nent,  with  vampire  voracity,  in  quest  of  prey ;  few  on  the 
cbaractera  of  European  celebrity  that  have  not  fed  their  Ji 
diacriininato  insatiate  mow.  Nay,  as  if  modem  hiitoiy  did 
not  afford  scope  fur  the  exercise  of  their  propenaitiea,  tbef 
have  invaded  the  privacv  of  Eomas  life,  to  mault  the  "/orWj 
to  dciiecrate  the  bouse riuld  goda  of  ancient  Italy )  nnd  in 
the  Liat  Day*  nf  Pompni,  an  attempt  ia  made  "to  impute 
modern  foppery,  with  all  its  concomitant  peculiarities,  to 
the  nmsters  of  the  world. 

"  ^t,  lous  dn  iionif  AsHianii,  [itiuuit  noir*  portnit — 
Pciudre  Citon  galant,  ct  Brutus  ijnmnrrt. 
BolUAD,  A.  P.  chanl  UL  _ 

s  doQo  for  the  purpose  of  being  read  by  st 


TUB   PAINTEB,   BAEET.  401 

spinsters,  school-govemesses,  and  linendrapers'  apprentices, 
to  whom  "  circulating  libraries"  look  for  support  and  encou* 
raeement. 

The  poet  Lucan  has  a  passage  in  his  Pharsalia^  wherein 
he  relates  that  when  rude  peasants  sought  to  disturb  the 
sepulchre  of  Maeius,  the  old  Soman  skeleton  started  up  in 
anger,  and  with  a  posthumous  glance  scared  the  sacrilegious 
wretches  from  his  grave. 

**Tri8tia  Syllanfoeoinere  oracula  manes, 
ToUentemque  caput  gelidas  Anienifl  ad  undas, 
Agricol»  vacto  Ma^xtbc  efiVigdre  sepulohro.*'— (Lib.  i.  adflnem.) 

Which  the  French  professor,  Laharpe,  has  so  beautifullj 
rendered — 

"  Du  soo  de  la  charrue,  on  dit,  (^u'un  laboureur 
Entr'ouyrit  une  torabe,  et  saisi  d'epouvante 
Yit  Mabitjs  loYor  sa  t^te  mena^ante, 
£t  lo8  cheveux  ^pars,  le  front  cicatris^, 
S*a88eoir  pale  et  tremblant  but  son  tombeau  bris6.*' 

Onffht  not  apprehension  of  outbreak  from  tho  injured  tenants 
of  the  tomb  to  deter  those  resurrection-men  from  practising 
their  horrid  trade  on  the  classic  subjects  of  Greece  and 
SomeP 

It  is  unfair  to  accuse  Sir  Walter  Scott  of  being  the  parent 
of  this  literary  monster  :  it  was  full  grown,  or  in  its  teens, 
when  HE  adopted  it,  flinging  the  mantle  of  his  genius  over 
its  native  deformity.  Towards  the  close  of  tho  last  century, 
the  muse  of  a  French  abbd,  Marmontel,  brought  it  forth 
in  les  Jncas  and  Belisaire;  Florian  stood  sponsor  to  tho 
urchin  in  Numa  Pompilius  and  Gonsalve  de  Cordoue ;  Jauo 
Porter  acted  the  part  of  wet  nurse  in  Thaddeus  of  Wanaw, 

We  have  been  led  into  these  remarks  by  the  circumstance 
of  meeting  among  the  paners  of  our  sacerdotal  sage  a  sin- 
ffCildr  account  of  men  and  of  things  which  now  belong  to 
history — a  narrative  which,  did  we  not  deprecate  tho  im- 
putation, might  be  taken  for  an  "  historical  romance." 

OLIVER  YORKE. 

Watergratthilft  March,  1830. 

I  have  been  a  sojourner  in  many  lands.  In  youth  I  felt 
the  full  value  of  that  vigorous  period's  nuwosted  energies, 


Txrasa  pbout  e  bsuqitss. 

and  took  care  tliat  my  faculdefi  of  body  and  mind  sbould  not 
be  Blnggiahly  folded  in  a  aupkin,  and  hidden  lieafialli  tbe 
clod  of  mj"  native  isle.  Hence,  wafted  joyful!}-  o'ijt  itio 
briny  barrier,  tbat  encloaes  tbia  unfortuDate  '~  gem  nf  thn 
weatem  world,"  I  early  landed  on  the  ghores  of  coutinental 
Europe,  and  spent  my  best  and  freshest  years  in  Tidting  het 
cities,  iter  coUegiate  balls,  ber  historic  ruins,  her  batUft 
fields.  Moore  and  I  may  say  vnth  truth,  that 
"  We  hire  rouned  througli  thii  worid." 
But  my  proeeedingH  (unlike  Tommy's)  bore  no  resemblaoee 
to  the  conduct  of  "  a  child  at  a  feast."  It  was  not  ia  pur- 
suit  of  pleasure  tbat  /  rambled  through  distant  provincBi: 
neither,  like  "  Childe  Harold,"  did  1  travel  to  atifie  tlw 
Toice  of  remorse— to 

"  Fling  fbrgetfulueu  around  me." 
I  bad  other  views.  A  transient,  but  not  tmobaervant  ptU 
grim,  I  have  kept  the  even  tenor  of  my  way  through  taaay 
a  foreign  tract  of  interesting  country ;  rarely  mingliug  in 
the  bus^  bum  of  men,  though  carefujly  noting  down  with 
meditative  mind  the  diacrepanciea  of  national  thought  aiid 
feeling  as  1  went  along.  Keenly  awake  to  each  passing  oc- 
currence in  the  cities  where  I  dwelt,  though,  like  tia 
stranger  at  Carthage,  myself  unperceived: 

"  Per  medio*,  miacetque  rirui  neqae  i^ntitur  ullL" — (^atid  /■) 
But  I  have  paused  longest  at  Bome.  Not  that  other 
cities  were  divested  of  attraction  ;  but  at  no  inferior  threah- 
old,  at  no  minor  shrine,  could  I  be  induced  to  depose  the 
stafi'.  the  scrip,  and  the  scallop  shell.  Even  now,  in  the  de- 
crepitude of  nge,  the  reminiscences  of  the  seven  bilia,  re- 
freihing  the  verdant  enthusiasm  of  my  boyhood,  retura 
sweetly,  welcomed  like  the  visits  of  early  friendship ;  although 
I  had  an  opportunity  of  renewing  my  acquaintanceship  with 
the  cities  of  France  some  thirty  years  ago,  at  the  peace  of 
Amiens,  still  the  recollections  of  myKoman  sojourn,  benriag 
the  remote  millessimo  of  1769,  have  kept  themselves  (to  use 
a  consecrated  expression]  "yr^raer"  in  my  soul.  ORomet 
how  much  better  and  more  profitable  do  I  feel  it  to  dwell  in 
Bpirit,  amid  the  rulua  of  tl^  moaiunental  eoil,  than  corpo> 
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really  to  reside  in  the  most  brilliant  of  modem  capitals. 
Quanta  minhs  est  chm  reliquis  versari  quam  tui  meminisse  / 

There  is  a  splendid  song  by  some  English  bard,  highly  ex- 
pressive of  the  patriotic  attachment  that  he  must  have  felt  for 
the  island  of  his  birth — enhanced  by  a  reference  to  the  proud 
position  it  holds  among  the  coimtnes  of  Europe  in  arms,  in 
arts,  in  all  the  comforts  of  civilisation,  commerce,  and  free- 
dom ;  the  soul  of  the  composition  is  exhaled  in  that  brief 
condensation  of  impassioned  eulogy,  "  England,  the  Hoipe 
of  the  "World !"  What  this  country  now  is,  Bome  was. 
Seneca  terms  it  (in  his  treatise  De  Consolatione,  cap.  6) 
eommunem  gentibua  patriam ;  the  idea  is  re-echoed  by  the 
naturalist  rliny  (lib.  35,  cap.  5).  The  sensitive  Maatuan 
shepherd  dwells  on  it  with  complacency. 

"  Rerum  pulcheirima  Eoma  I" 

Nor  less  perceptible  are  Horace's  affections,  when  that  ge- 
nuine specimen  of  a  Eoman  *'  man  on  town"  slyly  ex- 
horts some  friend  to  try  the  effects  of  rustication — 

'*  Omitto  mirari  beata 
Fumum  et  opes  itrepituinquo  Bomae !  '* 

Ovid*8  case  is  more  peculiarly  interesting.  He  who  had 
formed  the  chief  ornament  of  polished  society,  the  sought- 
for  and  the  caressed  of  every  Roman  boudoir,  the  arbiter  of 
refinement  and  elegance  at  the  brilliant  court  of  Augustus, 
is  suddenly  banished  to  Scythia ;  a  province  much  resembling 
the  bogs  of  modem  Iveragh,  or  the  wilderness  of  Conne- 
mara.  In  so  woful  a  predicament,  is  it  to  be  wondered  that 
he  should  envy  his  books,  which  would  go  through  so  many 
editions  in  the  capital,  and  be  handed  about  in  every  circle, 
while  he  himself  was  pining  among  the  tasteless  brutes  and 
ignorant  savages  of  the  paludes  Propontidis  ? 

"  Parve . . .  sine  me  liber  ibif  in  Urbcm, 
Ilci  mihi,  quo  Domino  non  licet  ire  tuo  !** 

In  the  decline  of  the  empire,  that  eminent  scholar  and 
highly-gifted  writer,  St.  Jerome,  having  withdrawn  from  the 
fascinations  of  the  Eternal  City  to  a  romantic  hermitage  in 
Palestine,  complained  sadly  that  his  retirement  was  invaded, 
and  iiis  solitude  perpetually  haunted,  by  certain  fairy  visions 
of  Home,  as  is  recorded  by  Erasmus  in  the  life  of  the  saint 
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prefixed  to  the  editio  princeps.. .  (»S^"  Hieronomi  Opera,  1. 1, 
folio,  Basileay  1526.) 

But  Eome  was  not  recommended  to  my  affectionB  and 
cherished  in  my  heart  merely  hecause  of  her  Pagan  excel- 
lence, her  martial  glory,  her  hterary  fame.  I  aspired  to  the 
Christian  priesthood  in  that  city  which  the  code  of  Justinian, 
in  the  absence  of  mere  scriptural  warrant,  calls  the  fountxan 
of  sacerdotal  honour — "/o«*  sacerdotii  ;^^  in  that  city  which 
St.  Prosper,  a  graceful  poet  (a.d.  470),  addressed  in  terms 
of  veneration  and  endearment : 

"  Sedes  Boma  Petri,  quae  pastoraliB  honoris 
Facta  caput  mundo  quidquid  non  possidet  annis, 
Belligione  tenet ; " 

while  a  modem  French  poet,  the  unfortunate  Gilbert,  has 
characterised  that  capital  as 

"  Yeuye  d'un  people  roi,  mais  bbivs  encore  du  monde  T* 

I  looked  on  Eome  as  the  cemetery  of  the  thousand  mabtybs 
whose  ashes  commingle  there  with  the  dust  of  the  Scipios, 
and  whose  bones  Tto  use  the  strange  words  of  the  Bishop  of 
Antioch,  Ignatius;  were  ground  into  flour  by  the  lions  of 
the  amphitheatre,  to  become  the  bread  of  Christ ;  and  there- 
fore I  looked  on  Eome  with  the  eyes  of  old  Chrysostom, 
whose  declaration  comes  fresh  on  my  memory ;  commenting 
on  Paul's  epistle  to  the  Eomans,  he  exclaims :  E^w  xai  np 
Fta/iriv  dta  rouro  ^/Xu  xa/  fiaxa^i^u  on  %cu  ^mv  avroii  su¥Oug  V 
%at  rov  )S/oy  txti  xarsXvfft.  Aio  xai  t^ifffifiog  tj  croX/g  ivrfv^f,  i| 
a^d  ruv  aXXa;y  a-7ravruv'  xai  xaSavi^  ffu/ia  fLiya  xat  i^yQifw 
o^6aXfiovg  tyii  duo  Xa/t7ovra;,  ruv  aytm  rouroiv  ra  ffufiMTm. 
"ExuQtv  a^dytiffiTO  IlauXo;,  ixitdiv  Ilsrpo;*  Evvoijtfarf  Tt  xcu  f^t^an 
o/ov  o-vl/fro  6ia(M(x,  P&;/^i},  rov  Ila'jKov  t^ai^vf^g  avtffrafAtvof  an  m; 
&rixrig  sxitvri;  fjksra  Uir^ovj  xat  a/^o/t£voy  ng  a'XccvTiifftv  rou  Ku^ifru. 
0/a  aToffnXXii  rifi  Xptffrtfj  ^cda  r\  Fu/iti.  {Homilia  in  Epist 
Paul,  ad  Romanos,  ad  Jiiiem.)  An  effusion,  thrillinff  with 
enthusiasm,  the  spirit  of  which  may  be  recognised  m  the 
hymn  by  St.  Prudentius,  in  the  fifth  century,  for  the  joint 
festival  of  Peter  and  Paul : 

"  O  Boma  felix,  quse  duorum  principom 
Es  oonsecrata  glorioso  sanguine, 
Horum  oruore  purpurata  csteras 
Exoellis  orbis  una  pulchritudiues  V 

Ex  officio  Breviar.  Rom.  29  Jnuii, 
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This  topic  must  not,  however,  lead  me  away  from  the  sub- 
ject matter  of  to-night's  paper ;  an  occurrence  that  befell 
myself  and  my  old  schoolfellow,  the  painter  Barry,  in  the 
capital  of  the  Christian  world.     In  the  course  of  these  com- 

Sositions  I  have  felt  conscious  of  over-freely  indulging  in 
lustration  and  soliloquy.  I  auolodse  for  trespassing,  and 
I  do  so  without  availing  msyeif  of  the  excuse  an  erratic 
French  poet  gives : 

**  Pardon,  messienn,  si  je  xnVgare,    I've  got  a  fault,  I  cannot  hinder— 
C'eat  que  j'imito  un  peu  Pindare  I"   A  knack  of  imitating  Pindar. 

It  was  towards  the  close  of  the  autumn  of  1769  that  I 
reached  the  Eternal  City.  With  rapturous  exultation  I 
caught  a  glimpse,  ^m  the  heights  above  the  '*  Pons  Mil- 
▼ius,"  of  that  glorious  landscape  of  ruins :  my  mind  is  still 
impressed,  at  this  distance  of  time,  with  the  solemn  stillness 
of  those  seven  hills  —  the  deep  gliding  of  the  voiceless 
Tiber — ^the  frequent  cypress  rising  in  that  suburban  solitude 
— and  yon  gorgeous  dome  of  the  Galilean  fisherman  swell- 
ing in  triumph  over  the  circus  of  Nero.  I  had  alighted 
from  the  clumsy  vehicle  of  my  Florentine  vetturitio,  sure  to 
rojoin  him  at  the  traveller's  inevitable  rendezvous^  the  Dogana 
Pontificia :  alone  and  on  foot  I  arrived  at  tho  gate  of  liome, 
and  stood  on  the  Piazzo  del  Popolo.  What  was  my  precise 
current  of  cogitation  I  cannot  remember,  but  I  was  sud- 
denly aroused  from  my  reverie  by  the  rough  grasp  of  honest 
and  affectionate  welcome ;  mine  eye  gazed  on  the  well-known 
countenance  of  James  Barry.  *  Tlien  and  there  was  1  des- 
tined to  meet  thee,  best  beloved  of  my  boyhood,  and  earliest 
associate  of  my  school-days  !  with  whom  I  had  often  played 
the  truant  from  the  hedge-academy  of  Tim  Delany. 

"  Meorum  prime  sodalium ! 
Cum  quo  morantem  snpo  diem 
Frcgi.  — lIoB.  lib.  ii.  odo  7. 

Then  and  there  was  it  my  lot  to  encounter  him,  whom  I 
had  remembered  a  shoeless,  stockingless  and  reckless  urchin, 
yet  withal  the  life  and  soul  of  fun  in  the  classic  purlieus  of 
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Blarney  Laue ;  ripe  for  every  tniscrhieT,  but  distJngtuBbed 
amoDg  b1!  tlie  pnpOs  of  (nir  excelletit  Didascaliis  by  tha 
^nphic  accMTHcy  with  wliicli  bia  embryo  gcoiiis  cmild  tncs 
in  l^bslk  on  the  si^bool-door,  or  nith  elate  pencil  on  tfaoBO' 
tablets  sacred  to  Euclid,  the  pedant's  beepectai^l^  proboMi. 
A  red  cow  infreten  over  Mick  Plannngan  s  public-bouse,  vtiU 
exists  to  attest  the  earlv  development  of  bis  iiictorial  talent ; 
even  then,  bis  passioa  for  the  fine  arts  was  uemonstr&tod  by 
the  fact  of  hia  having  removed  from  its  pedestal,  and  con- 
veyed in  the  dead  of  night  to  his  own  garret,  the  wood<n 
eingy  of  a  blackamoor,  that  adorned  the  widow  Brady'i 
tobncco-shop.     I  ailerwarda  lost  sight  of  liim  when  he  mi- 

Sated  from  Cork  to  the  miserable  hamlet  of  Passage  oa  the 
rbour.  His  father,  who  bod  been  a  builder  while  in  town^ 
became  it  appears  the  owner  of  a  amnll  caaating>crsft  j  in 
which,  sadly  against  his  inclination,  ray  poor  JacnL'a  WM 
doomed  to  roam  the  blue  deep,  until  he  at  last  rebelled 
against  his  maritime  destiny,  aud  "  taking  up  arms  againrt 
a  sea  of  troubles,"  determined,  in  opposition  to  parratll 
authority,  atonce  to  "ead  them."  His  anbiiequent  fate  and 
fortunes  sinca he  bad  "cut  the  painter"  1  had  no  meuB  of 
acertaining,  till  thus  accosted  by  what  seemed,  to  my  Btartiei 
eye,  the  most  unaccountable  of  apparitions ;  nor  was  it  )£Q' 
I  had  fairly  ecaoned  hie  outward  semblance,  and  beard  the 
genuine  Munster  brogue,  in  its  pure,  iiiisopbiaticated  Atti> 
cisni,  vibrate  on  his  tongue,  that  doubt  gave  place  to  the 
delight  of  mutual  recognition.  Barry's  wonderment  at  dis- 
covering his  quondam  acquaintance  in  a  eemi-ecdeaiaatial 
garb,  was  not  the  least  amusing  feature  in  the  group  wo 
presented  under  the  pedestal  of  Aiirelian'a  obelisk,  that 
tltin^  its  lengthy  shadow  across  the  spacious  piatza,  oa  Hie 
glorious  Italian  sun  still  lingered  on  the  verge  of  the  ho- 

An  adjourment  was  voted,  by  acclamation,  to  the  nearest 
hospitable  shed  ;  which.  I  remember  well,  was  that  moat 
classically  named  CMtablishment,  the  Onleria  lUlta  SubUla, 
in  the  "  Corso."     There, 
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There  ensued  flask  after  flask  of  sparkling  Orvieto  and  ge- 
nerous "  lachryma ; "  nor  was  the  swelling  tear  of  joyous 
enthusiasm  unnoticed  by  me  in  the  full  eye  of  kindling 
genius,  when  we  drank  to  his  "  art"  and  his  "  hopes,"  cou- 
pled with  the  health  of  "Edmund  Bubee,  hia  noble,  hia 
generoua  protector  /" 

We  parted  at  a  late  hour,  after  collating  our  autobiogra- 
phies, pleased  at  the  coincidence  that  had  reunited  us  once 
more.  Barry  had  but  to  cross  the  street  to  his  modest 
ttanxinoy  in  the  "  Vicolo  del  Greco ;"  I  tarried  for  the  night  in 
the  cave  of  "  the  sybil,"  and  dreamed  over  many  a  frolic  of 
bygone  days,  over  many  a  deed  of  Boman  heroism  ;  com- 
mingling the  recollections  of  Tim  Delany  with  those  of 
Michael  Angelo,  and  alternately  perambulating  in  spirit  the 
"Via  Sacra"  and  "  Blarney  Lane." 

This  renewal  of  acquaintanceship  was  of  advantage  to  us 
both,  durinc;  the  period  of  our  residence  at  Bome.  Though 
the  path  of  our  respective  pursuits  was  dissimilar,  there 
was  on  both  sides  much  of  acquired  information,  the  inter- 
change of  which  was  delightful.  In  all  that  could  illustrate 
tlie  memorials  of  Konian  story,  annals  of  the  republic,  tro- 
phies, temples,  triumphal  arches,  deciphering  of  inscriptions, 
and  such  lore  as  could  be  gathered  from  previous  perusal  of 
what  had  been  written  on  that  exhaustless  topic,  Barry  found 
in  his  friend  a  cheerful  nomeuclator — an  almanac  of  refer- 
ence, especially  in  the  records  and  proceedings  of  priuiitive 
Christianity ;  of  which  Bome,  its  catacombs,  its  churches, 
its  sepulchres,  and  its  MSS.,  are  the  richest  depositories.* 
In  return  for  such  hints,  suggestions,  and  legends,  it  was 
Barry's  pride  to  develop  the  sound  principles  of  taste  and 
criticism — the  theory  of  the  art  he  loved — those  views  and 
speculations  which  he  had  derived  from  nature,  and  from 
intercourse  with  the  author  of  J  Treatise  on  the  Sublime  and 
Beautiful.  Commingling  our  notions,  we  explored  the  mo- 
numental remains  i*tre\vn  in  giant  fragments  over  the  seven 
hills,  from  that  ina;ij;uiriccut  relic  of  imneriul  grandeur, 
"  /*  anjitfafro  Flnvio,^'  to  that  utilitarian  tleposit  of  repub- 
lican glory,  the  "  Cloaca  Maxima,^* 

•  Tlicre  irt  an  t'lnborate  work,  by  Father  Aringlii,  bearing  the  quaint 
title  of  Roma  Subh:rranea^  2  voU.  folio,  Horn.  10G3,  which  cmbodica 
much  of  the  iuformutiou  hero  alluded  to. — ruoUT. 
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Among  the  attributes  flud  peculiarities  of  Citnoi 
intellect,  there  has  been  often  noticed  im  occasional  plajrft 
uess,  a  wbitDBical  boyislineas,  with  which  the  tamo  prudsFf 
of  mediocre  talent  ia  rarely  chargeable.     This  cbsracleriiCie 
idioayncracy  was  observable  in  Biury  r  he  had  rettuuei  in 
the  maturity  of  manhood   thot  accompiuiinient  of  labum 


;eniuB — the  heart  of  childhood  still  fresh  and  warm  in  liii 


breast.  My  friend  loved  a  frolic.  I  know  not  whether  itj 
was  the  irresistible  impulse  of  school-day  ussiiciutionj  whivli 
my  presence  cominnnicatcd ;  but  in  the  most  soleitui  local- 
ities, when  the  spot  would  pi^clude  any  idea  of  fat),  a  suil* 
den  whim  would  take  his  fancy— the  distinguished  paiuter 
would  disappear  by  some  enchantment,  and  Icavo  nau^t 
behind  but  the  urclun  of  the  streets  of  Curk.  In  eiamining 
the  environs  of  the  Capitol,  as  we  looked  up  with  awe  at  tha 
Tarpeian  Rock,  he  suggested  that  1  fllioiild  cliiuh  th»  pin- 
Daele,  and  place  myself  in  theattitudeof  nn  ancient  criminol 
about  to  tnke  the  last  fatal  step,  in  supposed  acconlatus 
with  the  leiialui  eonaultum  in  such  cases  nmdo  and  provided. 
I  had  scarcely  folded  my  clerical  gown  into  the  most  ap- 
proved fashiou  of  a  Soman  toga,  and  asauiniHl  a  look  of 
sublime  attachtiieut,  even  in  death,  to  the  laws  of  my  oou 
trv.  eitendiog  my  arm  to  the  temple  of  Jupiter  Stator, — 
wnen  a  blow  of  a  cabbage 'stump,  nimed  with  Uiieiring  pro- 
dsion  froin  the  kitchen-garden  where  Barry  stood  bcww,- 
hod  well  ui^h  hurled  me  from  my  eminence  Vaiuly  did  Z- 
claioi  the  protection  of  canon  law,  wliich  excommUDicatB^i 
the  perpetrator  of  a  similar  enormity  (Si  quia,  suaitente  i/ia*' 
bulo,  vUfieum  pfcuwrif,  &e.  canou  §  ife  peraiiioritut :  Bect> 
3,  ilejaftu  M«f .)  ;  he  would  urge  my  own  quotatioa  froin 
Horace,  authorising  poets  or  painters  to  attempt  anytitiiig 
^  within  the  range  of  human  audacity,— jm'iifi iff  tiuilrn/U. 
We  loved,  at  the  sotetna  hour  of  sunset,  ero  twilight  enr 
had  tlung  his  mtsly  mantle  over  the  scene,  to  ascend  tu^ 
ther  the  Jauiculiim  Hill,  because  of  the  unrivalled  prcopect 
which,  from  the  grand  reservoir  of  the  Arqua  Paulina,  mar  Im 
enjoyed  iu  the  coo!  of  the  cveutog,  commandiiif;  the  ancr""* 
and  modern  city,— palaces,  domes,  and  campaiiili  contrul 
in  picture  SI]  lie  confusion  with  the  giant  pillars  of  Trajan ; 
of  Antouine. — the  circiimfereuce  of  ita  walls, — a^jutKlnetai 
stretching  in  broken  scries  across  the  desolate  cnmpagua, — 
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the  silent  course  of  the  Tiber  winding  its  serpent  length 
through  the  whole  compass  of  the  horizon,  the  distant  hills 
of  Tivoli  and  Alba  on  the  verge  of  the  landscape,  lost  among 
the  Apennines, — there  would  we  sit  and  contemplate  awhile 
the  matcliless  vision,  with  emotions  far  deeper  than  those 
felt  by  Martial,  whose  eye  scanned  the  same  tract  of  land 
from  the  same  eminence  in  olden  days. 

"  Hinc  septem  dominos  videre  monies, 
£t  totam  lioet  ecstimaroBomam." 

Then  anon  the  sportive  spirit  would  rush  upon  Barry,  and 
strangely  jarring  on  the  harmony  of  local  reminiscences, 
amid  the  awfulness  of  historic  cogitation,  would  burst  forth 
a  wild  and  grotesque  song,  composed  in  honour  of  the  mari- 
time village  where  he  had  spent  his  young  days,  manifestly 
an  imitation  of  that  unrivalled  dithyramb  the  *'  Groves  of 
Blarney,"  with  a  little  of  its  humour,  and  all  its  absurdity. 

Tk€  AttractionM  qf  a  faihionabU  Irish  Watering'pUiet, 


The  town  of  Passage 

Is  both  large  and  spacious. 

And  situated 

Upon  the  say. 
*Tis  nato  and  dacent, 
And  quite  adjacent 
To  come  from  Cork 

On  a  summer's  day ; 
There  you  may  slip  in 
To  take  a  dipping, 
Foment  the  shipping 

Tliat  at  anchor  ride ; 
Or  in  a  wherry 
Cross  o'er  the  ferry 
To  Carri^aloe, 

On  the  otlicr  side. 

Mud  cabins  swarm  in 
Tins  place  so  channiug, 
With  sailor  garmtnits 

Hung  out  to  dry  ; 
Anil  each  abode  is 
Snug  and  comnuKliour, 
With  pigs  melodious 

In  their  straw-built  sty. 


'Tis  there  the  turf  is. 
And  lots  of  murphies. 
Dead  sprats  and  herrings, 

And  oyster  shells ; 
Nor  any  lack,  O  I 
Of  good  tobacco — 
Though  what  is  smuggled 

By  for  excels. 

There  are  ships  from  Cadis, 
And  from  Barbadocs, 
But  the  leading  trade  is 

In  whisky-punch  ; 
And  you  may  go  in 
Wlioro  one  Molly  Bowen 
Keeps  a  natc  hotel 

Fur  a  quiet  lunch. 
But  land  or  deck  on, 
You  may  safely  reckon. 
Whatsoever  country 

You  come  hither  from. 
On  an  invitation 
To  a  jollification, 
With  a  parish  priest 

That's  called  "Father  Tom."« 


^  Tha  Rev,  Thomat  England^  P.  P.,  known  to  the  literary  world  bj 
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Of  ships  there's  one  fixt  There  "  Saxon"  jailors 

For  lodging  convicts,  Keep  brave  repallors, 

A  floating  "  stone  Jug"  Who  soon  with  sailors 

Of  amazing  bulk  ;  Must  anchor  wei^h 

The  hake  and  salmon,  From  th*  em'rald  i&Laiidf 

Playine  at  bagammon,  Ke'er  to  see  dry  land. 

Swim  tor  divarsion  Until  they  spy  land 

All  round  this  "  hulk  j"  In  sweet  Bot'ny  Bay. 

Some  people  will  think  this  conduct  of  my  departed  friend 
veiy  childish,  and  so  it  was,  doubtless ;  but,  to  quote  the 
language  of  his  patron,  Edmund  Burke,  in  one  of  those  im- 
mortal pamphlets,  replete  with  a. wisdom  and  a  philosophy 
never  granted  to  the  soul  of  an  Utilitarian,  "  Why  not  gra- 
tify children  ?  lawyers,  I  suppose,  were  children  once.  Is 
the  world  all  grown  up  ?  is  childhood  dead  P  or  is  there  not 
in  the  bosoms  of  the  wisest  and  the  best  some  of  the  child's 
heart  left  to  respond  to  its  earliest  enchantments  ?"  There 
is  a  remark  by  Coleridge  relative  to  this  propensity  of  su- 
perior mental  power  to  humble  itself  to  the  capacity  and 
the  pursuits  of  the  infant  mind,  which,  if  I  recollected  his 
exact  words,  I  would  here  record  ;*  but  I  have  constantly 
observed,  in  my  own  experience  of  life,  and  my  own  range 
of  reading,  that  such  has  ever  been  the  tendency  of  all 
gifted  men  in  every  age,  from  Agesilaus  to  Henri  Quatre — 
from  the  prophet  who  adapted  himself  to  the  proportions  of 
infancy,  '*  his  eyes  upon  his  eyes,  his  mouth  upon  his  mouthy  his 
hand  upon  his  hands*'  (2  Kings,  chap.  iv.  ver.  34),  to  our  own 
immortal  patriot  Grattan,  who,  in  the  home  a  nation  gave 
him,  amid  the  woods  of  Tinnahinch,  played  hide-and-seek 
with  his  children ;  where  (as  Moore  says)  he  who  had  guided 
the  councils  of  the  collected  wisdom, 

**  The  most  wise  of  the  old, 
Became  all  that  the  youngest  and  simplest  hold  dear." — Monody^  ife, 

"  a  life"  of  the  celebrated  friar,  Arthur  O'Leary,  chaplain  to  a  dub  which 
Ciuran,  Yelverton,  Earls  Moira,  Gharlemont,  &c.  &c.  established  in 
1780,  under  the  designation  of  "  the  Monks  of  the  Screw." — O.  Y. 

•  The  remark  of  which  Prout  only  recollects  the  substance  may  be 
found  in  Coleridge's  Aulobiograph.  LUer.y  vol  i  p.  85,  "  To  carry  €mjke 
feelings  qf  childhood  into  the  power*  of  manhood  is  tllA" prroilege^cf 
yemus"  &c.  &o.  Pope  seems  to  have  had  a  foretaste  of  this  melapliy- 
iical  discoyery  when  he  wrote  on  his  friend  Gay — 

, "  "  In  wit  a  man^  simplicity  a  child  "^0,  Y; 
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Some  weeks  passed  on,  and  I  began  to  see  less  of  Barry. 
Anxious  to  store  my  mind  with  whatever  knowledge  was  to 
be  obtained  in  the  haunts  of  learning,  I  spent  my  days  in 
frequenting  the  halls  of  the  University  {urchigymnaa,  rom,), 
imbibing  the  wisdom  of  its  professors.  To  some  of  these  I 
willingly  pay  the  tribute  of  acknowledgment ;  they  were 
men  of  acute  and  quick  perception,  clear  and  lucid  delivery, 
easy  and  affable  intercourse  :  their  lectures  at  once  animated 
ana  substantial ;  others  (alas !),  like  our  modem  Lardners, 
operate  on  the  crowd  of  ea^er  students  like  the  reading  of 
the  riot  act — dull,  ploddmg,  pompous,  pragmatical,  and 
emptv-headed. 

While  I  was  thus  engaged  in  sounding  the  depths  of  Tho> 
mas  Aquinas,  my  countiyman  was  ardently  pursuing  his 
favourite  vocation,  studying  the  antique ;  I  was  busied  with 
forms  of  syllogistic  disputation,  he  tracing  graceful  shapes 
of  feun  and  nymph — -rsyche  and  Gunymede;  I  wrestled 
with  Duns  Scotus  and  Peter  Lombard,  he  grappled  with  the 
dying  gladiator,  or  still-breathing  Laocoon ;  that  block  called 
the  Torso  was  his  idolatry ;  I  worshipped  an  equally  pon- 
derous folio  of  Cornelius  k  Lapide. 

Months  rolled  away,  in  occasional  visits  from  the  painter ; 
but  I  could  observe  that  his  brow  wore  the  mark  of  a  dis- 
turbed spirit,  and  that  he  laboured  under  fits  of  depression. 
He  made  no  difficulty  of  communicating  to  me  the  subject 
of  his  tribulations,  which  had  little  foundation  in  reality, 
but  were  sufficient  to  sting  to  madness  an  over-sensitive  • 
mind,  such  as  mv  friend  unfortunately  possessed.  He  had 
persuaded  himself  that  the  English  artists  at  Bome  were  in 
a  combination  against  him, — he  was  doomed  to  be  ever  the 
victim  of  jealous  envy, — his  efforts  to  gain  celebrity  would  bo 
ever  thwarted  by  preferences  bestowed  on  inferior  craft  and 
intriguing  dullness.  To  these  troubles  of  his  fancy's  crea- 
tion there  was  superadded  the  straitened  circumstances  in 
which  he  was  placed — wholly  dependent  on  the  small  an- 
nuity which  Edmund  Biu'ke  (by  no  means  wealthy  at  that 
period)  contrived  to   bestow  on  him  (60/.)  •     AH  these 

*  Baity  vraa  not  the  only  Englinh  artist  whote  poverty  at  Rome  was 
proTcrbial ;  the  eminent  landscape  painter,  Wilson,  was  sadly  unpro- 
vided with  the  precious  metals  wliilo  a  student  in  tliat  capital.  There 
b  an  odd  story  told  of  his  doffing  his  coat  ono  fine  day  tor  a  game  of 
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symptoms  of  his  internal  organisation,  which  afterwards  in 
London  broke  out  into  such  fearful  manifestations  of  irrita- 
bility, required  my  utmost  skill  to  soothe  and  to  pacify. 
Poets  haVe  been  termed  an  angry,  susceptible,  and  sensitive 
race — prone  to  take  umbrage  at  imaginary  slight,  and  vision- 
ary wrongs ;  Barry  belonged  to  the  most  exalted  class  of 
the  genus  irritabile ;  and  this  impatience  of  mind,  deriving 
intensity  from  constitutional  habit,  brought  on  death,  ere  that 
plenitude  of  fame  on  which  he  might  have  CQunted,  could 
be  granted  to  his  too  eager  imagination.  The  h'ne  of  obser- 
vation into  which  I  have  been  thus  led,  is  the  sentiment 
expressed  by  le  Baron  de  Pontaues,  in  his  consolatory 
address  to  Chateaubriand. 

"  Ainsi  les  maitres  de  la  lyro  T-^^^g  temps  one  ombre  fugitive 

Partout  exhaleiit.  leur  chagrins,  Semble  tromper  leur  noble  ot- 

Yivants  la  douleur  les  d6chire  ;  gueil ; 

Et  ces  dieux  que  la  torre  admire       La  Gloirb  eufin  pour  eux  arrive^ 
Ont  peu  compte  de  jours  sereins.   Kt  toujours  sa  palme  tardive 

Croit  plus   belie  au  pied  d*im 


OBRCUBIL.'* 


Tve  marked  the  youth  with  talents  His  fate  had  been,  with  ardent  mind 

cursM,  To  chase  the  phantom  Fame, — to 
Tve  watch*d  his  eye,  hope-lit  at  find 

first —  His  grasp  eluded ; — calm,  resign- 
Then  seen  his  heart  indignant  burst  ed — 

To  find  his  genius  scorned !  He  knows  his  fate—he  dies ! 

Soft  on  his  secret  hour  I  stole,  Then  comes  bekowit  !  then  fame  ap- 
And  saw  him  scan  with  anguished  pears ! 

soul  Globt  ppoclaims  the  coffik  hers  1 

Glory's  immortal  muster-roll  Aye  greenest  over  sepulchres 
His  hame  should  have  adorned !  ralm-tree  and  laurel  rise  I 

In  the  midst  of  these  vexations,  arose  on  the  destiny  of 
my  friend  a  guiding  star,  a  mild  and  holy  influence,  which, 
\\iA  it  not  been  withdrawn  suddenly  and  for  ever,  might 
liave  rescued  Barry  from  his  own  unruly  imaginings,  and 
linked  him  to  social  existence,  There  is  a  secret  spell  by 
which  the  gentle  voice  of  beauty's  admonition  finds  access 

tennis  in  the  baths  of  Caracalla  (where  the  English  had  got  up  a  sort  of 
ball  alley),  when,  lo  I  on  his  back,  by  way  of  lining  to  his  waistcoat,  a 
splendid  waterfall,  with  grotto,  &c.  &c.  became  visible ;  a  contrivance, 
no  doubt,  of  his  laundress,  to  turn  his  productions  to  some  profitable 
purpose. 
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to  the  most  ironbound  and  intractable  tempers.  In  hia 
risits  to  the  Vatican,  Barry  had  been  noticed  by  the  old 
custode  who  tenanted  the  Torrionc  dei  Venti  at  the  extreme 
end  of  the  palace.  Fabio  Centurioni  (such  was  the  ho- 
Boured  name  of  this  respectable  veteran,  the  senior  officer 
of  the  Vatican  gallery)  was  in  himself  an  object  not  un- 
worthy of  the  antiquarian's  attention.  He  belonged  to  a 
pace  distinct  in  character  and  feelings  from  the  vulgar  crowd 
who  crawl  through  the  streets  of  Home.  Of  an  old  trans- 
tiberine  family,  he  claimed  with  the  trasteverini  uncon- 
ditionated  pedigree,  ascending  through  the  vicissitudes  of 
intervening  barbarism  to  the  ancient  masters  of  the 
world.  Whether  he  traced  the  relationship  up  to  Eabius 
Maximus — 

•*Unu8  qui  nobis  cunctando  restituit  wm"  (Enniut) — 

I  have  omitted  to  ascertain.  But  if  solemn  gait,  gravity 
of  deportment,  absence  of  unnecessary  speea  in  word  or 
gesture,  were  of  genealogical  import,  his  descant  on  the 
m'eat  Cunciator  was  unquestionable.  His  affection  for  young 
Barry  originated  in  a  sort  of  fancied  resemblance  to  the 
old  Koman  character  which  he  thought  he  could  discover 
in  the  foreign  artist ;  and  certainly,  as  far  as  energy,  vigour, 
a  proud  and  generous  diH])()sition,  and  an  uncompromising 
dignity,  were  typical  of  the  sous  of  Komulus,  the  Irish 
painter  justified  the  old  gentleman's  discernment.  lie  en- 
tertained for  my  friend  a  predilection  he  took  every  oppor- 
tunity of  exhibiting,  being  hoard  to  declare  Barry  more  of  a 
"Roman  than  the  whole  tribe  of  degenerate  wretches  who 
dwelt  on  the  right  bank  of  the  river.  But  what  set  the 
seal  to  the  custode's  approbation,  was  the  unbounded  vene- 
ration both  felt  in  common  for  the  huge  Torso  at  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  gallery— a  colossal  fragment,  known  through- 
out Europe  from  the  many  casts  which  have  been  taken 
therefrom,  and  which,  in  shape,  size,  and  wonderful  attri- 
butes, can  only  be  compared  to  the  Blarney  stone ;  of  which, 
to  the  vulgar,  it  appears  an  exact  fac-simile.  Fabio*s  eye 
glistened  with  delight  as  he  watched  our  enthusiast  sketch- 
ing this  glorious  block,  day  after  day,  in  every  po.'^itiou  nud 
attitude.  An  invitation  to  his  apartments  in  the  palace  was 
the  result ;  thus  Barry  became  acquainted  with  Marcella. 
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Pure,  delightful,  beavenly  being !  sixU'  jeora  have  peased 
■    over  my  head,  and  revolutions  have  swept  over  tbe  fnoe  <rf 
I    Europe,  and  monarchies  have  passed  away,  and  Tor  more 
I    than  naif  a  century  thy  nshes  oave  slept  in  tlie  church  of 
I    Senia  Cecilia  in  Iraslenere  ;  but  thy  image  is  now  before  me, 
lovely  and  animated  as  'when  thy  amile  cheered  tbe  wild 
!    Irish  artist,  whom  thou  didst  uufeiguedly  lore !     In  that 
churcb,  near  the  tomb  of  the  martj-red  saint  (thy  model  anil 
thy  patroness),  a  marble  tablet,  curved  by  the  hand  of  thy 
heart-broken  father,  may  yet  be  seen,  with  the  words, — 
"  MaBCBLLA  CeKTUKIOKI.  DI  APNI  18,  TERQiyE  Boha!(j^ 
FACE  iMPLOBA."     Tliat  peace  is  assuredly  thine.     Of  too 
gentle  a  texture  wert  thou  to  endure  tbe  trials  of  life  and 
I   toe  rude  contact  of  adversity.     Hence  in  mercy  wert  tboa 
.  withdrawn  from  this  boisterous  world,  and  received  into  t]ie 
harbour  of  rest.     With  grief  I  record  thy  early  tate ;  but 
,   I  sorrow  not  for  thee !     My  mind  loves  to  dwell  on  &6 
probable  destiov  of  my  friend,  had  Heaven  granted  him  a 
partner  through  life,  adviser,  help,  tutelaTy  deity,  in  her 
whom  he  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  for  ever.     Of  wUat 
<  avitil  are  the  fond  speculationa  of  friendship  F     Both  sra 
\  long  since  no  more ;  and  I  myself  must  soon  rejoin  them  In 
I  the  mysterious  region  that  stretches  out  beyond  the  ptive. 
Ne^er  shall  I  forget  the  Christmaa  of  1709.     In  Italy, 
'  the  annual  occurrence  of  that  merry  festival  is  aceoropaoied, 
in  the  family  circle  as  well  as  in  the  public  rejoicings,  with  i 
certain  demonstrations  of  religious  feeling;  it  is  not  nierelr, 
M  in  England,  a  season  of  carousing  and  revelry.     Thfi  pio- 
turcsijuc  appearance  and  grotesque  i^ostumc  of  the  rustic 
minstrels,  who  come  down  from  the  Apennines,  and  fill  the 
citv  with  the  melody  of  their  bagpipes  (not  unlike  a  group 
of  Bethlehem  shepherds),  is  nottlie  least  interesting  feature 
iu  tlio  Boleranity.      Church  ceremonies,  appealing   to  the 
senses  of  the  people  (for,  in  spite  of  the  march  of  intellect, 
there  must  ever  be  an  outward  and  visible  display  of  reli- 
gious worship  for  tbe  bulk  of  mankind),  kindle  in  »  mar* 
vellous    degree    the    fervour    of  these  southern    votaries, 
impressing  them  with  sentiments  appropriate  to  the  com. 
memoration  of  Christ's  nativity.     It  was  then  that  throa|rb 
Hurry,  who  was  a  constant  visitor  of  Pabio  Centimimi,  in 
"  It,  looked  on  in  the  light  of  an  accepted  son-in-law,  I  be- 
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came  intimate  with  the  old  custode's  family,  and  mixed  with 
the  circle  that  gathered  round  his  fireside.  Countless  the 
happj  evenings  we  spent  in  the  society  of  those  good  and 
hospitahle  people — many  the  moments  of  unmixed  enjoy- 
ment. Excellence  in  music  is  the  hirthright  of  every 
daughter  of  Italy ;  Marcella's  voice  thrilled  with  a  delicacy 
of  feeling  and  depth  of  expression  it  has  not  been  my  fortune 
to  meet  with  in  any  part  of  the  continent.  Memory  will 
at  this  distance  brmg  back  snatches  of  that  exquisite  me- 
lody ;  and  just  now  a  ballad,  replete  with  graceful  piety, 
which  I  believe  to  be  of  her  own  composition,  presents  itself 
to  my  recollection.  It  is  but  a  fragment ;  but  as  I  never 
saw  it  in  print,  I  cannot  supply  the  portion  deficient  to 
complete  the  poem,  which  contains  a  supposed  dialofi;ue  be- 
tween the  Virgin  Mary,  a  gipsy,  and  St.  J  oseph,  in  the  land 
of  Egypt. 

La  Zmgarella, 


Ben  venato,  vecohiarello ! 
Con  questo  bambino  bello 
Che  'sto  core  m'  innamora  | 
Dio  ti  salri  bella  signora  1 

Siete  stanohi  e  meflchini ; 
Credo,  poreri  pellegrini, 
Cbe  cercato  d*  alloggiare ; 
Yuol  signora  scavalcare  P 

Alia  tua  bella  prcscnza 
Tutta  mi  sento  riverenza, 
E  anoor  credo  per  certo 
Che  renite  dal  desorto* 

Siete  Btanchi  della  via, 
Vi  offerisco  la  casa  mia ; 
Benchc}  sono  povorclla, 
Son  una  donna  Zingarella. 

Se  non  5  come  meritate, 
Signoruccia  pcrdonate, 
Queet'  onor  Tolete  farmi  ? 
Questo  piacer  Tolete  darmi  P 


Aggia  quk  una  stallella 
Buona  per  'sta  somarella ; 
Paglia  e  ficno  ce  ne  getto, 
Vi  h  per  tutti  lo  r\cetto. 

E  tu,  yecchiarello,  siedi ! 
Sci  venuto  sempro  a  piedi ; 
Ayete  fatto,  o  bella  figlia. 
Da  trecento  o  tanto  miglia. 

O  ch'  h  bello  *8to  figliarello 
Che  par  fatto  con  pcnnello, 
!Non  ci  80  dar  assomiglio 
Bella  madre  e  bcUo  figlio. 

Non  avcto  piu  paura 
V  indovino  1*  ayentura, 
Noi  Bignora  cos!  8ino, 
Facciam  8cmpro  1'  indoyino. 

Quel  picciolin'  mi  tocca  il  core 
Mo8tra  mi  dunque  per  fayorc, 
Fammi  grazia  8ignorina 
Dammi  qili  la  sua  manina,  &o.  &c. 


Cf)t  ;^tgljt  into  Cgppt.    9  Sallalf. 

There*!  a  leirend  that's  told  of  a  gipiy  And  she  lived  in  the  dajs  when  oar  Lord 

who  dwelt  wan  a  child 

In  the  land  where  the  Pyramids  be ;  On  his  mnther'H  immaculate  br«>ajit; 

Aadherrobe  was  embroidered  with  Stan,  When  he    fled  from  his  foes— when  to 

and  her  bolt  KRTPt  exiled, 

With  derlMs,  right  wondroai  to  Mt  i  lie  went  down  with  St.  Joseph  the  blest. 


Thl 

EByptl-nheldMBT 

newUhm. 

And  Uw'fti'i'uni'wH  giv 

F«r«a  eWltik  Dukad  1 

.     '»'''"   ... 

.^ 

r'flL'S'^''t'; 
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•nipniWa  ndfl< 

In 

the  litunte  nf  llio  dl«t»MI«  rmwd 

But 

ph«l.«t 

He  vim  or  llie  pitlfli-ln*,  ■IIU  >l 


On  litr  b««m  ibi  irof  firlns  tb 


;iJ<r  anoD  In  bn  Etkhip  bui 
mfuriridimlnuUnnlH 
rTiil  b>  HM  Iwir  IbitkHWW 

cIllllllxlumbCTUMlBI 

led  auk  murk  aad  wuk  ll>v 
urnR<"'rdi.Utn-i|lM| 
UIK  n  I"  >lr>  tiM,  \a  uto. 

illtgo  d[  RuaRlli,"  JsHfk 
g'dwilt  in  th)  moarita 


AndinEgyptmlMkeoimoj™ 
'  Tticn  ja  Uny  villi  me  ]-  eiisd  ttii 


And  tli«  vtBderer  IwliD  Ait  lili  w«i,  {DleiKd  lupB  ut  Die  Odilllad)  nlU 

ru«B  h<t  gnntU  from  Ibc  glHn  at  thf   Andilia  klH>dliDlIiUi<fcelar  tbetaJM 

Tn«HiiiiB  her  Brem  w  Nuil ;  And  ■d.T.iil  liiinnlniirti— thmii 

WliPr*  iliii  Kprnd  ibeni  ■  binituet  of  LKtbefuxDr  hli  oinllitr.vhaetawttflr 

hulM-iDdiBhfd,  d«ll 

VrttliiBiiuiger.wiuIiiuodrsrUuBsI*;  With  bur  hHtwitlia  btnk>D/tluMl>- 

The  diameter  and  proBpeeta  of  Bnrry  tievcr  ptt^eoted 
themselves  to  liis  fiienda  uuUer  a  bi'igbter  aspect  than  dti> 
ing  the  period  of  his  intimacy  with  tlie  aminble  ittdweUers 
of  the  Torrione  rfe'  fenti  in  the  VnticaH  gtirdeiis.  The  eootb- 
iiig  iuf1u(!ui.H!  of  milder  alFei:tiora  becniiie  majiifest  in  the 
iji'iui  Gliul  attention  with  which  he  deferivd  to  the  couasela 
of  Mnrcelltt'B  father,  who  having,  in  rirlue  of  his  office,  ei 
many  BUccesaive  geuerntionB  of  young  enthusiast*  eHM, 
in  the  same  pofessioiinl  waUt,  woa  qualified  to  guiclA  UlftO' 
advise.  The  privikge  of  ofciiss  to  ihv  gnllcry  al  ljDUT9Tvbn|,t 
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by  the  established  regulations,  all  others  were  excluded,  waa 
ail  advantage  which  Barry  knew  how  to  appreciate ;  and 
which  I  notice,  because  it  gave  occasion  to  an  occurrence  I 
alone  witnessed,  and  which  I  promised  during  his  lifetime 
never  to  disclose.  Since  his  death  I  have  no  motive  for 
either  publishing  or  concealing  this  anecdote ;  to  tell  the 
truth,  I  apprehended  that  its  very  singularity  would  perhaps, 
in  the  estimation  of  many,  be  a  reason  for  refusing  credence 
to  the  narrative ;  but  in  the  eyes  of  the  few,  for  whom  I 
writ«  {contentuM  paucis  lectoribui)^  I  hope  the  romantic 
nature  of  the  transaction  will  not  damage  the  statement,  or 
prejudice  my  veracity ;  it  being  a  trite  saying,  that  matters 
more  extraordinary  occur  in  real  life  than  are  recorded  in 
fiction. 

Barry  loved  to  study  in  the  Vatican  gallery  by  niffht ;  an 
indulgence  the  mildness  of  the  season  (it  was  now  the  close 
of  May  1770)  would  allow  of.  The  custom  of  permitting 
foreigners  to  explore  the  museum  by  torchlight,  on  payment 
of  fees,  had  not  been  established;  James  had  no  apprehension 
of  intruders  on  the  privacy  of  his  studious  hours.  There,  by 
the  glare  of  a  bronze  lamp,  he  would  sit  while  the  city  wan 
hushed  to  repose ;  and  wliile  the  glimmering  flame  would 
cast  a  shadowy  lustre  on  the  contours  of  some  antique 
croup,  he  would  sketch  the  forms  of  the  mighty  dead,  drink- 
uig  deep  at  the  fount  of  Greek  inspiration.  I  have  before 
advertea  to  the  notion  he  Imd  imoibed,  that  the  English 
artists  at  Home  were  jealously  watchful  of  his  studies  ;  that 
they  sought  to  appropriate  the  conceptions  of  his  teeming 
fancy,  and  to  rob  him  of  his  originality.  Hence  to  Barry 
the  consciousness  of  being  unobserved  constituted  the 
charm  of  these  nocturnal  pursuits :  none  but  I  had  been 
allowed  access  to  his  vigils  in  the  gallery — a  mark  of  friend- 
ship  I  have  reason  to  remember.  On  the  evening  of  the 
20tn  of  May  we  had  both  been  staying  up  late  with  the  old 
custode  in  the  Torrione.  Barry  had  been  rather  warmly 
engaged  with  his  host  in  a  controversy  i*e6pecting  the  rela- 
tive merits  of  the  recumbent  Cleopatra,  and  the  reclining 
figure  of  a  colossal  river  god,  supposed  to  be  the  Nile.  As 
I  took  some  interest  on  behalf  of  his  favourite  the  Cleo- 
patra, ho  oil'ori'd  to  accompany  me  thillior,  with  the  old  cus- 
tode*8  permission;  and  give  me  ocular  dcmo\\^\.t\xWvi\i  ^^1  >ivi^ 
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correctness  of  his  views.  As  by  this  time  (it  wm  veu  mid- 
night)  we  had  demolished  uot  a  few  flasks  of  ffottano,  1  Mi 
nothiog  loath  ;  eu  we  folded  our  cloaks  about  us,  and  I  bora 
the  torch.  I  question  whether  Diomed  and  Ulysses,  in  their 
night  excursion  across  the  plain  of  Troy,  experienced  lalUer 
emotions  than  did  we,  as  with  echoing  tread  we  paced  tlie 
solemn  halls  of  the  pontifical  palace,  between  ranu  of  ■&• 
tique  statues,  confronting  us  in  every  possible  Tsnetf  of 
attitude, — menace,  grief,  admiration,  welcome,  or  terror. 
Nothing  appeared  so  illuetratire  of  a  visit  to  the  aliadee  eS 
Erebus, — 


Barry  would  pnuse  before  some  marble  favourite,  iDtrodon 
me  to  its  individual  merits,  teach  me  to  throw  the  light  in- 
diciously,  delivering  himself  withal  of  some  of  those  Btrlkioc 
theories  which  I  loved  to  trace  in  his  Buhsequent  printM 
lectures  on  the  art  he  adored.  But  as  we  slowly  approAcbisd 
the  iala  de  CUopa/ra,  the  term  of  our  appointed  pilgnn- 
8^e,  a  Budden  and  unaccountable  start  on  the  part  of  mj 
friend  dashed  the  torch  out  of  my  hand — and  "  I'll  be 
hanged,  Prout!"  cried  he,  "if  the  ruiGaaB  dont  listen  to, 
every  word  I  utt«r:  did  you  not  see  that  scoundrel  .f^j^lib . 
"  kens  lurking  behind  the  Antinons?— by  Q — d.  'tis  he!" — 
"For  shame!"  1  rejoined;  "can't  you  keep  from  eurauif 
at  this  hour  of  night,  and  in  the  very  residence  of  the  8<m>- 
reign  pontiff  ?" — "  "Tis  true,  by  hell!"  cried  out  tny  infu- 
riated friend,  reckless  of  that  stem  reporter  for  the  c<-U«tial 
press,  the  recording  ang«l,  who  no  doubt  dropped  a  dehti^ 
sive  tear  on  an  oath  the  decided  oflspring  of  niiiDoraanis ; 
"  but  I'll  soon  teach  the  ruacaJ  to  eiercise  elBewkere  his 
talents  as  eaves-dropper,  spy,  and  nkgiansl!" — So  Baying, 
he  rushed  to  the  spot  where  he  fancJed  he  had  sisen  bcs  foe; 
and,  spite  of  the  obscurity  of  the  hall,  on  the  flotjr  nf  which 
lay  the  semi-extinguished  torch,  I  could  still  penwivc  lli»t 
he  had  in  fact  grappled  not  with  a  mere  creation  of  liin  trou- 
bled fancy,  but  with  a  bond  Jide  human  shape,  mr"*  '  ' 
the  ample  folds  of  a  long  ecclesiastical  robe,  and 
apparently  without  resiataace  to  the  rude  energy 
uiuant.    Barry  soon  relaxed  his  gnup,  when  lie  li 
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EBcertaiiied  that  bis  prisoner  was  an  old  priest  and  an  Italian; 
but  muttered  still,  with  indomitable  wratb, "  You  may  tbank 
your  stars,  my  boy,  tbat  you  wern*t  that  blackguard  Nolle- 
kens.*'— "  Grazie  tante  /"  was  the  ejaculation  of  the  venerable 
captive,  wben  he  had  sufficiently  recovered  from  his  a£&ight: 
^'  your  mistake  had  well  nigh  mid  consequences  which  none 
would  regret  more  than  yourselves,  lou  are  foreigners, 
and,  if  I  may  judge  from  your  idiom,  English  ;  I  am  a  resi- 
dent of  the  palace.  No  doubt  a  love  for  the  arts  haa  occa- 
sioned your  presence  here  at  this  unusual  hour.  'Tis  well. 
Follow  me  towards  the  sala  di  SanDamaso,*'  There  was  some- 
thing  authoritative,  as  well  as  conciliat9ry,  in  the  tone  of 
our  new  acquaintance ;  and  as  I  shewed  a  disposition  to  ac- 
cept the  invitation  of  one  whom  I  guessed  to  be  a  dignitary 
of  the  Papal  court,  Barry  did  not  hesitate  to  accom- 
pany me. 

We  paused  not,  we  spoke  not.  Onwards  we  went  through 
the  different  corridors  and  antechambers  that  separate  the  Va- 
tican gallery  from  that  portion  of  the  palace  which  our  guide 
had  mentioned.  Each  6<i«o/a,each  door,  seamed  to  recognise  the 
passage  of  a  master,  flying  open  at  his  touch.  At  length  we 
entered  what  appeared  to  be  a  study.  The  walls  were  hung 
with  Flemish  tapestry;  and  a  bronze  lamp  of  antique  fashion, 
dependent  from  the  gilt  oak  ceiling,  faintly  illumined  the 
apartment.  In  the  centre,  a  table  inlaid  with  exquisite 
mosaic  was  strewed  with  various  documents,  seemingly  of  an 
official  character ;  amongst  which  a  single  book,  though  torn 
and  disfigured,  quickly  attracted  my  eye.  I  knew  at  a 
glance  the  familiar  folio.  It  was  a  copy  of  the  standard 
regulations  of  my  old  tutors,  "Institutum  Societatis 
Jesu."  "We  were  seated  at  the  Italian  prelate's  request. 
A  servant  in  the  papal  livery  was  summoned  by  a  rapid 
signal  from  an  adjoining  room  ;  a  brief  order  to  bring  wme 
and  refreshments  was  delivered,  and  executed  with  magic 
promptitude.  Meantime  Barry  kept  his  eye  on  me  to  ascer- 
tain what  I  thouj^lit  of  our  singular  position.  Our  host  left 
no  space  for  n^flection,  but  pressed  us  with  genuine  hospi- 
tality to  partake  of  what  lay  before  us.  Wine  is  the  ^p:^at 
dissolvent  of  dintruat,  and  generator  of  eordiality.  Kever 
was  this  more  forcibly  oxemplilied  than  in  my  friend's  case, 
who,  totally  oblivious  of  the  late  awkward  scuffie  between 
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liimeelf  and  the  most  rcvereud  di^taTy,  launched  <mt  itll 
a  diversity  of  topics  connected  willi  the  fine  nrt«,  of  whidl'^ 
our  entertainer  appeared  to  be  u  sincere  aud  eulightBnod 
admim'. 

Thinking  It  tigh  time  to  mil  in  the  eonversation,  "  I  ■ 
liappf  to  find,"  Eaid  I,  quaffing  a  g\ass  of  Maln^  "  that  (t 
JeBuita  have  a  friend  at  the  court  of  Gangnnelli." 

"  Speak  you  thus,  abbaHno  T'  rejoined  our  host.  "  Yoil 
are  then  an  admirer  of  Loyola's  inetitute.  Am  there  maaf 
such  in  France,  where  it  appears  you  have  studied  ?" 

I  described  the  GalHcun  episcopal  body  as  uaonimoudf 
adverse  to  the  proposed  destruction  of  that  socii'tv. 

"  The  king  of  France,  the  kings  of  Spain  nui  BorttigBl; 
think  differently,  young  man,"  said  the  prelate  wilh  mum 
warmth,  and  with  a  tone  that  only  served  to  kindla  VBf 
zeal  in  defence  of  my  old  professors. 

"The  Due  de  Cboiseul  and  Kfndame  de  Pompadonr  may 
have  persuaded  the  imbecile  Louis  XV.  to  ndoijt  the  vifwi 
of  the  uTiters  in  the  Eiteydopidie^tha  minister  of  bis  most 
Catholic  Majesty  of  Spain  may  fancy  the  property  of  die 
Society,  in  the  mother  country,  in  South  America,  and  ia 
tho  East  Indies,  a  fair  object  of  plunder.  Maniuis  de  Pbin* 
bol  may  entertain  similar  opinions  at  Lisbon ;  but  siuriy 
the  judgment  of  a  knot  of  courtly  conspirators,  acting  in 
unhallowed  concert,  should  find  its  proper  weight  in  the 
■balance  of  the  sanctuary.  Catherine  of  Russia  and  tht  gn  ' 
Frederick  of  Prussia  think  differently  of  these  men,  I 
profeKs  their  readioesB  to  offer  theiu  an  asylum.  But  if 
It  be  true  (as  it  is  rumoured  in  the  Pia«ia  Colonna)  \  _ 
the  restoration  of  Avignon,  estreated  by  France  during  tMi 
late  pontificate,  is  to  be  the  reward  of  OnnganclU'a  mintt^ 
viency  to  the  court  of  Versailles,  I  must  aay,  and  I  ^obI 
care  wbo  hears  it,  that  a  more  flagrant  case  of  simony  ssd 
corruption  never  disgraced  the  snnats  of  the  ValirJin.  Al 
to  the  wretched  province  regained  by  such  means,  it  may 
well  bear  the  denomination  given  of  old  to  the  Pott^t 
pid,  hakeldama!" 

A  dismal  scow!  passed  over  the  brow  of  my  intrrlocalob 
"  Is  it  not  the  first  duty  of  the  supreme  pastiir,"  he  bsntflr 
observed,  "to  conciliate  tlie  hcada  of  the  Clirialian  flock? 
Your  own  country  teaches  a  lesson  on  pontifical  obstinsejr. 
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Had  Clement  VII.  shewn  less  rigour  in  refusing  to  your 
eighth  Harry  his  demand,  by  insisting  on  the  very  doubtful 
canon  law  of  the  case,  England  would  at  this  day  be  the 
most  valuable  ffeofF  of  St.  Peter's  domain.  In  bygone  days, 
the  request  of  Philippe  Le  Bel,  backed  by  the  emperor,  the 
kings  of  England  and  Spain,  was  deemed  sufficient,  in  the 
teeth  of  evidence,  to  condemn  the  noble  brotherhood  of  the 
Temple.  These  ** orders^*  are  of  human  institution:  the 
Jesuits  must  be  yielded  up  to  the  exigency  of  the  times. 
To  calm  the  effervescence  of  the  moment,  the  Pope  may 
safely  dismiss  his  '  Janissaries.'  *' 

"  let  the  day  may  come,"  I  replied,  "  when  Christianity 
may  want  the  aid  of  science  and  of  literature — when  the 
paltry  defence  of  ignorant  bigotry  will  be  no  longer  of  any 
avail — when  all  the  motley  host  of  remaining  monks  and 
friars,  white,  black,  and  grey,  will  find  their  inability  to  fill 
the  space  left  void  by  the  suppression  of  that  intellectual 
and  redeeming  ohdeb  which  once  destroyed  can  only  re- 
appear in  a  feeble  and  inefficient  imitation.'* 

Two  hours  had  now  elapsed  since  our  midnight  adventure ; 
and  the  warning  chime  of  the  palace  belfry  gave  mo  an  op- 
portunity, in  accordance  with  Barry's  repeated  signals,  to 
take  leave.  The  prelate,  having  carefully  ascertamed  our 
names  and  address,  placed  us  under  the  guidance  of  the  at- 
tendant in  waiting,  who  led  us  by  the  corf  He  dei  Suizzeri  to 
the  Scala  rrgia ;  and  we  finally  stood  in  front  of  St.  Peter's 
Church.  We  paused  there  awhile,  little  dreaming  that  it 
was  the  last  niglit  we  should  pass  in  Home.  The  moon  was 
up,  and  the  giant  obelisk  of  Sesostris,  that  had  measured 
the  sands  of  Lvbia  with  its  shadow,  now  oast  its  gnomon  to 
the  very  foot  of  that  glorious  portico,  (lushing  with  peren- 
nial murmur,  the  two  immense  jeii  d*enu  flung  out  their 
cataracts  on  each  side  of  the  sublime  monument,  and  alone 
broke  with  monotonous  sound  the  silence  of  the  night. 

Poor  Marcella!  those  two  hours  had  been  a  space  of 
severe  trial  and  sad  suspense  for  thee ;  but  we  knew  not 
till  months  had  elapsed  the  fatal  conseciuences  that  ensued. 
Barry,  when  he  parted  with  her  father,  had  promised  to  re- 
main but  a  moment  in  the  gallery  ;  and  old  Centurioni  bade 
his  daughter  wait  up  for  his  guests,  while  he  himself  sought 
his  quiet  pillow.    Hours  rolled  on,  and  we  come  not.    The 
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ii)ea  of  nocturnal  aeBOSsimitioii,  tinTartitnately  too  ramiliar 
to  the  Boiuau  mind,  awakened  by  the  noa-appearancc  of  tlia 
Iridh  artist,  took  rapid  poBsesaion  of  her  kindling  inutgiaa- 
tion,  as  ahe  watched  in  the  Torriont  in  vain  for  hja  return. 
The  transition  from  doubt  to  the  certainty  of  some  indefi- 
nable danger  was  the  work  of  an  instant.  Yielding  to  the 
buld  impuiBe  of  hereditary  instinct,  ahe  seized  the  brouie 
lamp  that  burned  on  the  mantelpiece,  grasped  a  Danuuoua 
blade,  the  weapon  of  some  crusader  iu  olden  time,  andglidtng 
with  the  speed  of  thought,  was  soon  far  advanced  in  ha 
searching  progresa  through  the  corridors  and  galleriea  of  tl* 
palace.  Had  the  statue  of  Lucretia  leaped  from  its  pedc«t4l 
it  might  present  a  similar  appearance  in  gesture  and  devi;- 
portment.  AJas,  ahe  was  never  to  re-enter  the  parental 
dwelling  !  Ere  the  morning  dawned  the  romantio  jjirl  wa* 
a  prisoner  in  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo,  under  euapicioD  of 
being  employed  by  the  Jesiiita  to  assassinate  Glauganelli  I 

Strange  whispers  were  current  at  break  of  day  ; — "  An 
Irish  painter  and  an  Irish  priest,  both  emiasaries  of  '  tlii 
Saeiety'  had  been  detected  lurking  in  the  Vatican:  an  aasault 
had  been  committed  on  the  aacred  person  of  the  pontiff: 
they  had  avowed  all  in  a  secret  interview  with  his  holinew, 
and  hod  confessed  that  they  were  employed  by  Lawrence 
Ricci,  the  general  of  the  order."  At  the  Engliali  coffee- 
house in  the  Ptat;a  di  Spagna,  the  inoming'a  gossip  wu 
early  circulated  iu  Barry's  hearing ;  the  truth  flashed  on  Uii 
mind  at  once.  He  ran  to  my  apartments,  I  was  thun- 
derstruck. 

Nothing  had  as  yet  transpired  concerning  Murcella'B  itn* 
prisonsent ;  and  we,  unfortunately,  resolved  on  s  step 
whichgnve  a  colourable  pretext  to  accusation.  Iu  the  hurry 
of  our  alarm,  we  agreed  on  quitting  Rome  at  once.  Bany 
took  the  road  to  Bologna ;  and  I  was  by  noon  in  the  Poutine 
marshes,  on  my  way  to  Kaples.  Our  friends  thought  Uf 
safely  immured  in  tuose  celfs  which  the  "holy  oflico"  (till 
keeps  up  at  its  iiead'^uarters  in  the  Dominican  eunvunt, 
called,  iriniically  enough,  " La  Minerva." 

Old  Ceuturioni  was  debarred  the  privilege  of  seeing  hit 
daughter  ;  in  silent  anguish  he  mourned  over  his  child,  tnd 
bemoaned  t)ie  fate  of  the  young  foreigners,  who,  he  doubted 
not,  wen-  eiiualty  iu  Iho  Imuds  of  "justice."  But  the  wont 
was  to  cume.     I'hat  ungeUu  being,  whose  untiire  wm  t«o 


A   SERIES   OF   MODEBK  LATIN  POETS.  613 

pure,  and  whose  spirit  was  too  lofty,  to  endure  the  disgrace 
and  infamy  imputed  to  her,  remained  haughtily  and  indig- 
nantly passive  under  the  harsh  and  unmerited  infliction. 
She  gave  no  sign.  An  inflammatory  fever,  the  comhined 
result  of  her  uncertainty  concerning  the  fate  of  her  lover, 
and  irritation  at  the  very  thouc;ht  of  such  heinous  guilt 
thus  laid  to  her  charge,  closed  m  less  than  a  fortnight  her 
earthly  career.  Her  death  set  the  seal  to  my  friend's  evil 
destiny. 


A  SERIES  OF  MODEEN  LATIN  POETS. 
Chaptxb  I. — The  Silkwobm,  a  Poem.    By  Jerome  Vida. 

'*  £cco  Alesflandro  il  mio  signor  Famese ; 
O  dotta  compagnia  che  teco  mena  I 
Blosio,  Pierio,  e  ViDi.  CrenioneBe 
D'alta  facondia  inessicabil  vena.*' 

Abiosto,  Orl,  Fur.  cant,  ult.,  it.  xiiL 

**  Immortal  Veda.  !  on  whoso  honoured  brow 
The  poet*8  bays  and  critic's  ivy  grow." 

Pope's  Ettay  on  Critieitm, 


r. 


At  the  southern  extremity  of  the  French  metropolis  there 
lieth  an  extensive  bnrying-ground,  which  rejoiceth  (if  any 
uch  lugubrious  concern  can  be  said  to  rejoice)  in  th'j  name 
of  "  Cimetihe  du  Mont  Parnasse.'*  Some  Cockney  tourists 
have  had  the  curiosity  to  visit  this  Parnassian  grave-yard, 
under  the  impression  that  it  was  a  kind  of  Gallican  '*  Poets' 
Comer,"  or  sepulchral  "limbo,"  set  apart  for  the*^- 
cea5e3  children  of  the  muse,  in  the  same  national  spirit  that 
raised  the  "  H6tel  des  Invalides,"  and  inscribed  on  the 
church  of  Ste.  Genevieve,  or  "Pantheon"  (where  Marat 
and  Mirabeau  and  Voltaire  were  entombed),  that  lapidary 
lampoon,  "  yiuxorands  hommes  lapatrie  reconnaissante.**  No 
such  object,  however,  appears  to  have  been  contemplated  by 
the  municipal  authorities  of  Paris,  when  they  inclosed  the 
funereal  field  thus  whimsically  designated. 

L  L 
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A  collection  of  poetical  effusioDH  in  any  one  of  the  dead 
longuagea  would,  we  apprebend,  cousideriog  tbe  present 
state  and  prOBpeets  of  literature,  turn  out  to  be.  in  the 
gloomieet  Bense  of  the  word,  b  grave  imdertaking.  Hebrew, 
Greek,  Latin,  and  Anglo-Saioa,  are  truly  and  really  dead, 
defunct,  mute,  unspoken. 

" Mooiieur  Ualbroafc  eat  mort,  est  mort  ct  irAHTtt" 

Hebrew  is  dead,  and  no  mistake! — the  Wandering  Jew  mult 
have  fotmd  that  out  long  since.  We  venture  to  affirm  that 
Salathiel  (who,  according  to  Crolv,  luvks  about  the  iiriiB- 
gogue  in  iSt.  Alban's  Place)  has  often  laughed  at  tbe  tanat 
of  our  modem  Babbim,  and  at  those  pothooks  "  with  points" 
which  are  hawked  about  among  tlie  learned  as  cnpio*  oF  the 
original  Hebrew  Scriptures.  As  to  the  idiom  of  Kine 
Alfred,  to  say  nothing  of  Queen  Boadiceo,  liow  few  in 
our  literati  are  eonversajit  therein  or  cognisant  thereof! 
Kemble,  Wright,  and  Lingard  (^pavri  qvoa  aqiiui  amml 
Jupilrr),  enjoy  an  undisturbed  monopoly  of  Anglo-Saaoo— 
Greet  exhioits  but  few  symptoms  of  vitality ;  no  Barnes, 
no  Person,  no  Wolff,  grace  these  degenerate  days :  day, 
tlie  mitre  seems  to  have  acted  as  an  extinguisher  ou  tuo 
solitary  light  of  Bloomfield.  Oiiord  hath  now  nothing  in 
common  with  the  Boirfofo;  but  the  name,  and  tbe  groves 
of  Cam  have  ceased  to  be  those  of  Acndemus,  Things  arc 
not  much  better  on  the  Continent.  While  Buonaparte  frgm 
tlie  rock  of  St.  Helena  still  threatened  Europe,  we  recollect, 
inn  provincial  city  of  France,  a  candidate  for  the  ofiice  of 
town-librarian,  who  was  outvoted  by  an  ignorant  competitor, 
and.  on  inquiry,  found  that  many  of  the  royalist  coustitu- 
enoy,  hearing  of  his  being  au  nrdent  "  HtUeHht,"  hod 
fancied  him  a  very  daugerous  character  indeed,  Latin  is  iitill 
the  language  of  the  Bomish  liturgy,  nnd  consequently  roay 
have  some  elaim  to  rank,  if  not  as  a  living  tongue,  at  least 
aa  one  half-alive  :  "  difunclut  adhuc  loi/uilur."  Tiiangh,  in 
sober  truth,  if  we  are  to  judge  from  tbe  q^uHlity  generaUf 
met  with  in  that  quarter,  we  should  be  inclined  to  say  th^ 
the  tongue  of  Cicero  had  long  since  gone  to  the  dogs. 
Wearetemptcd,however,to  try  ontbeae  "unknown  tongue" 
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the  effects  of  that  galvanic  process  which  is  known  to  be  so 
successful  in  the  case  of  a  dead  frog.  We  open  the  under- 
taking with  a  name  that  may  give  assurance  to  our  first  at- 
tempt, and  prevent  uncharitable  folks  from  applying  to  our 
operations  tne  old  surgical  sarcasm  of  experimentum  in  animd 
vili.  The  beautiful  poem  of  Vida  shall  fitly  introduce  our 
series,  and  usher  in  these  "  modern  instances  "  of  lively  com- 
position— lively  even  in  a  dead  language.  It  will  soon  be  seen 
whether  Prouf  can  be  allowed  by  the  local  authorities  to  carry 
on  the  trade  of  resurrectionist  in  the  Cimelihre  du  Mont  Par^ 
muse.  If  the  *'  subjects  he  has  disinterred  *'  be  not  found 
firesh  enough  for  the  purposes  of  critical  dissection,  still  we 
do  not  despair ;  something  may  be  made  of  the  most  thin 
and  meagre  anatomies,  and  a  good  price  is  occasionally  got 
for  a  skeleton.  The  hermit  of  Watcrgrasshill  never  pretended 
to  enjoy  the  faculty  of  old  Ezekiel — to  clothe  with  substantial 
flesh  the  dry  frame- work,  the  "  disjecta  membra^''  the  poetical 
bones  scattered  over  the  vale  of  Tempo ;  though  such  mi- 
raculous gift  might  find  full  scope  for  its  exercise  in  the 
Oolgotha  of  Parnassus.  "And  behold,  there  were  very 
many  bones  in  the  open  valley,  and  lo!  they  were  very  dry,** — 
Ezekiel,  xxxvii.  2. 

We  had  first  decided  on  calling  this  new  batch  of  Prout 
Papers  a  **  modem  Latin  anthology,"  but,  on  reflection,  we 
have  discarded  that  common-place  title  ;  the  term  anthohgy 
beariue  obvious  reference  to  a  still  blooming  flower-garden, 
and  being  far  too  fresh  and  gay  a  conceit  for  our  purpose. 
Prefixed  to  a  poetic  miscellany  in  any  of  the  living  tongues, 
it  might  pass,  and  even  be  deemed  suitable ;  applied  to 
Latin  or  Greek,  it  would  be  a  palpable  misnomer.  Dried 
plants,  preserved  specimens,  and  shrivelled  exotics,  may 
perhaps  make  up  a  hortus  siccus ;  but  not  a  garland  or  a 
nosegay. 

Dead  languages  have  one  great  advantage,  however,  over 
living.  These  latter  are  fickle  and  perpetually  changing 
(like  the  sex),  varium  et  mutabile :  whereas  the  former, 
like  old  family  portraits,  are  fixed  in  form,  feature,  and 
expression.  Flesh  and  blood,  confessedly,  have  not  the 
durability  of  a  marble  bust ;  the  parlance  of  the  ancients  is 
effectually  petrified.  There  is  nothing  "  movable  "  in  the 
•*  characters  "  of  Greek  and  Latin  phraseology:  all  is  sterco- 
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type.     It  is  pleasant  to  cnmpose  in  sii  idiom  of  wliich  every 


word  ia  long  ti 


equally  beyond  tlie  reach  of  vulgar 


e  cuooDised,  nud  has  tnkeu  its  allott^id  plaiv 


md  the  t'e^r  of  Tidgsi- 


ir  Qeoflrey  Cliaueer  k 
ries  attendant  on  tbe  use  of  an  obsolete  vocabiilary.  Some 
inotteni  jourueyinau  has  found  it  expedient  to  dislocate  all 
faia  jolute,  under  a  pretext  that  his  gnit  was  awkward  :  to 
rejuvenate  the  old  fellow,  it  was  thouf^Iit  beat  to  take  him  to 
piecea  on  the  plan  of  those  Greek  children,  who  lioiled  tiidr 
greudfstlier  ia  a  magic  cauldron,  and,  as  might  be  expected, 
found  "  death  in  the  pot."  Who  can  now  relish  Sir  Walter 
Boleieh,  or  sigh  with  Sir  Philip  Siduey.  or  sing  the  merry 
ballftdta  of  Sir  Thomas  More,  whose  jiopulur  poema  giaoed 
the  dawn  of  metrical  composition  in  England  't   AJna  ! 


Dr.  Maginn,  in  his  younger  days,  deeply  pondering  on  the 
fleeting  nature  of  tbe  beauties  of  modern  compositiona, 
and  the  frail  and  transitory  essence  of  all  living  forma  of 
speech,  bad  a  notion  of  rescuing  these  charming  things  from 
inevitable  decay,  and  announced  himself  to  tbe  publiu  oa  n 
poetical  EMBALMKR.  He  printed  a  proposal  for  wrapping 
up  in  the  imperishable  folds  of  Greek  and  Latin,  with  sundry 
apict^s  of  his  own,  the  songs  and  ballads  of  these  islauda  ; 
which,  in  a  few  centuries,  will  be  imintelUgible  to  posterity. 
He  had  already  conimesced  operating  on  "  Black-eyed 
Susan,"  and  had  cleverly  disembowelled  "Alley  Croaker;" 
both  of  which  miide  excellent  classic  mummies.  "  Wapping 
Old  Stairs,"  in  his  Latin  trantilation,  seemed  to  bo  the  veri- 
table Gradiit  nd  Pamatintm;  and  his  Greek  version  of  "'Twu 
in  Trafalgar  Bay  "  beat  all  .Eschylus  ever  sung  about  Saln- 
inia.  What  became  of  tbe  project,  and  why  tlie  doctor 
gave  it  up,  we  cannot  tell :  he  is  on  unnccuuntabli*  cha- 
racter. But  while  we  regret  this  embalming  pW  should 
have  been  abandoned,  we  are  free  to  confeas  that,  in  our 
opinion,  "  Old  King  Cole,"  in  Hebrew,  waa  his  best  cfibrt« 
It  waa  equal  to  Solomon  in  all  his  glorj-. 

thuAt  pTotr^oHieHa  have  led  ua  ill  a  somewhat  tigxag  path 
fur  away  irom  cni'  Blurt  in  g-jjoint,  which,  on  loo£ng  baiilr. 
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we  find  to  be  Jerome  Yida's  poem  of  the  "  Silkworm." 
From  a  memorandum  in  the  chest,  we  learn  that  Prout  was 
induced  to  undertake  this  translation  in  the  year  1825,  when 
400,000  mulberry- trees  were  planted  on  the  Kingston 
estates  by  what  was  called  "  the  Irish  Silk  Company,"  with 
a  view  to  "  better  the  condition  of  the  peasantry  in  the 
south  of  Ireland."  That  scheme,  somewhat  similar  to  the 
lottery  humbug  lately  got  up  by  Messrs.  Bish  and  0*Con- 
nell,  produced  in  its  day  what  is  sought  to  be  again  effected 
by  designing  scoundrels  now — it  created  a  temporary  mysti- 
fication, and  stayed  off  the  enactment  of  poob-laws  for 
the  season.  Prout  early  discovered  the  hollow  treachery  of 
all  these  projects,  and  locked  up  his  MS.  in  disgust.  He 
seems,  however,  to  have  reperused  the  poem  shortly  before 
his  death ;  but  the  recollection  of  so  many  previous  attempts 
at  delusion,  and  the  persevering  profligacy  with  which  the 
dismal  farce  is  renewed,  seems  to  have  so  strongly  roused 
his  indignant  energies,  that,  if  we  decipher  right  the  cross- 
ings in  red  letters  on  the  last  page,  tne  aged  clergyman, 
deeming  it  an  act  of  virtue  to  feel  intense  hatred  for  the 
whole  of  the  selfish  crew  that  thrives  on  Irish  starvation, 
has  laid  his  dying  curse  on  the  heads,  individually  and  col- 
lectively, of  Lord  Limerick,  Spring  Eice,  and  Daniel  O'Con- 
nell. 

OLIVER  YORKE. 


WaterpratthiU,  May  1825. 

When  at  the  revival  of  letters  the  beauties  of  ancient  lite- 
rature burst  on  the  modern  mind,  and  revealed  a  new  world 
to  the  human  intellect,  the  first  impulse  of  nil  who  had  the 
luck  to  be  initiated  in  the  mysteries  of  classic  taste,  was  to 
model  their  thoughts  and  expressions  on  these  newly- dis- 
covered originals,  and,  like  Saul  among  the  prophets,  to 
catch  with  the  very  language  of  inspiration  a  more  exalted 
range  of  feelings  and  a  strain  of  lolber  sentiment.  The  lite- 
rati of  Europe  conversed  in  Latin,  and  corresponded  in 
Greek.  It  had  not  yet  entered  into  their  heads,  that  the 
rude  materials  of  Italian,  Prench,  and  English,  might  be 
wrought  up  into  forms  of  as  exquisite  penection  as  they 
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thcii  possrnscd  in  tlio  reiannnta  of  cImbic  eloquence  and 
poetry.  Tlipv  despaired  of  muking  a  silkeo  purae  out  of  ft 
sow's  ear.  Tlie  exumple  of  Dante  and  Petrarch  bad  not 
emboldeDod  tlipm  ;  ihii  latter,  indeed,  always  cousidered  liia 
Lntin  poem,  written  on  tlie  second  Punie  war,  and  entitled 
"  Afi-ico."'  as  mucli  more  likely  to  cnaure  him  permanent 
renown  than  his  snnnels  or  canaini ;  and  the  former  had  to 
strURgle  with  his  own  misgiinngB  long  and  serioiiBly  ere  bs 
decided  on  not  trusting  hia  Commedia  to  the  custody  of  Latin. 
Artoato  has  lefttwovolumesofLatin  poetry.  It  was  deemed 
a  haxardouB  experiraent  to  embark  intellectual  capital  on 
the  mere  security  of  a  vulgar  tongue  ;  and  to  sink  the  riches 
of  the  mind  in  so -depreciated  a  concern  was  thought  a  most 
unprofitable  invesfcineDt.  Hence  genius  waa  expended  on 
what  appeared  tho  more  solid  speculation,  and  none  bat 
Oreek  and  Latin  scripla  were  "  quoted  "  in  the  market  of 
literature.  All  this  "paper"  has  wofully  fallen  in  value ; 
I  aeo  little  prospect  of  its  ever  again  looking  up. 

Lord  Bacon  nnd  LeibnitK,  Newton,  Grotius,  and  Milton, 
long  otler  modem  languages  had  become  well-established 
an  vehicles  of  valuable  thought,  still  adhered  to  the  safer 
aide,  and  thus  secured  to  their  writings  European  perusal. 
An  Universal  Language,  a  General  Pacification,  and  a  Com- 
mon Agreement  among  Christian  sects,  were  three  favourite 
day-dreams  of  I^'ibnitz;  but,  alas!  each  of  these  projects 
seems  as  far  aa  ever  removed  from  any  prospect  of  reali- 
lation.  Latin,  however,  may,  in  some  sense,  be  considered 
the  idiom  most  universally  spread  throughout  the  republic 
of  letters.  The  Itoman  empii'e  and  the  Boman  church,  by 
&  combined  efibrt,  have  brought  this  result;  and  Vtrgil  aeems 
to  have  a  prophetic  vision  of  both  these  majestic  agoots 
actively  engaged  in  the  dlesemination  of  his  poetry,  when 
he  promiaea  immortality  to  Ntaus  and  Euryalus : 

"  Fortunati  omba  i  ai  quid  mea  cannula  poanmt 
KoUb  diBa  unquam  meinori  roa  Biimet  aato 
Dum  damui  Alnca  capitoti  immabilo  Mtum 
Acoolet,  imperiumquc  Paltr  Homanul  habebit." 

If  by  domut  ^mm  he  mean  the  dynasty  of  the  Csoan, 
tlje  Valer  Romanus  must  allude  to  the  popes ;  nnd  Leo  the 
Tenth  was  probably  in  his  mind'tf  eye  when  he  made  this 
VAticimitiou. 
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To  excel  in  Latin  poetry  was,  under  that  golden  pontifi- 
cate, a  favourite  accomplishment.  Yida  and  Sonnazar, 
Bembo  and  ITracastor,  cultivated  with  success  this  branch 
of  the  humanities  in  Italy.  The  reformer  Theodore  Beza 
was  a  distinguished  Latin  poet  at  Geneva,  though,  in  the 
selection  of  some  of  his  subjects,  he  shews  a  taste  rather 
akin  to  that  of  our  own  Theodore  Hook  than  marked  by  any 
evangelical  tendency.     The  Jesuits,  while  they  upheld  the 

Sapal  empire,  powerfully  contributed  also  to  enlarge  the 
ominions  of  tne  Eoman  muse ;  and  Casimir  Sarbiewski, 
Bapin,  Yaniere,  and  Sidronius,  were  at  one  time  the  admir- 
ation of  all  European  academies.  Buchanan  is  far  better 
known  abroad  by  his  carmina  than  by  his  Scotch  history ; 
and  the  Latin  poems  of  Addison,  Milton,  Pamell,  with 
those  of  that  witty  Welshman,  Owen  (not  to  speak  of  the 
numerous  Musa  AnglicanoR,  Mtua  Etoneiues^  &c.  &c.),  have 
fully  established  our  character  for  versification  on  the  conti- 
nent. It  is  not  sufficiently  known  that  the  celebrated  poem, 
De  Connubils  Florum,  which  gave  the  hint  of  the  Loves  of  the 
Plants*  and  of  Darwin's  Botanic  Garden,  was,  in  fact,  the 
production  of  an  Irishman,  who,  under  the  name  of  Deme- 
trius de  la  Croix,  published  it  at  Paris  in  1727.  He  was 
from  Kerry,  and  his  real  patronymic  was  Diarmid  M*£n- 
croe;t  though,  like  his  immortal  countryman,  Dinnish 
Lardner,  he  exchanged  that  for  a  more  euphonous  appella- 
tion. Scotland's  illustrious  son,  the  **  admirable*'  Cncnton, 
whose  brilliant  career  and  character  should,  one  would 
imagine,  have  attracted  the  notice  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  they 
being  wonderfully  susceptible  of  historico-romantic  deve- 
lopment,^ possessed,  among  other  singular  accomplishments, 
the  faculty  of  extemporising  in  Latm  verse;  and  on  one 
occasion  before  the  assembled  literati  of  Mantua,  having 
previously  dazzled  his  auditory  with  a  display  of  philosophy, 
mathematics,  divinity,  and  eloquence,  he  wound  up  the  (Uiy's 

*  These,  in  their  tuni,  produced  the  **  Lovefl  of  the  Trianglea,"  in 
the  Anti-Jacobin, 

t  See  Botanicon  PariMtente  of  Leraillant,  edit,  by  Boerhave,  p.  8. 

X  We  are  glad  to  find  that  the  author  of  Rookwood  has  taken  up  the 
cudgels  for  this  neglected  Scot.  We  anticipate  a  romance  in  the  true 
ron  tpiritu  stylo  alrcadv  employed  so  fcUcitously  in  the  case  of  the 
^  "aflrirallo"  Turpin.     Of  this  more  anon. 
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proceedings  by  reciting  u  whole  poem,  on  a  Biibjw;t  fiir- 
niabed  by  liia  antagoniBt,  and  dismissed  the  astoniahed 
crowd  in  raptures  with  his  unpreineditated  Bong.  Tliomu 
DempateruB,  another  natirc  of  "  that  ilk,"  won  hia  laurels 
ill  tbis  department  of  composition ;  aa  did  William  Lilly, 
the  grammarian,  and  Thomas  Morus,  the  chancellor,  ia  Eng- 
land, lo  Holland,  Johanaet  Secuadua  gained  renown  by  liia 
Basin;  Hugo,  hy  his  Pta  Dexideria ;  not  to  mention  Daniel 
Heinsius  and  fioihom.  In  Spain,  j4ria$  Montanus,  bo  well 
knovn  by  liis  edition  of  the  Hebrew  Bible,  was  not  iuele- 
rant  as  a  Latin  versifier.  Cardinal  Barberini  (aflerwordi 
Pope  Urban  VIII.)  ranks  high  among  the  favoured  of  the 
muse :  the  Oxford  edition  of  his  poema  (e  typis  Clarendon. 
1726)  lies  now  before  me.  Ang.  Politian  Scaliger  and 
Sfondrat  (De  raptu  Helenit)  should  not  be  omitted  in  thd 
nomenclature  of  glory  :  neither  should  the  Jesuit  Maflbus, 
who  recited  hia  daily  breviary  in  Greek,  leet  llie  low  lan- 
guage of  our  liturgy  might  corrupt  the  pure  Latinlty  of  his 
style ;  and  who,  deeming  the  epic  action  of  Virgil's  poem 
incomplete,  has  written  a  thirltenih  !  canto  for  the  ^HeiJ. 
But  of  all  who  at  the  restoration  of  classic  learuiug  trod  in 
the  footsteps  of  Horace  and  Virgil,  none  came  so  close  to 
these  great  raaatera  as  Jerome  Vida;  and  the  encomium 
which  Pope  takes  an  opportunity  of  pasaing  on  him  is  d 


"  But  SBC !  Mch  mu«o  in  Leo's  golden  ^a^i 
Starts  from  her  tmnce  and  trima  lior  mlbcred  boja, 
Bome'i  ancienl  Oeniua  o'er  the  niins  apreail, 
Slukea  off  the  dust,  uid  reon  i!i  rBrerend  besd. 
Then  Scnlpture  and  her  lister  arts  revire  ; 
Stonea  leap  lo  fonu,  and  rocka  begiQ  to  U«e  j 
With  sweeter  notes  each  ruing  temple  rang, 
A  Rftpliael  paiuted,  and  a  Yi&  rung." 

The  author  of  the  Essay  on  Criticism  has  more  than  0 
dwelt  with  evident  complacency  on  the  merits  of  Vida,  but 
it  was  by  largely  borrowing  from  his  writings  (aa  also  in 
the  case  of  Boileau)  that  he  principally  manifested  his 
eateem  and  predilection.  The  celebrated  lines  on  adapting 
the  Bound  to  the  aeose. 


"  Soft  i>  tW  il 


a  wlieo  Kphjr,"  &c. 


A   SEBIES   OF  MODXBir   LATIIT   POETS.  521 

are  a  nearly  literal  translation  of  a  passage  in  our  Italian 
bishop's  poem,  De  Arte  Pcetica ;  a  fact  Pope  indicates  in 
the  early  editions : 

"  Turn  si  lata  canunt  hilar!  quoque  carmina  vultu,"  &c. — 

Lib.  iii.  v.  403. 

A  more  flagrant  instance  of  plagiarism  occurs  in  the  Rape  of 
the  Loekf  where  card-playing  being  introduced  (canto  iii.), 
not  only  is  the  conduct  of  the  narrative  borrowed  from 
yida*8  Schacchia  ludusy  (**  game  of  chess/*)  but  whole  similes 
are  unhesitatingly  appropriated. 

POFK.  TIDA. 

"Club*,  diamonds,  hearti,  in  wild  dia-  "Nonalltereampia/e^'o  MftuTfantrinqna 

order  leon,  Componuit  duplicl  dif^eNtis  ordine  turnilM, 

With  tbronga  promiscaouB  ilrew  the  lerel  AdvtrsUque  ambn  fuUero  coloribiis  Rln 

ipreen ;  Quam  ipuloniin  aciea  alpiiio  frii^re  iaclea 

Thui  when  disperied  a  routed  army  run*,  Corpora,  si  tendunt  albiM  in  praalia  Nigiiin 

Of  Aila'a  troop!  and  Afric'a  Mable  aonit,  Aurora  populos  contra  et  Flmetoute  pe- 

With  like  eontUMton  different  nationit  fljr,  ruatoa, 

or  TartouN  habit  and  of  varioui  dre :  Inauper  iEthtopaa   ct  nigri  Meuinonia 

The  fierce  batuliona  dinunited  fttll  ag men." 

In  heapa  on  hoapa--one  fate  awalta  them  ScJuteehia,  c.  i.  r.  80. 

all.** 

Vida  himself  copied  Virgil  rather  too  closely,  and  in  his 
Poetiva  candidly  confesses  how  he  went  to  work 

"  Cum  rero  cultis  moliris  furta  poetia 
Cautius  ingrcdere  et  rapiut  memor  occulo  vertis, 
Vtrborum  indieiit  atquo  ordine  fallo  legcntcs." — Lib.  iii.  220. 

Like  the  robber  Cacus,  in  Virgil,  who  to  elude  pursuit 
dragged  cattle  backward  by  the  tail,  thus  invertwg  the  foot- 
tracKS. 

**  CaudA  in  speluncam  tractos  vertuque  viantm 
Jndicitt  raptoM  saxo  occultabnt  opaco." — Aineid^  lib.  Tiii. 

Vida  was  bom  at  Cremona,  and  graduated  at  the  univer- 
sities of  Padua  and  Bologna :  at  the  accession  of  Leo  X.  he 
was  a  resident  canon  at  the  church  of  St.  John  Laterau. 
His  peculiar  excellence  as  a  Latin  poet  pointed  him  out  to 
Leo  for  the  execution  of  a  project  which  that  prelate  had 
lone;  wished  to  see  realised,  viz.  a  erand  epic  on  the  esta- 
blisument  of  Christianity.  Vida  hod  sagacity  to  perceive 
that  it  would  require  a  ^eater  ccnius  tliun  the  Man- 
tuon  bard  himself  to  achieve,  with  the  severe  materials 
of  the  Gospel,  an  imaginative  epic  such  as  the  pontic*  had  in 
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contemplation.    But  tlie  wiahea  of  hia  illustrioii^atron  could 
not  be  diaregarded  ;  especially  as  the  request  cam^^^^?°'P'" 
niedwith  the  gift  of  a  rich  priory  (St,  Sikeater,  b*^"*?*' 
ium).  The  result  of  his  Tusoufan  meditatione  on  the  Ci , 
epnpeea  was  not  published  till  after  the  death  of  its  poi 
projector,  and  then  appeared  Chrtitiadoi,  hbri  XII.  ,■ 
of  merit,  but  far  from  realising  the  bemt  iiUal  of  a  "'  i 
epic,"  that  glorious  consummation  reserved  for  John  Mill 
The  compariBon  with  the  ^nnd  waa  fatal  to  its  aucceaa.    '• 
"  Mantua '.  Tnc  miserir  nimibm  vitinn  CramoaiD  i"  \ 

Clement  Vin.,  however,  rewarded  the  hard  with  a  b 
ehoprii! :  Vida  was  promoted  to  the  aee  of  Alba,  To  liiin  th 
inhabitanta  were  indebted,  for  protection  against  a  Frencl 
army,  and  hia  conduct  at  that  cnsia  is  eulogised  by  the  histo 
rian  Paul  Jovio.  Than  Vida  no  more  distinguished  prelate 
sat  at  the  Council  of  Trent. 

Such  is  the  personage  from  whose  poems  I  select  a  speci- 
men, guided  in  my  choice  by  circumatances  of  a  ioeal  nature 
The  introduction  of  the  mulberry  tree  into  Cork  diatrict  by 
the  Earl  of  Kingston  (1S20),  to  afford  industrious  occupa- 
tion to  the  Munster  peasantry,  has  engaged  my  wishea  for 
the  anccess  of  so  philanthropic  an  experiment  j  and  1  ahall 
feel  happy  if  Vida'a  poem,  l)e  Bambycibut,  can  be  made  sub- 
servient  to  the  purposes  of  the  "  Irish  Silk  Comnauy."  I  fear 
the  habits  of  my  countrymen  (bo  dissimilar  trom  those  of 
the  Italian  peaaantry  who  cultivate  this  delightful  branch  of 
industry)  will  prove  an  obstacle  to  its  permanent  establish- 
ment 1  but  a  fair  trial  ought  to  be  given  the  worma, 

The  eua  that  illumines  all  creation  ahinea  not 
mere  Irish ;  and  alma  maler  lellut  ia  to  them  but  an  injiula 
iiovtrca.  But  '*  let  that  pass."  On  the  subject  of  poor- 
lawa,  and  the  conduct  of  those  who,  for  palpable  purposes, 
oppose  their  enactment,  I  caimut  ent«r  with  a  etoady  pulse. 
>ow,  to  Vida. 
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OAlfTO  7IB8T. 
I. 

List  to  my  lay,  dausbter  of  Lombardy 

Hope  of  GK>nzagaB  house,  fair  Isabelle  ! 
Graced  with  thy  name,  the  simplest  melody, 

Albeit  from  rural  pipe  or  rustic  shell. 

Might  all  the  music  of  a  coiui^  excel : 
Light  though  the  subject  of  my  song  may  seem, 

'Tis  one  on  which  thy  spirit  loves  to  dwell ; 
Nor  on  a  tiny  insect  dost  thou  deem 
Thy  poet's  labour  lost,  nor  friyolous  my  theme. 

IL 
For  thou  dost  often  meditate  how  hence 

Commerce  deriveth  aliment ;  how  Art 
Mar  minister  to  natire  opulence, 

The  wealth  of  foreign  lands  to  home  impart. 

And  make  of  Italt  the  general  mart. 
These  are  thy  goodlv  thoughts — how  best  to  raise 

Thy  country  s  industry.     A  patriot  heart 

Beats  in  thy  gentle  breast — no  vulgar  praise ! 
Be  then  this  spinner-worm  the  hero  of  my  lays ! 

HI. 
Full  many  a  century  it  crept,  the  cliild 

Of  distant  Cliina  or  the  torrid  zone  ; 
Wasted  its  web  upon  the  woodlands  wild. 

And  spun  its  golden  tissue  all  alone, 

Olothmff  no  reptile's  body  but  its  own.* 
So  crawled  a  brother-worm  o'er  mount  and  glen. 

Uncivilised,  uncouth  ;  till,  social  grown. 
He  sought  the  cities  and  the  haunts  of  men- 
Science  and  Art  soon  tamed  the  forest  denizen. 

IV. 
Bescued  from  woods,  now  under  friendly  roof 

Fostered  and  fed,  and  sheltered  from  the  blast. 
Full  soon  the  wondrous  wealtli  of  warp  and  woof-^ 

Wealth  by  these  puny  labourers  amassed, 

Bepaid  the  Iiand  that  spread  their  green  repast : 
Bight  merrily  they  plied  their  jocund  toil. 

And  from  their  mouths  the  silken  treasures  cast. 
Twisting  their  canny  thread  in  many  a  coil. 
While  men  looked  on  and  smiled,  and  hailed  the  shining  spoil 

•  Tcnui  :::j  honos  ucc  gloria  file ! 


624  FATiizn  peout's  heltqttes. 

V. 

Sweet  is  the  poet's  ministry  to  teach 
How  the  wee  operatires  should  be  fed ; 

Their  wants  and  changes  ;  what  befitteth  each  ; 
What  mysteries  att^d  the  genial  bed, 
And  how  successiye  progenies  are  bred. 

Happy  if  he  his  countrymen  engage 

In  paths  of  peace  and  industry  to  tread ; 

Happier  the  poet  still,  if  o*er  his  page 
Fair  Isabelul's  ecu  shed  radiant  patronage ! 

VI. 
Thou,  then,  who  wouldst  possess  a  creeping  flock 

Of  silken  sheep,  their  glossy  fleece  to  shear, 
Learn  of  their  days  how  scanty  is  the  stock : 

Barely  two  months  of  each  recurring  year 

Make  up  the  measure  of  their  brief  career ; 
They  spin  their  little  hour,  they  weare  their  ball. 

And,  when  their  task  is  done,  then  disappear 
Within  that  silken  dome's  sepulchral  hall ; 
And  the  third  moon  looks  out  upon  their  funeraL 

vn. 

Theirs  is,  in  truth,  a  melancholy  lot, 

Nerer  the  offspring  of  their  lores  to  see ! 
The  parent  of  a  thousand  sons  may  not 
Spectator  of  his  children's  gambols  be, 
Or  hail  the  birth  of  his  young  family. 
From  orphan-eggs,  fruit  of  a  fond  embrace, 
Spontaneous  hatched,  an  insect  tenantry 
•  Creep  forth,  their  sires  departed  to  replace : 
Thus,  posthumously  bom,  springs  up  an  annual  race. 

VIII. 
Still  watchful  lest  their  birth  be  premature, 

From  the  sun's  wistful  eye  remove  the  seed, 
While  yet  the  season  wavers  insecure, 

While  yet  no  leaves  have  budded  forth  to  feed 

With  juicy  provender  the  tender  breed ; 
Nor  usher  beings  into  life  so  new 

Without  provision — 'twere  a  cruel  deed ! 
Ah,  such  improvidence  men  often  rue ! 
Tis  a  sad,  wicked  thing, — if  Malthus  telleth  true. 

EC 

But  when  the  vernal  equinox  is  passed, 
And  the  gay  mulberry  in  gallant  trim 

Hath  robed  himself  in  verdant  vest  at  last 
('Tis  well  to  wait  until  thou  teest  him 
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"With  8ummer-garb  of  green  on  every  limb), 
Then  is  thy  time.    Be  cautious  still,  nor  risk 

Thine  enterprise  while  yet  the  moon  is  dim. 
But  tarry  till  she  hangeth  out  her  disc, 
Koplenifhed  with  full  light,  then  breed  thy  spinnei'S  brisk. 

X. 

Methinks  that  here  some  gentle  maiden  begs 

To  know  how  best  this  genial  deed  is  done  :— 
Some  on  a  napkin  strew  the  little  eggs, 

And  simply  liatch  their  silkworms  in  the  sun ; 

But  there's  a  better  plan  to  fix  upon. 
Wrapt  in  a  muslin  keroliief,  pure  and  warm. 

Lay  them  within  thy  bosom  safe  ;*  nor  shun 
Nature's  kind  office  till  the  tiny  swarm 
Begins  to  creep.    Foar  not  j  they  cannot  do  thee  harm. 

XI. 
Meantime  a  fitting  residence  prepare, 

Wherein  thy  pigmy  artisans  may  dwell. 
And  furnish  forth  their  factory  with  care : 

Of  seasoned  timber  build  the  spinner's  cell. 

And  bo  it  lit  and  ventilated  well ; 
And  range  them  upon  insulated  shelves, 

Rising  above  each  other  parallel : 
There  lot  them  crawl — there  let  the  little  elves 
On  carpet  ting  of  leaf  gaily  disport  themselves. 

XIT. 
And  be  their  house  impervious  both  to  rain 

And  to  th'  inclemency  of  sudden  cold : 
See  that  no  hungry  sparrow  entrance  gain. 

To  glut  his  maw  and  dcsoLite  the  fold, 

Banging  amonp:  his  victims  uncontrolled. 
Nay,  I  have  heard  that  once  a  wicked  hen 

Obtained  admittance  by  manoeuvre  bold. 
Slaughtering  the  insccta  in  their  little  den ; 
If  I  had  caught  her  there, — she  had  not  come  again. 

XIII. 
Stop  up  each  crevice  in  the  silk  worm-house, 

Kach  gaping  orifice  be  sure  to  fill ; 
For  oftentimes  a  sacrilegious  mouse 

Will  fatal  iuroad  make,  intent  on  ill, 

*  Tu  conde  sinu  velamine  tecta, 
Xcc  pudeut  roseas  inter  fovisac  papilhu. 
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And  in  cold  blood  the  gentle  spinners  kill.* 
Ah,  cruel  wret<!h !  whose  idol  is  thy  belly, 

The  blood  of  innocence  vrhj  dost  thou  spill  ? 
Dost  thou  not  know  that  nUt  is  in  that  jelly  ? 
Ck)  forth,  and  seek  elsewhere  a  dish  of  TermiccllL 

XIV. 
When  thy  young  caterpillars  *gin  to  creep, 

Spread  them  with  care  upon  the  oaken  planks ; 
And  let  them  leam  firom  inumcy  to  keep 

Their  proper  station,  and  preserve  their  ranks— 

Not  crawl  at  random,  playing  giddy  pranks. 
Let  them  be  taught  their  dignity,  nor  seek, 

Dres8*d  in  silk  gown,  to  act  like  mountebanks : 
Thus  careful  to  eschew  each  Tulgar  freak. 
Sober  they  maun  grow  up,  industrious  and  meek. 

XV. 

Their  minds  kind  Nature  wisely  pre-arranged, 
And  of  domestic  habits  made  them  fond ; 

Barely  they  roam,  or  wish  their  dwelling  changed. 
Or  from  their  keeper's  vigilance  abscond : 
Pleased  with  their  home,  they  travel  not  beyond. 

Else,  wo  is  me !  it  were  a  bitter  potion 
To  hunt  each  truant  and  each  vagabond : 

Haply  of  such  attempts  they  have  no  notion. 
Nor  on  their  heads  is  seen  "  the  bump  of  locomotion.** 

XVI. 
The  same  kind  Nature  (who  doth  all  things  right) 

Their  stomachs  hath  irom  infancy  imbued 
Straight  with  a  most  tremendous  appetite  ; 

And  till  the  leaf  they  love  is  o*er  them  strew'd. 

Their  little  mouths  wax  clamorous  for  food. 
For  their  first  banquetings  this  plan  adopt — 

Cull  the  most  tender  leaves  in  all  the  wood. 
And  let  them,  ere  upon  the  worms  they're  dropp'd, 
Be  minced  for  their  young  teeth,  and  diligently  chopp*d. 

xvn. 

Fass'd  the  first  week,  an  epoch  will  begin, 
A  crisis  which  maun  all  thy  care  engage ; 

For  then  the  Uttle  asp  will  cast  his  skin. 

Such  change  of  raiment  marks  each  separate  stage 
Of  childhood,  youthhood,  manhood,  and  old  age : 

A  eentle  sleep  gives  token  when  he  means 
To  doff  his  coat  for  seemlier  equipage ; 

Another  and  another  supervenes, 
And  then  he  is,  I  trow,  no  longer  in  his  teens. 

*  Improbus  irreptat  tabulis,  ssvitquo  per  onme?, 
Gcede  madens,  &c,  &c. 
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xvni. 

Until  that  period,  it  import^th  much, 

That  no  ungentle  hand,  with  contact  rude, 
Visit  the  shelves.     Let  the  delightful  t^uch 

Of  Italy's  fair  daughters — fair  and  good  ! — 

Administer  alone  to  that  young  brood. 
Mark  how  yon  maiden's  breast  with  pity  yearns, 

Tending  ner  charge  with  fond  solicitude, — 
Hers  be  the  blessing  she  so  richly  earns ! 
Soon  may  ^e  see  her  own  wee  brood  of  boany  bairns ! 

XIX. 

Foliage,  fresh  gathered  for  immediate  use, 

Be  the  green  pasture  of  thy  silken  sheep. 
For  when  ferments  the  yegetable  juice, 

Tliey  loathe  the  leaves,  and  from  th'  untastcd  heap 

With  disappointment  languishingly  creep. 
Hio  to  the  forest,  evening,  noon,  and  mom  ; 

Of  brimming  baskets  quick  succession  keep ; 
Let  the  green  grove  for  them  be  fVeely  shorn. 
And  smiling  Plenty  void  her  well-replenished  horn. 

XX. 

Pleasant  the  murmur  of  their  mouths  to  hear, 

While  as  they  ply  the  plentiful  repast. 
The  dainty  leaves  demolish'd,  disappear 

One  after  one.     A  fresh  supply  is  cast— 

That,  like  the  former,  vanisheth  as  fast. 
But,  cautious  of  repletion  (^ell  yclept 

The  fatal  fount  of  sickness),  cease  at  last ; 

Fling  no  more  food — their  fodder  intercept, 

And  be  it  laid  aside,  and  for  their  supper  kept. 

XXI. 
To  gase  upon  the  dew-droD*s  glittering  gem, 

1   inhale  the  moisture  ot  the  morning  air. 
Is  pleasantness  to  us  ; — 'tis  death  to  them. 

Shepherd,  of  dank  humidity  beware, 

Moisture  maun  vitiate  the  n'eshest  faro  ;* 
Cull  not  the  leaves  at  the  first  hour  of  prime, 

While  yet  the  sun  his  arrows  through  the  air 
Shoots  horizontal    Tarry  till  he  climb 
Half  his  meridian  height :  then  is  thy  harvest-time. 

•  Pabula  semper 
Sicca  legant,  nulUque  fluant  aspergino  sylvoe. 
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XXII. 

There  be  two  sisters  of  the  mulberry  race»* 

One  of  complexion  dark  and  olive  hoe; — 
Of  taller  figure  and  of  £urer  face, 

The  other  wins  and  oaptirates  the  Tiew, 

And  to  maturity  grows  quicker  too. 
Oft  chancters  with  colour  correspond ; 

Nathless  the  silkworm  neither  will  eschew, 
He  is  of  both  immoderately  fond — 
Still  he  doth  dearly  love  the  gently  blooming  blonda. 

XXIII. 

With  milder  juice  and  more  nutritious  milk 

She  feedeth  him,  though  delicate  and  pale ; 
Nurtured  by  her  he  spins  a  finer  silk. 

And  her  youn^  sucklings,  Tigorous  and  hale^ 

Aye  o*er  her  sister's  progeny  prerail. 
Her  paler  cliarms  more  appetite  beget, 

On  which  the  creepers  greedily  regale  : 
She  bears  the  bell  in  foreign  lanos ;  and  yet 
Our  brown  Italian  maids  prefer  the  dark  brunette.t 

xxrv. 

The  dark  brunette,  more  bountiful  of  Icayes, 
With  less  refinement  more  profusion  shews ; 

But  often  such  redundancy  deceives. 

What  though  the  ripcn'd  berry  ruddier  glows 
Upon  these  tufted  branches  than  on  those  ? 

Due  is  the  preference  to  the  paler  plant : 
Then  her  to  rear  thy  tender  nurslings  choose, 

Her  to  thy  little  orphans'  wishes  grant, 
Nor  use  the  darker  leaves  unless  the  white  be  scant. 

XXV. 

Ovid  has  told  a  tender  tale  of  Thisb&, 

AVho  found  her  lifeless  lover  lying  pale  , 
Under  a  spreading  mulberry.     Let  this  be 

Tlie  merit  and  the  moral  of  that  tale. 

Sweet  is  thy  song,  in  sooth,  love's  nightingale ! 
But  hadst  thou  known  that,  nourished  from  that  tree, 

Love's  artisans  would  spin  their  tissue  frail. 
Thou  never  wouldst  of  so  much  misery 
Have  laid  the  scene  beneath  a  spreading  mulberry. 

•  Est  bicolor  moms,  bomhyx  vcscctur  utnLque 
Nigra  all>ensve  fuat,  kc.  &c. 
Tlie  worm  will  always  prefer  to  nibble  the  white  mulberry- tree, 
HI  A  will  quit  the  black  for  it  readily. 

t  Quauivis  Ausoniis  laudetiur  nigra  puellis. 
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xxyi. 

Now  should  a  failure  of  the  mulberry  crop 

Send  famine  to  the  threshold  of  thy  door, 
Bo  not  despair :  but,  climbing  to  the  top 

Of  the  tall  elm,  or  kindred  sycamore, 

Young  budding  germs  with  searching  eye  explore. 
Practise  a  pious  fraud  upon  thy  flock, 

With  faUe  supplies  and  counterfeited  store ; 
Thus  for  a  while  their  little  stomachs  mock. 
Until  thou  canst  provide  of  leaves  a  genuine  stock. 

XXVII. 
But  ne'er  a  simple  village  maiden  ask 

To  climb  on  trees,* — for  her  was  never  meant 
The  rude  exposure  of  such  uncouth  task  ; 

Lest  while  she  tries  tho  perilous  ascent. 

On  pure  and  hospitable  thoughts  intent, 
A  wicked  faun,  that  lurks  behind  some  bush, 

Peep  out  with  upward  eye — rude,  insolent ! 
Oh,  vile  and  desperate  hardihood !     But,  hush ! 
Nor  let  such  matters  move  the  bashful  Muse  to  blush. 

XXVIII. 
The  maiden's  ministry  it  is  to  keep 

Incessant  vigil  o'er  the  silkwonn  fold, 
Supply  fresh  fodder  to  the  nibbling  sheep, 

Uleanse  and  remove  the  remnants  of  the  old. 

Guard  against  influence  of  damp  or  cold. 
And  over  and  anon  collect  them  all 

In  close  divan  :  and  ere  their  food  is  doled. 
Wash  out  with  wine  each  stable  and  each  stall, 
Lest  foul  disease  tho  flock  through  feculence  befall. 

XXIX. 

Changes  will  oil  come  o'er  their  outward  form. 
And  each  transition  needs  thy  anxious  cares : 

Four  times  they  cast  their  skin.     Tlie  spinner-worm 
Four  soft  successive  suits  of  velvet  wears  { 
Nature  each  pliant  envelope  prepares. 

But  how  can  they,  in  previous  clothing  pent. 
Get  riddance  of  that  sliaggy  robe  of  theirs  P 
Tlicy  keep  a  three-days'  fast.  When  by  that  Lent 
Grown  lean,  they  dofl*with  ease  their  old  accoutrement. 

The  good  bishop's  gallantry  is  herein  displayed  to  advantage  t— 

Neo  robora  dura 
Ascendat  permitto  in  sylvis  innuba  virgo ; 
Ast  opcrum  patiens  anuv,  et  cui  durior  annis 
Sit  cutis  (ingrat»  facilis  jactura  seneots  !}, 
Munere  fungatur  tali.     Ne  fortd  quia  altA 
Egress  us  sylvA  satyrorum  h  gento  procaoi 
Suspioiat,  tenencque  pudor  notet  ora  puells. 


630  FATnEB  pbout's  eeliques. 

Now  are  the  last  important  days  at  hand — 
The  liquid  gold  within  its  living  mine 

Brightens.     Nor  nourishment  they  now  demand. 
Kor  care  for  life  ;  impatient  to  resign 
The  wealth  with  which  diaphanous  they  shine ! 

Eager  they  look  around — imploring  look. 
For  branch  or  bush,  their  tissue  to  entwine ; 

Some  rudimental  threads  they  seek  to  hook. 
And  dearly  love  to  find  some  hospitable  nook. 

XXXI. 

Anticipate  their  wishes,  gentle  maid  1 
Hie  to  their  help  ;  the  fleeting  moment  catch. 

Quick  be  the  shelves  with  wicker'Work  o*er-laid ; 
Let  osier,  brodtn,  and  furze,  their  workshop  thatch, 
With  fond  solicitude  and  blithe  despatch. 

So  may  they  quickly,  mid  the  thicket  dense, 
Find  out  a  spot  their  purposes  to  match ; 

So  may  they  soon  their  industry  commence. 
And  of  the  round  cocoon  plan  the  circumference. 

XXXII. 
Their  hour  is  come.     See  how  the  yellow  flood 

Swells  in  yon  creeping  cylinder  !  how  teems 
Exuberant  the  tide  of  amber  blood  ! 

How  the  recondite  gold  transparent  gleams, 

And  how  pellucid  the  bright  fluid  seems ! 
Proud  of  such  pregnancy,  and  duly  skill'd 

In  DsDdalean  craft,  each  insect  deems 
The  glorious  purposes  of  life  fulfilled, 
If  into  shining  silk  his  substance  be  distill'd ! 

XXXIII. 
Say,  hast  thou  ever  mark'd  the  clustering  grape 

Swoll'n  to  maturity  with  ripe  produce. 
When  the  imprison' d  pulp  pants  to  escape, 

And  longs  to  joy  "  emancipated  "  juice 

In  the  full  freedom  of  the  bowl  profuse  ? 
So  doth  the  silk  that  swells  their  skinny  coat 

Loathe  its  confinement,  panting  to  get  loose  : 
Such  longing  for  relief  their  looks  denote — 
Soon  in  their  web  they'll  find  a  "  banc  and  antidote." 

XXXIV. 

See !  round  and  round,  in  many  a  mirthful  maze, 
The  wily  workman  weaves  his  golden  gauze  ; 

And  wliile  his  throat  the  twisted  thread  purveys, 
New  liucfl  with  Libyrinthine  laboiur  draws. 
Plying  his  pair  of  operative  jaws. 
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From  mom  to  noon,  from  noon  to  silent  eye, 

He  toileth  without  interval  or  pause,* 
His  monumental  trophy  to  achieve, 
And  his  sepulchral  sheet  of  silk  resplendent  weave ! 

XXXV. 

Approach,  and  view  thy  artisans  at  work ; 

At  thy  wee  spinners  take  a  parting  glance ; 
For  soon  each  puny  labourer  will  lurk 

Under  his  silken  canopy's  expanse^ 

Tasteful  alcove !  boudoir  of  elegance ! 
There  will  the  weary  worm  in  peace  repose. 

And  languid  lethargy  his  limbs  entrance ; 
There  his  career  of  usefulness  will  close ; 
Who  would  not  live  the  life  and  die  the  death  of  those  If 

XXXVL 

Mostly  they  spin  their  solitary  shroud 

Siuffle,  aput,  like  ancient  anchoret ; 
Tet  oft  a  loving  pair  wiU,^  if  allowed. 

In  the  same  sepulchre  of  silk  well  met, 

Nestle  like  Boxeo  and  Julist. 
From  such  communing  bo  they  not  debarred, 

Mindful  of  her  who  nallowM  Paraclet ; 
Even  in  their  silken  cenotaph  'twere  hard 
To  part  a  Hjeloibs  from  her  loved  Abslabd. 

xxxvn. 

The  task  is  done,  the  work  is  now  complete ; 

A  stilly  silence  reigns  throughout  the  room  I 
Sleep  on,  blest  beings !  be  your  slumbers  sweet, 

And  calmly  rest  within  your  ffolden  tomb— 

Best,  till  restored  to  renovated  bloom. 
Bursting  the  trammels  of  that  dark  sojourn. 

Forth  ye  shall  issue,  and  rejoiced,  resume, 
A  glorified  ap|)earance,  and  return 
To  life  a  wingM  tiling  from  monumental  urn. 

xxxviir. 

Fain  would  I  paufe,  and  of  my  tuneful  text 
Bescrve  the  remnant  for  a  fitter  time ; 

Another  song  remains.     Tlie  summit  next 
Of  doublepcak'd  Parnassus  when  I  climb. 
Grant  me,  ye  gods  I  the  radiant  wings  of  rhyme  I 

•  Query,  wiihout  paws  f — P,  Detil. 

t  I^Iille  legunt  releguntque  vias,  atquo  orbibus  orbea 

Agglomerant,  donee  cooco  se  carcere  condaut 

2Sp(mte  SU&.  Tanta  est  cdcndi  gloria  fili  I 
X  Quiu  ct  nonnulla)  paribus  coinmunia  curia 

Associant  opera,  et  nobiUA  clauduntur  eAdem. 

MM  2 
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Thus  may  I  bear  me  up  th'  adventm^uB  road 

That  winds  aloft-— an  argument  sublime ! 
But  of  didactic  poems  'tis  the  mode, 
No  canto  should  conclude  without  an  episode. 

^  XXXIX. 

r^'ESJit  it  was  who  first  invented  BUJC — 
Lnrsv  had  long,  by  Cerbb  patronised, 
Simplied  Olympus :  ladies  of  that  ilk 
Ko  better  sort  of  clothing  had  derised — 
Linen  alone  their  gardt  dt  robe  comprised. 
Hence  at  her  cambric  loom  the  "  suitors*'  found 

PsNBLOPft,  whom  hath  immortalised 
The  blind  man  eloquent :  nor  less  renown*d 
Were  "  Troy's  proud  dames,"  whose  robes  of  linen  "  swept  the 
groono." 

XL, 
Thus  the  first  female  fashion  was  for  flax  { 

A  linen  tunic  was  the  garb  that  graced 
Sxdusiyel^  the  primitiye  '*  Almack's.*' 

Simplicity's  costume !  too  soon  effiused 

By  Tain  myentions  of  more  modem  taste. 
Then  was  the  reign  of  modesfy  and  sense. 

Fair  ones  were  not,  I  ween,  more  prude  and  chaste, 
GKrt  in  hoop-petticoats'  circiunference 
Or  stays — Honi  tot  the  rogue  qui  mal  y  pente, 

XLI; 
Wool,  by  Mikebta  manufactured,  met 

With  blithe  encouragement  and  brisk  demand ; 
Her  loom  by  constant  buyers  was  beset, 

"  Orders  from  foreign  houses"  kept  her  hand 

Busy  supplying  many  a  distant  land. 
She  was  of  woollen  stuffs  the  sole  proyider. 

Till  some  were  introduced  by  contraband : 
A  female  called  AsACHNi  thus  defied  her, 
But  soon  gaye  up  the  trade,  being  turned  into  a  spider. 

XLH. 
Thus  a  complete  monopoly  in  wool, 

"Almost  amounting  to  a  prohibition," 
Enabled  her  to  satisfy  in  full 

The  darling  object  of  her  lifers  ambition. 

And  gratify  her  spiteful  disposition. 
Yekits*  she  had  determined  ^ould  not  be 

Sufier'd  to  purchase  Btufi*s  on  no  condition  t 
While  every  naked  Naiad  nymph  was  free 
To  buy  her  serge,  moreen,  and  woollen  drapperie. 

*  Tantiun  nuda  Venus  moerebat  muuerls  expers 
Egregiam  ob  formam  textrici  inyisa  Minervse. 
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XLIII. 
Albeit  "  ivhen  unadorned  adorned  the  most,** 
T}ie  goddess  could  not  brook  to  be  outwitted  t 
■     How  could  she  bear  her  rirars  bitter  boast. 
If  to  this  taunt  she  quietly  submitted ! 
Olthpub  (robelesB  as  she  was)  she  quitted, 
Fully  determined  to  bring  back  as  fine  a 

Dress  as  was  ever  woven,  spun,  or  knitted ; 
Europe  she  searched,  consulted  the  Czabina, 
And,  taking  good  advice,  cross'd  o'er  "the  wall"  to  OmKl. 

XLIV. 
Long  before  Europeans,  the  Chineae 

Possessed  tlie  compass,  silkworms,  and  gunpowder, 
And  types,  and  tea,  and  other  rarities. 

China  (with  gifts  since  Nature  hath  endowed  her) 
Is  proud ;  what  land  hath  reason  to  be  prouder  ? 
Iler  let  the  dull  "  Barbarian  Eye"  respect, 

And  be  her  privileges  all  allowed  her ; 
She  is  the  widow  (please  to  recollect) 
Of  ONI  the  Deluge  drown' d,  rBUCOSDZAL  IirrxxxiCTt 

XLV. 
The  good  inhabitanta  of  FBmr,  when 

They  mw  the  dame  in  downright  diahabille, 
Were  ahook*d.    Such  tight  was  nr  beyond  the  ken 
Of  their  CcmYVouv  noUona.    Full  of  leal 
To  guard  the  morab  of  the  eommonweal, 
They  straight  deputed  Stuc,  a  mandarin, 

Humbly  before  the  riiitant  to  kneel 
With  downcast  eye^  and  offer  fieau^a  queen 
A  rich  reaplendent  robe  of  goiveoua  bombaiin. 

Yenua  reoeiTed  the  reature  nothing  loath, 

And  muoh  ita  gloea,  itt  foftneas  mubh  admired, 
And  praiied  that  ipeeimen  of  foreign  growth, 

80  apkndid,  and  ao  cheaply  too  acquired  1 

Quick  in  the  robe  her  graceful  limba  attired, 
She  seeks  a  mirror^there  delishted  dalliea  1 

So  ricii  a  dress  was  all  could  be  desired. 
How  she  rejoiced  to  diiappoint  the  malice 
Of  her  uufeehng  foew  the  rue,  Tindiotive  Fillab  I* 

XLVIL 
But  while  she  praised  the  gift  and  thanked  the  gireri 

Of  spinner-worms  she  sued  for  a  supply. 
Forthwith  the  good  Chinese  fill'd  Cupid's  quiver 

With  the  coeoofiff  in  which  each  worm  doth  lie 

Snug,  until  rhnnf;o<l  into  a  butterfly. 
The  \\\*\\i  cocooHi  wild  Cupid  showcr'd  o'er  Greece, 

And  o*or  the  isles,  and  over  Italy, 
Into  the  lap  of  indusl^  and  neace ; 
And  the  glad  nations  hailM  the  long-sought  "  Gblden  FlMQa«**\ 

•  Bettulit  iniignet  tunioaa,  nihil  Vndif^liaMb. 

f  0nttain  opof  Auaoniit  dum  ToVnmt  fiVa^  "^t^uiQiMiu 
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bill  requiem  qoiBeiTi  c 

...         ^quod    TBUtOnicS    BOQUt 

£bmfu.    Bae  EUerir  edition  of  imiint.  X'i.,  p.  S47,  i> 


Surelv  BO  gifted  a  man  as  the  late  incumbent  of  "Water- 
grnaehilJ  must  have  felt  himself  miaerably  misplaced  in  that 
diill  and  dreary  district.  We  are  informed  I)y  Archdeacon 
Paley,  in  his  Natural  Theology,  that  to  meet  with  a  etcue  cm 
a  barren  heath  is  a  common  incident,  ivhereaa  to  find  a 
clironometer  in  such  an  out-of-the-way  place  would  imme- 
diately suggest  a  bright  chain  of  argument,  and  lots  of  con- 
jectural  cogitation.  What  would  PalMr  have  said,  hnd  he 
stumbled  on  the  curiously  wrought  pencranium  of  Prout  in 
his  mmblea  over  the  bogs  and  potato-fields  of  the  parish, 
met  him  on  "  bottle  hill,"  or  fouud  him  on  the  brink  of  the 
"brook  that  flows  fast  bv  the"  castle  of  Blarney?  There 
would  seem  to  be  somethiug  chronologically  wrong  in  the 
disposal  of  so  much  antique  nisdom  on  a  Simsy  and  a 
frivolous  age.  Properly  speaking,  Prout  should  have  lived 
at  another  epoeh  of  the  world  for  hia  own  sake,  not  fopoars. 
With  a  mind  habitually  recurring  to  standard  models  of 
everlasting  elegance,  he  must  have  Imd  the  disagreeable  con- 
sciousness of  being  hero  on  earth  an  iucaraate  aJQachronisnii 
on  Etruscan  vase  surrounded  by  vulgar  crockery. 

In  "  happier  hours"  and  a  happier  climate,  Prout  would 
have  developed  in  o  grander  lorm,  Had  ho  Bourished 
with  VinA  at  the  court  of  the  Medici,  like  him  he  would 
have  worn  a  mitre,  and  like  him  would  have  sliod  lustre  on 
'■  his  order,"  instead  of  deriving/rom  it,  as  some  do,  impor- 
tance in  society.  Had  he  lived  at  Slmlrid  in  the  days  of 
Ferdtuand  and  Isabella,  he  would  have  been  (under  Cardinal 
Ximenes)  chief  editor  of  the  great  Complutensian  Polyglottj 
ami  we  can  fancy  him  at  the  court  of  Louis  XIV.,  indulging 
at  once  hia  literary  and  piscatorial  propensitiea  bycoeditjng  ■ 
the  claasica  ta  uniia  Dtlptimi. 


/ 
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In  the  wilderness  of  Watergrasshill  he  was  a  mere  puvri 
If  f^rifi(fi,  and  the  exemplary  old  pastor's  resemblance  to  the 
Baptist  was  further  visible  in  his  peculiarity  of  diet ;  for 
small  do  we  deem  the  difference  between  a  dried  locust  and 
a  red  herring. 

When  we  say  he  was  unappreciated  in  Ireland  during  his 
lifetime,  we  make  one  exception  in  favour  of  a  citizen  of 
Cork,  the  Boscoe  of  that  seaport,  James  Eoche.  It  was 
said  of  Boscoe  by  Washington  Irving,  that,  like  Pompey's 
pillar  on  the  shore  of  Alexandria,  he  rose  above  the  com- 
mercial vulgarities  of  Liverpool,  and  stood  forth  to  the  eye 
of  the  stranger  a  conspicuous  but  solitary  specimen  of  an- 
tique and  classic  grandeur.  Such  is  the  eminent  scholar  to 
whom  we  allude,  and  of  whom  Cork  may  be  justly  proud. 

He  detected  the  merits  of  the  Padre,  and  urged  them  on 
folks  until  the  aged  Chryses,  chaplain  of  Apollo,  was  not 
more  popular  in  the  camp  before  Troy  than  Father  Prout 
among  the  reading  public. 

^v9*  aXXoi  ftfv  fravrtQ  twtv^riiiritrav  Axaioc. 

AlAEIZeAl  e*  lEPUA  ffai  AFAAA  /lEXeAl  AHOINA.    A'  23. 

OLIVER  TOEKE. 


WaUrgrasshiUj  Sept.  1826. 

St.  Gregory  of  Tours,  in  his  tract  Be  Gloiid  3farti/rum, 
lib.  i.  cap.  95,  talks  of  seven  youths,  who,  flyinp:  to  a  moun- 
tnin-cave  from  the  persecution  that  i^nged  in  Ephesus,  fell 
there  into  a  miraculous  slumber ;  whence  awaking,  after  two 
centuries  of  balmy  rest,  they  walked  abroad,  and  were 
startled  at  the  sight  of  a  cross  triumphantly  emblazoned 
over  the  gates  of  the  city.  Still  greater  was  their  surprise 
when  a  baker,  to  whom  they  tendered  what  they  considered 
the  current  coin  of  the  empire,  eyed  them  suspiciously, 
asking  where  they  had  dug  up  that  old  medal  of  tne  pagan 
persecutor  Decius,  and  hinting,  that  in  the  new  Theoaosian 
code  there  were  certain  laws  relative  to  treasure  trover  which 
might  possibly  concern  them.  I  fear  that  my  appearance 
in  the  literary  market  with  specimens  of  antiquatea  and  ex- 
ploded composition,  a  coinage  of  the  human  brain  long  since 
gone  out  of   circulation,  may  subject  mo  to  the  incon- 
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vcuiences  t'xperieneed  by  the  ttven  gltfpfm,  aui\  l-i  ii  eimi 
rabukc  from  ttiP  critical  irat«mity.  But,  \iiifiruvMed  with  ' 
tbe  spede  that  iomiB  tbe  preseut  circiiltiliDg  medium,  I  miirt  I 
neods  obtrude  on  the  monetary  eyatetn  of  the  dity  80 
maty  old  denarii  and  lesterlia. 

I  trust,  however,  that  comparing  my  operations  in  this 
tnattei"  to  the  proceedings  recorded  in  tlie  legend  of  thoae   I 
"  altepert,"  tbe  snatches  of  Latin  poetry  I  produce  may  not  I 
receive  the  equivocal  compliment  of  the  eclogue — viz  : 

"  Tula  tuum  c&nnen  nobia,  divine  poeta. 
Quale  MOpar  f 

it  being  my  asatduoiie  care  to  keep  my  readers  awake  during 
tbe  progress  of  each  paper,  preferring  to  wear  oecasiouuUy 
the  cap  and  bells  of  innocent  Folly,  rather  tbau  t)ie  cotton 
nightcap  of  solemn  Dulneas. 

Caaimir  Sarbiewski,  in  his  day  hailed  by  nil  Europe  as  the 
Horace  of    Poland    (which  I  learn  from  the    Cambridge 
pocket  edition  of  his  poems  row  before  me),  belonged  fa) 
one  of  the  noblest  houses  of  tbe  kingdom,  and  was  born  ia 
1S9G.    Initiated  among  the  Jesuits  at  their  college  of  Wilna,  J 
be  rose  to  eminence  in  that  fraternity,  and  was  subsequently  I 
induced  by  Count  Nicolai  to  accompany  bim  on  a  tour  oS  i 
clnsaic  enjoyment  to  Italv.     They  were  waylaid  and  robbed  J 
in  the  mountains  of  the  iTyrol ;  'for,  alati  I    our  Latin  jio«t,  j 
not  having  written  ina  vulgar  tongue,  could  not.  like  Ariosto,  I 
overowe  the  brigands  by  revealing  hie  name,  and  chtiming  | 
the  safeguard  ot  the  Jliise.     Nicolai  never  recovered  from 
the  elTects  of  the  adventure,  and  died  on  his  arrival  at  Boirm ; 
but  Sarbiewski  had  witliin  him  that  which  consoled  tlie  ahip* 
wrecked  Simunides,  and  being  enabled  to  exclaim  "  Omitja 
mea  meeiim porta"  was  but  Uttle  aflected  by  his  disaster. 
We  find  him  at  Home,  studying  archeology  and  numlimttics 
imder  the  illustrious  Uonato,  and  soon  attracting,  by  the 
sweetness  of  his  poetic  talent,  the  notice  of  a  brother  bard. 
Pope  TTrban  Till.  (Barberini).     By  orders  of  the  pontifl', 
be  undertook  the  revision  of  the  hymns  of  the  Boman  bre- 
viary ;  and  to  him  may  be  attributed  some  of  the  pathetic 
and  classic  touches  occasionally  perceptible  among  tne  rude 
canticles  of  our  liturgy. 

Sarbiewski  mode  friends  among  the  digmtarles  of  tba 
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Roman  purple  and  the  nobles  of  Italy  :  but  the  family  of 
Pope  Urban,  distinguished  from  the  earliest  period  in  arts 
and  arms,  enjoyed  most  the  poet's  society.  To  his  pontifical 
MsBccnas  he  had  addressed  many  of  his  odes,  and  I  cull 
from  the  number  the  following  graceful  specimen,  because 
of  its  melodious  cadences  and  exquisite  Latinity : 


Odarum,  Lib.  8,  Ode  XT. 

Ad  Apbs  Baxbsbjsab. 

MelUum  veniite  Saeulum, 


Civet  Ilymettligratiu  AtticM  lepot, 
Virginias  Tolueres, 
FUvaque  verii  filial 

Fiire*  roaoruin,  turtm  pnedatriz  UiTmi, 
NectariR  artificen, 
BoDoque  rurin  hospitc  I 


Laborioiii  qald  Javat  roUtlbai 
Kui  et  agroa  graTidla 
Perambulare  croribiia, 

81  Babbbkimo  delieata  piindpa 
Saeula  melle  flumnt, 
Parata  Tobla  meala  I 


To  the  Ue€$  (armorial  hearingt  qf  tht  Barberini  family),  on  Urban  the 

EightKt  elevation  to  the  Pontificate, 


Caumib  Sabbibwbki. 


CitlMiu  of  Mount  Hynettni, 

Attic  labourers  who  toil, 
Nover  ceasing  till  ye  get  us 

Winter  store  of  honeyed  spoilt 

Nectar  ye  with  sweets  and  odours, 
llebea  of  the  hire,  compOMe, 

Flora'fi  prlrileged  marauaers, 
Chartered  pirates  of  the  rose  I 

Olpsej  tribe,  gay,  wild,  and  ragraat, 
Winged  poachers  of  tlie  dawn, 

Sporting  o'er  each  meadow  fragrant, 
Thieving  it  on  every  lawn  I 

Every  plant  and  flower  re  tonoh  on, 
Wearx,  I  ween,  a  fresher  grace ; 

For  ve  form  the  proud  escutcheon 
or  the  Barberiui  race. 

Emblem  bright,  which  to  embroider, 
While  her  knight  wan  far  away, 

Many  a  maiden  hath  employed  her 
Fairy  Angers  night  and  day  I 


Of  that  raoe  a  pontiff  relgneth, 
Sovereign  of  imperial  Kome ; 

Lo  I  th'  armorial  bise  obtaineth 
For  its  hive  St  Peter's  dome  I 

Hitherto  a  rose's  chalice 
Held  thee,  winged  artisan  f 

But  thou  fllleit  now  the  palace 
Of  the  gorgeous  Vatican. 

And  an  era  now  commences, 
By  a  fHendly  genius  pUnned : 

Princely  bee,  Ubbab  dispensen 
Honeyed  days  throughout  the  land. 

Seek  no  more  with  tunefbl  humming 
Where  the  Juicy  floweret  groww. 

Halcyon  days  for  you  are  coming- 
Days  of  plenty  and  repose ! 

Bent  ye,  workmen  blithe  and  bonnio ; 

Be  no  more  the  cowslip  suck'd ; 
Honeved  flowH  the  Tiber,  honey 

Fills  each  Boman  aqueduct. 


Bees,  though  pleased  your  flight  I  gase  on,  MrrUe  groves  are  fast  distilling 

In  the  garden  or  the  field,  lioney ;  honeyed  fal)s  the  dew, 

Brighter  hues  your  wings  emblason  Ancient  prophecies  fulfilling 

On  the  Barberini  shield  I  A  mUUnntum  for  you  I 

It  is  related  in  the  natural  history  of  the  stork,  by  the 
learned  Bo^rlinckius,  that  some  Polish  amateur  of  feathered 
animals  having  uue  in  his  possession,  was  induced  to  try 


8  FATHEB  THOrra   nElIQCEB. 

experiment  as  to  ita  migratory  propensitieE.  HcaCMvd- 
ingly  eet  it  free,  having  previously  attached  to  its  nock  a  tin 
coUar,  or  label,  oa  wUicii  was  inscribed  a  poetical  indication 
for  the  use  of  those  whom  it  might  visit,  viz. : 


The  liberated  stork  flew  o'er  the  Cftrpathian  moimtaini, 
acFOHs  Tartaiy ;  and  having  performed  the  "  overland  joiu^ 
ney  to  India,"  -was  caught  by  some  Jesuit  missionaries  on 
the  coast  of  Malabar.  The  learaed  fathers,  with  the  aag&- 
eity  of  their  order,  easily  understood  the  mntire  which  had 
dictated  that  inscription  [  they  therefore  substituted  for  the 
tin  label,  one  of  gold,  and  the  oarrier-Btork  was  subse- 
qaeutty  recaptured  in  Poland,  -when  the  Unea  were  found 
altered  thus : 


Such  appears  to  have  been  the  generous  conduct  of  Urban 
towards  Sarbiewaki.  On  his  departure  for  his  native  laud, 
ho  loaded  him  with  presents  ;  iiod  some  biographers  make 
especial  mention  of  a  ponderous  gold  medal,  valued  at  ooe 
liundred  sequins,  which  the  holy  lather  bestowed  on  the 
child  of  song. 

On  his  return  to  "Wilna,  appointed  professor  of  rhetoric 
in  the  society's  college,  he  for  several  years  poured  forth  the 
Bunshine  of  liis  genius  on  the  heads  of  his  delighted  compa- 
triots. While  he  taught  the  young  idea  bow  to  shoot,  he 
was  not  unmindful  of  giving  a  patriotic  direction  to  the 
studious  exercises  over  which  it  was  his  pleasing  duty  to 
preside ;  and  it  is  probably  about  this  period  that  he  com' 
posed  many  of  those  inspiriting  war-songs  which  crowd  ibt 
pages  of  his  book,  and  bear  evidence  of  his  pride  in  tho 
military  glories  of  hia  countrymen.  I  lay  the  following 
before  my  readers,  in  the  full  confidence  of  their  being  on 
its  perusal  impressed  with  the  vigour  of  the  poet's  mind. 
The  victory  it  commemorates  wns  of  immense  importance 
to  Europe  at  that  period,  the  young  sultan,  Osman  II., 
having  udvanced  to  the  frontiers  of  Christendom  with  so 
army  of  four  hundred  thousand  men  i  and  were  it  not  for  tho 
prowess  of  Poland,  placed  as  it  were  by  Pi-ovideace  at  tit? 
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post  of  peril,  and  shielding  the  whole  family  of  civilised 
nations  from  the  inroads  of  barbaric  strength,  the  Turk 
would  infallibly  have  overrun  our  fairest  provinces,  and 
spread  desolation  throughout  the  whole  western  continent. 


Ode  IV.,  Lib.  4. 


Ode  IT.,  Book  4. 


In  JMoitarum  eeUhrtm  de  Otmano  TVreo-  Ode  on  th«  aignal  D^«at  of  th«  Sultan  0^ 
rum  Imperator*  Victoriam,  XJ>.  MOOXXI.  man,  hy  the  Army  oj  Poland  and  her  AUUs, 
SepUmbrit  Idibus.  September  1621. 

CAtlMIBUB  SABBIXTTUIi  S.  J.  CAIIKim  Sakbikwuu. 


Diyes  OalevQi,  fertilit  aoeoU, 
GaleNttn  Istri,  dum  aua  Daciou 
Fatigat  In  OAmpis  aratra, 
Et  galeaa  oljpeoaque  paasim,  ae 


Mairnorum  aeerrot  arnli  oaalum ; 

Yflrg«nte  sarutn  sole  aub  henperum 
FenauB  reaedliuMi,  at  solutoa 
Mon  lolito  tenuisaa  oantu 


Fartar  jQTtoeoa :  "  Carpi te  dum  Uoet, 
Dora  lata  Tobtaotia;  carpi  U 

Oblita  lam  vobla  vlreta, 

Emoriti,mea  oura,taiiri  I 


Victor  Ptolonaa  dum  poaltA  iuper 
RcHpirat  haatA,  sic  etiam  Tlgii 
Saruaqnc.    Proh  1  quantU,  Polone  1 
Moldarici  tcgla  arva  oampl 


Thraeom  mlnta  t  qnaa  ego  Blatonum 
Hie  camo  atragea  i  quanta  per  arioa 
DIxJecu  late  acuta  colleNl 
QuM  Ueticia  raooa  arma  tnineia  I 


II  Ac  acer  Ibat  Sarmata  (Thracibua 
CaptlTua  ollm  nam  meniint  puerX 
lllc  nre  aqnalentea  et  anro 
CoDcanua  expUoult  caterraa. 


Hen  quanta  rldl  pnella  enm  ferox 
RlKcret  haatlit  cainpui,  «t  horridl 
Collata  teropeataa  Oradivl 
Amblgula  flultaret  armia. 


Saapenaa  paullum  anbatltit  alltl* 
Prooella  fbrri,  donee  ahenea 
Hinc  inde  nubea  aulphurato 
(*turima  detoouiaae^  ignl, 


Aa  alow  the  plough  the  oxen  piled. 
Close  by  the  Danube's  rolling  tide. 
With  old  GaleMki  for  their  guide— 

The  Daolan  farmer- 
Ilia  efe  amid  the  furrow*  apled 

Men'a  bonea  and  armonr. 

The  air  waa  calm,  the  ann  waa  low, 
Calm  waa  the  mighty  river'a  flow, 
And  ailentljr.  with  footMtepa  alow. 

Laboured  the  jclke ; 
When  fervently,  with  patriot  glow, 

The  Tcteran  apoke : 

**  Halt  ye,  my  oxen  I    Pauiie  we  here 
Where  valour'a  Teatigea  appear, 
And  lalaam'N  relica  far  and  near 

I«urk  in  the  aoll ; 
While  Poland  on  Tiotorioua  apear 

Keata  from  her  toil. 

Aye  I  well  she  may  triumphant  reat, 
Adorn  with  glory'a  plume  her  creat, 
And  wear  of  victnnr  the  veat, 

Elate  and  flushed : 
Oft  waa  the  Paynlm'M  pride  repivsaed- 

IIkbk  it  WAa  CEuanxol 

Here  the  tremendoua  deed  was  done, 
Ilrro  the  transcendant  trophy  won. 
Where  ft'MgmentH  lie  of  sword  and  gun. 

And  lance  and  ahield, 
And  Turkey'*  giant  skeleton 

Cumbers  the  field ! 

Heavena  I  I  remember  well  that  day. 
Of  warrior  men  the  proud  diaplay, 
Of  brasa  and  steel  the  dread  array- 
Van,  flank,  and  r«ar ; 
How  my  young  heart  the  chargec^a  ncigh 
Throbbed  high  to  hear  I 

How  gallantly  onr  lanoera  atood. 
or  bristling  speara  an  iron  wood. 
Fraught  with  a  desperate  hardihood 

That  naught  could  daunt, 
And  burning  for  the  bloody  feud, 

Fierce,  grim,  and  gaunt  I 

Then  rose  the  deadly  din  of  fight; 

Then  shouting  charged,  with  all  hia  might 

Of  Wllna  each  Teutonic  knight, 

And  of  St.  John'a, 
>VblIe  flaahing  out  from  yonder  helfilLV 


faibeh  fBoirr'a  ttELKjuEB. 


1  il^i  elgn»,  *[rli  tli 


Cun  Thiltu  lull  A 


R  titgHT  AlpliUB         Tall  (iini  of  Iht  Afiamint, 


FitUsg  IBUKOnfiU 


iiM.  itqiti  hinc  Iinpitiii  mnc 


)t  rmiibdeiniea  loud  naa  the  «i 


wq  T'ODfr  time  VBiItt  (ha  Tipaank  d«iuii 

™  I'nloniu        While  v"oto«y  li^ii  >iiipiiiw 


8«Ulllg  vfth  labfold  ur 
Hairi  DyrmUoiu 
rnnm  HiiaulK  ptclnn  BimiilB  Slnnl  «u  euh  CoKuck  b 

FoHcnl  hiKUiur    II  Iw:  mltlinplcet      BmT*  n>  our  LllhuinUi 
P»u>iicii.  IJIIne  LiTKUiai'ii ;  Uui  U>UiiiIr;'i  own  niUi 

Quik*  duf IfUL  roll  ULe  riiJmflD,  Sant  forth  tirft  Fr 


BoruntlB  licnl  T  nun  vgn  ijvunum  Ril£  RuuIii  to  the  n 


^  Imvw  li«f«  IbfpH ' 


Vlrtiit*  imstirmt  iMin  bu 
Bl  Din  •Fl**m  HFplai  t 
BltHanlt.  Mpaoww 


Uno  I'Dllili  UKutiilot » 
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Hto  ftiiui  JEroon.  hie  Antbum  manni 
Confixa  tells ;  hie  Caracai  Jacet 
Conopels  subtar  Lechonim, 
Mon  MM  polUoitus  minael 


Cosnam  tynnno.    Speii  ntmlai  Deui 
Plenimqua  foedoi  duclt  ad  exltas, 
Rldetque  gaiidentem  ■uperbum 
ImmodiolH  dare  vela  Tetia; 


Sle  fonan  oUm  dextra  Peloniea 
Cruore  Iniinget  littora  Boaphorl 
Daronata ;  nee  ponet  aeenres 
DoMe  erunt  aaturea  rulni." 


Que  mo  eanentem  difna  trahont  eqnla 
Non  anna  tauris?    SUtlte,  barlMurae  I 
Non  h«e  Inurbani  Camceno 
Bella  deeet  memorare  boxe, 


Majore  qnondam  qua  recinent  tubA 
Seri  nepotee  i  et  mea  Jam  suii 

Aratra  eum  bubua  revert! 

PriBolpitl  moMt  axe  vesper.** 


Here  cnnid  the  Tiirkm.nu  turn  and  iraoe 
The  NiauKlitcr-tracks,  hera  hIovIj  pace 
The  field  of  downfal  and  dix^^race, 

Where  men  and  home. 
Thick  strt^wn,  encumbered  all  the  place 

With  frequent  corse. 

Well  might  his  haughty  soul  repent 
That  rash  and  ffuilty  armament; 
Weep  for  the  bUiod  of  nations  si>ent, 

II is  ruined  host; 
His  empty  arrogance  lament, 

And  bitter  boast. 

Sorrow,  derision,  scorn,  and  hate, 
Upon  the  proud  one's  footsteps  wait; 
Both  in  the  field  and  in  the  gate 

Aoeurxed,  abhorred ; 
And  be  his  halls  made  desolate 

With  fire  and  sword !" 

Sneh  was  the  tale  Galeskl  told, 
Calm  as  the  mighty  Danulte  rolled; 
And  well  I  ween  tliat  ftirmcr  old, 

Who  held  a  plough. 
Had  fought  that  day  a  warrior  bold 

With  helm6d  brow. 

But  now  upon  the  glorious  stream 
The  sun  flnng  out  his  parting  beam, 
The  soldier-swain  unyoked  his  team, 

Yet  still  he  oliaunted 
The  live-long  eve :— and  glory's  dream 

Ills  pillow  hanntod. 


So  exasperated,  we  may  add,  were  the  Janissaries  at  the 
untoward  result  of  the  campaign,  that  they  murdered  the 
young  sultan  on  his  return  to  C.  P.  He  was  llie  sixteenth 
leader  of  the  faithful,  counting  from  Mahomet,  but  ih$  first 
whoso  life  terminated  iu  that  tragical  manner ;  albeit  such 
an  event  has  since  been  of  common  occurrence  on  the  banks 
of  the  Bosphorus. 

In  the  year  1636  a  ceremony  took  place  at  the  university 
of  Wilna.  The  degree  of  "  doctor"  was,  with  unusual  pomp, 
conferrred  on  the  poet,  in  presence  of  King  Wladislas  and 
the  highest  personages  of  tne  realm;  his  royal  admirer  took 
the  ring  from  his  own  finger,  ond  begged  it  might  be  used 
in  the  ceremony  of  wedding  the  learned  bachelor  to  his 
doctorial  dignity.  That  ring  is  still  preser\'ed  at  Wilna, 
and  is  used  to  the  present  day  in  conferring  the  doctorate 
per  anntilum  on  the  students  of  the  university. 

The  i)atrona^o  of  royalty  was  now  secured  to  Sarbiewski, 
and  Wladit^las  insisted  on  his  accompanviug  him  oven  in  his 
hunting  excursions.  In  an  epistle  of  l^linv  to  Taoitas,  the 
proconsul  invites  tlie  historian  to  partake  of  the  pleasures  of 


thecbiise;aiidte11shm),tbat  during  bis  visit  to  thenioonlie 
may  still  prosecute  hia  favourite  studies :  "  Etptrie* 
PalltideM  non  mimia  libenlfr  veaari  in  ,mtmt\btt»  qltam  tXa- 
nam."  I  find  mcutiooed,  in  the  catalogue  of  his  worbi, 
poems  entitled  Silviludia,  referring  to  tlie  wcodlaud  achieve- 
ments of  tlie  northern  Ximrod.  He  also  appears  to  have 
written  an  fpio  poem,  on  the  eKploite  of  some  ancient  Polish 
monarub  (Lfehuti/as,  lib.  xii.) ;  but  it  may  bo  vWaed  with 
the  King  Arthur  of  Sir  Eicbard  Blackmore,  the  Cotombiad 
of  Joshua  Barlow,  the  Charlemagne  of  Lutien  Buonaparte, 
and  many  other  modern  epics  too  tedious  to  mention.  His 
lust  occupation  was  writing  a  commentary  on  St.  Thoma« 
Aquinas,  licfore  the  termination  of  which  enterprise  he  died, 
A.B.  1640.  I  intend  writing  one  mysell',  if  I  live  long 
enough. 

Turn  we  now  to  Actiue  Sincerua  d  Sto.  ?>'a?.aro,  \-uIgarly 
called  (for  shortiieaa)  Sannazar.  The  town slup  forming  the 
family  inheritance  is  situated  between  the  Po  and  the  Teai- 
no,  but  he  himself  was  born  at  the  foot  of  Mount  VesuTiua, 
in  1458. 

Like  Dante.  TasBo,  and  Petrarch,  in  youth  he  risited 
France,  where  be  ttTote  a  book — known  bv  the  same  name 
as  the  work  of  our  own  eupbuist.  Sir  Phuip  Sidney,  being 
entitled  Arcadia,  amazingly  popular  in  its  day  throughont 
Italy.  On  bis  return  to  Naples  in  1492,  he  appeared  in 
the  eharncter  of  play-writer  to  the  court,  which,  Deiug  prin- 
cipally composed  of  tipHuish  hidalgos  (a  branch  of  the  Ma- 
dnd  family  holding  at  that  period  the  sovereignty),  must 
have  been  pleased  at  the  subjects  seleeted  by  him  for  drama- 
tic illustration  ;  viz.  the  Conquest  of  Grenada,  and  the  Fall 
of  the  ifoors.  These  comedies,  written  in  the  slang  of  the 
lazKarom,  tbongh  well  received  on  their  appearance,  have 
fallen  now  into  oblivion. 

He  next  took  to  the  sword,  and  joined  his  royal  patron 
in  an  inroad  it  pleased  the  King  of  Xnples  (a  vassal  of  tbu 
holy  see)  to  make  on  the  patrimony  of  8t.  Peter,  then  owned 
by  the  nifli.'in  AleiLander  Borgia ;  the  gallant  Ludovii-o 
Sforsa  (aidud  by  the  Preneh  under  Charles  VIII.)  drove 
the  invaders  out.  rolled  back  thetide  of  war  into  the  enemy's 
territoiTi  a.ud  sH-cpt  the  Spanish  dynasty  from  the  Ihroa:*. 
Faithftil  to  the  fallen  prince,  Sannazar  became  the  compa- 
iijgn  of  his  bimisbfflent,  and  travelled  with  him  through  Spain 
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and  southern  Franco.  At  this  time  he  formed  a  friendship 
with  the  famous  Qonzalvo  of  Cordova.  On  the  restoration 
of  the  exiled  house  to  the  throne  of  Naples,  Frederick,  who 
succeeded  Ferdinand  II.,  conferred  on  his  adherent  the  villa 
of  Margellina,  in  the  vicinity  of  that  delightful  capital ;  in 
the  rural  repose  of  this  suburban  retreat  he  gave  himself  up 
to  the  cultivation  of  Latin  poetry. 

Of  his  reputation  at  the  revival  of  classic  taste  through- 
out Europe,  an  idea  may  be  collected  from  the  epitaph  writ- 
ten on- his  tomb,  close  to  that  of  Virgil,  by  Cardinal  JBembo, 
a  rival  in  the  same  walk  of  literature : 

"  DA  8ACB0  CIKEBI  7L0HES  I   HIO  ILLB  MABOKX 
SAXVAZAXUS  MUSA  FBOXIHUS  UT  TUMULO." 

And  no  two  sepulchres  could  be  more  appropriately  placed 
in  juxtaposition  on  the  romantic  promontory  of  Pausilipp^. 
The  grand  poem  of  Sanuazar,  De  partu  Virginia,  which  occu- 
pied twenty  years  of  his  life,  is  replete  with  evidence  of  a 
fine  imagination  and  an  exquisite  perception  of  rhythmic 
melody,  surpassing  in  both  tuese  respects  Yida  on  a  similar 
subject  (Christiados,  lib.  xii.).  Some  few  lines  will  warrant 
my  judgment.  The  following  extract  refers  to  the  arrival  of 
St.  Joseph  and  the  Virgin  at  Bethlehem :  it  is  preceded  by 
a  magnificent  description  of  the  census  ordered  to  be  taken 
throughout  the  Roman  empire  by  Augustus  Caesar,  when 
"  all  went  to  be  taxed,  every  one  in  his  own  city." — Luke, 
chap.  ii. 

"  Turn  fines  Qalilsa  tuoB  emenflOB  ot  imas 
Carmeli  valle«,  qusquo  altus  vertice  opacat 
Riira  Thabor,  ■parsamquo  juffis  Samaritida  terrain 
Palmiferis  ;— Polynias  o  lfDV&  liqucrat  arcos 
Cum  eimul  o  tumulo  muros  et  tccta  domorum 
Prospoxit,  patritcquo  af^ovit  raoenia  temc  ; 
Continuo  lachrymis  urbem  vcneratur  obortia, 
Intcuditque  manuB,  ct  ab  imo  pectore  fatur. 

Bcthlcmiffi  turrca !  et  non  obeoura  meorum 
Ko^na  patrum,  magnique  olim  salvcte  penates  ! 
Tuquo  O  terra  !  pareua  regum,  yisuraquo  rcgeni 
Cui  Sol  ot  gcmini  famulontur  cardinis  axes, 
Salve  itcruni !     To  vana  Jovis  cunabula  Crete 
llorrcticct  ponctquo  suos  tcmeraria  fastiis  ; 
]*ar\'a  loquor !  prono  vcnient  diadcmate  mipplex 
Ilia  potcns  reruin  ttirraruiu(^uo  incljta  Roma, 
Atquo  orbifl  domiuam  submittet  ad  oscula  fronteni  !'* 

Lib.  ii.  236. 
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From  the  peii  of  Sannaiar,  besides  this  ep/e,  wehavethreft 
I  1)001(3  of  elegiei  two  of  lyrical  and  nuscdlaneouii  poetry,  and 
I  the  sii  piicaional  ecloguea  on  which  his  fame  principally 
rests.  The  elegies  are  addressed  to  the  frienda  who  cheerea 
the  calm  evening  of  hia  days,  and  frequent  allueion  occurs 
to  the  delightful  resideDce  of  the  villa  Morgellina,  tho  gift 
of  hia  royal  benefactor. 

Da  Futle  SU.  Naiari,  in  /undo  Tie  Fmnlain  qfSt.  Niaare. 

I    Kit  mllil  rlTD  Titnua  MresDl  Thtra-t  n  foant  at  Iha  <Mt  of  I-«ilUi4'>  Ull, 

TIa  Iba  gain  of  taj  rUl*,  Uio  BelshlNHubaod'a 


Ciiai  tliDaniaiBiua  at  biulco  invum 

WU.0  lb»  pUI»  «B  all  panbed,  and  llw  ll>n« 

Am  i«»aiii. 

AotoqiliinfcatBiaatantralaiiaiB 
(tuaUidrluHinlhi  lernvtii  Diniil 

Th™  ■  niMWil  eoBMi  I  lore  deiriT : 

Ta  Ilia  liny  at  mr  blnb  Ibu  maiai  r'arl)'' 

■TIa  tl«  hut  of  uiy  pilmn,  Niuiui  Iha  Mai  i 

SorrnrinelK  Uotfond  iiieh  wobI.1  I  barWr: 

nia  nlhl  MMtam.  «.ihl  blaTwtn 

All  iBiCi^  wlih  mjr  toro  for  ibe  iwnjr. 

Dupllel  rntn.  ^nKnBq.ia  •ampat 

111  dia  iirloan  mitil  viKiantl 
I'builnialllunll.wHeni""'!'" 

Ili^-t  lUa  (ultUr  iianlna  of  na  >nd  of  mltia, 
Aixl  u  lisHHir  Ibe  «ln<a  la  tnr  mMU: 

Uni^  mm  1  ilavoirf  U>k  -all.  urf  •  alirlu 
■  Into  him  1  hove  bojll  In  llw  r»Ho. 

I  hnra  deek'd  It  with  arralal  >nd  tnml  t 
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81  nilhi  primos  f^oncrirt  pnrentos,        To  thy  Blirine  •hull  the  mnlds  of  Pnrthenoprf 

8i  mihi  luccni  pniitcr  lii'diHti,  bring 

Httc  Age  et  fonteni  tlbi  dedicatnm         Lighted  tiiperH.  In  yearly  procewilon ; 

Sepe  reviiie.  While  the  pilgrim  hereafter  shall  visit  this 

spring. 
To  partake  of  the  Saint's  Intercession ! 

His  pastoral  poetry  has  obtained  him  celebrity ;  if  /wf«/o- 
ral  it  may  be  called,  since  it  chiefly  refers  to  the  bay  of 
Naples,  and  the  manners,  customs,  and  loves  of  the  lishennen. 
There  was  novelty  in  the  idea  of  maritime  eclogues  ;  the  same 
freshness  of  imagery  which  gave  a  sort  of  vogue  to  the  Ori- 
ental pastorals  of  Collins,  rendered  attractive  in  this  case  an 
otherwise  dull  and  somniferous  sort  of  composition.     The 
crook  was  happily  exchan^d  for  the  ^^Ain^-rorf,  and  well-re- 
plenished nets  were  substituted  for  bleating  folds.    On  look- 
ing over  these  pastoraU,  I  alight  on  an  odd  idea,  attri- 
buted by  the  poet  to  a  Neapolitan  fisherman,  respecting  the 
/ '  phenomenon  of  ocean-tides.    The  Mediterranean  being  ex- 
7   ^mpt  from  them,  the  lazarone   waterman  puts  for^  ~t£e 
^  toUowing  theory : 

"  £t  qu8D  c»ruleo8  procul  aspicit  ora  Britannos 
QuA  (nisi  vana  ferunt)  quoties  maris  unda  rcsedit 
IndigeniB  oaptant  nudos  per  littora  pisces.'* 

The  ebbing  and  flowing  of  the  tide  would,  doubtless,  have 
furnished  the  early  Greek  and  Soman  poets  witli  abundant 
•  moral  and  poetical  allusion,  had  they  such  a  transition  con- 
stantly before  their  eyes  as  we  have  ;  and  I  make  no  apo- 
logy K)r  noticing  in  tnis  place  a  robbery  of  Tom  Moore,  who 
has  made  use  ot  a  French  author's  ideas  on  this  topic,  trans- 
ferring the  whole  piece  into  his  Melodies,     Ex,  gr, : 

VerteM  written  by  FontenelU  in  tht  Album  of  Ninon  de  VEnelot, 

Moore's  "  I  saw  firom  the  beach."  Sec.  Ae. 

"  Jo  Toyalfl  dn  rivage,  an  lever  de  rau-  On  m'a  vant^  la  paix  et  la  glolre  finale, 

rore.  Qui  oourronnent  le  sage  au  dvclin  de 

Un  esquif  stir  los  tlots,  qui  Tognait  ««•  Jours ; 

tout  joyf  ux ;  Mais,  0  dieux  t  rendex-mol  la  IValchenr 

Je  renins  sur  lo  Koir...iI  y  4tait  eneore,  matiuale, 

Mais,  M\n% !  d«Iaiss4  par  lo  flot  dft-  La  ros^  rt  les  pleunde  mes  premiers 

daigneux.  amoan. 

Je  me  snis  dit  alon :  '  CTtat  reiquif  da  Qui  me  rendra  ce  terns  dMnoffables  de- 
bet ftge,  lieea. 
Cost  le  flot  du  bonhenr  qui  le  beree  Otkmon  eceur  s'ezhalalt  en  amoureuz 
au  matin ;  d^sirs  ; 
Mais  la  iMtrquo  au  reflux  reste  Id  ear  Comme  nn  bois  d*  Arable  aox  pleux  sa- 
la  plage,  crifloea, 
Et  Toll^du  plaUlz  r^pbimlrs  daetial  Qoi  i'imroole  en  Jettant  de  parfumla 

soapirar" 
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Little  else  remains  to  be  said  of  Sannazar,  who  died  at 
the  age  of  72,  on  the  margin  of  that  delicious  bay  where  he 
had  judiciously  pitched  his  tent  towards  the  close  of  a  long 
and  adventurous  career,  and  where  he  had  surrounded  him- 
self with  all  that  can  make  existence  pleasant — ^the  charms 
of  friendship,  the  pursuits  of  literature,  and  the  consolations 
of  religion,  a.d.  1530. 

Jerome  Fracastor  saw  the  light  at  Verona  in  1483.  He 
exhibited,  on  his  first  appearance  in  this  clamorous  world, 
the  anatomical  rarity  of  a  mouth  so  hermetically  sealed,  lips 
so  perfectly  adhering  to  each  other,  as  to  require  the  sur- 
geon's bistouri  to  make  an  aperture  for  vocal  sounds.  Not 
less  extraordinary  was  a  subsequent  occurrence  in  the  history 
of  his  childhood.  One  day,  while  in  the  arms  of  his  mother, 
the  electric  fluid,  during  a  thunder-storm,  was  pleased  to  de- 
prive the  parent  of  life,  leaving  the  infant  poet  unscathed. 
At  nineteen  he  was  deemed  fit  to  fill  the  chair  of  logic  at 
the  university  of  Padua.  Having  embraced  the  medical 
profession,  he  quickly  attained  eminence  in  the  healing  art ; 
and  such  was  the  splendour  of  his  name  throughout  Italy, 
that  he  was  summoned  to  Home  and  invested  with  the  pent 
of  a^;^/argo;,  or  state-physician  to  Pope  Paul  III.  In  this 
capacity  he  attended  tne  Council  of  Trent,  and  there,  on  the 
appearance  in  1547  of  certain  symptoms  of  a  contagious  dis- 
temper in  that  neighbourhood,  the  physician  waved  his  wand, 
dissolved  the  meeting  of  the  (ecumenical  fathers,  and  ordered 
them  to  transfer  their  labours  to  the  more  salubrious  city  of 
Bologna ;  which  mandate  was  at  once  obeyed  by  that  as- 
sembly, duly  impressed  Mdth  the  wisdom  of  Fracastor.  He 
died  in  1553,  at  the  advanced  age  of  seventy ;  beyond  which, 
according  to  the  Psalmist,  there  is  nothing  but  trouble, 
dulness,  and  drivelling.  My  contemporary,  old  Talleyrand,  is, 
however,  an  exception. 

To  speak  of  the  works  of  our  poet  is  now  the  difficulty  ; 
for  his  principal  claim  to  renown  tis  a  writer  is  foundcKi  on 
a  didactic  poem,  of  which  the  name  cannot  be  breathed.* 
We  may,  however,  indicate  the  subject  on  which  his  muse 
has  chosen  to  expatiate  with  all  the  naJvetS  of  unsophisti- 

*  01. 1  Prout  appears  r.ither  squeamish  in  this  matter:  Lady  Bles- 
eington  lias  Imd  no  ?cniplo  iu  dwelling  on  the  praises  of  Fracastor  in 
her  last  novel.  The  Two  Friendt,  1834,  vol.  iii.  p.  210.— O.  T. 


I . 
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cated  genius,  by  stating  that  it  bears  some  analogy  to  the 
commentaries  of  Julius  Ceesar,  Be  Bella  Gallico,  Perhaps 
the  opening  lines  will  bo  more  explanatory : 

"  Qui  casus  rcrum  yarii,  qu»  semina  morbum 
Iiisuetum  uec  longa  uUi  per  ssecula  Tisum 
Attulerint ;  uosti^  qui  tempestate  per  omnem 
Europam,  partemque  Asie,  Lybjesque  per  urbes 
Ssviit ;  in  Latium  Tero  per  tristia  bella 
Gallorum  irrupit,  nomenaue  a  gente  recepit ; 
Hinc  canere  incipiam.    ifaturas  suavibus  hortl 
Floribus  invitant  et  amantes  mira  Camoenn !" 

The  fastidiousness  of  modem  taste  does  not  allow  a  cri- 
tical dissection  of  this  extraordinaty  work,  in  which  there  is 
a  marvellous  display  of  inventive  ingenuity,  of  exuberant 
fancy,  great  medical  skill,  and  great  masterdom  over  the 
technical  terms  of  the  art,  so  as  to  blend  them  with  the 
smoSth  current  of  poesy.  The  episodes  are  particularly 
deser\'ing  of  commendation,  and  the  whole  performance 
stamps  the  author  as  a  man  of  superior  accomplishments 
and  high  philosophy.     But  .the  subject  is  intractaole. 

He  was  not  the  first  who  adoptea  this  metrical  method  of 
conveying  medical  theories :  the  school  of  Salerno,  in  the 
eleventh  century,  had  clothed  their  precepts  in  verse ;  and 
the  distlchs  of  the  Schola  Salernitana  were  long  quoted  with 
reverence  by  the  faculty.  They  are  addressed  to  Bobert  of 
Normandy,  w)io  stopped  at  Salerno,  on  his  return  from  the 
Holy  Land,  to  get  his  arm  cm^d  of  an  issue ;  and  as  he 
was  on  )iis  way  to  take  possession  of  the  throne  of  England, 
he  is  saluted  as  king  in  the  opening  of  the  book,  though  he 
never  lived  to  sway  the  sceptre  of  these  islands: 

"  Angloruni  regi  scribit  Schola  iota  Salemi,'*  &o. 

Chap.  111. — Tueodobb  Beza,  Fatueb  Yanie&x,  Oeobos 

Buchanan. 

"  Tros  KutulusTc  fuat  nullo  diicriminc  habebo." — jSneid,  lib.  z. 

'*  Jo  uo  (Icirido  pas  ontre  Geiidve  et  Bomo." — UfnruuU^  cant.  ii.  t.  6. 

Prout  conjures  u)>  three  ghosts,  to  sup  to-night  on  a  red-herring ; 
These  ghostly-  gucitts  he  inti^rests — on  the  art  they  lored  conferring : 
With  a  cordml  greet  the  Jesu-it  hails  the  two  other  gemmen — 
The  cannio  fiJcot,  with  the  Huguenot  from  the  borders  of  Lake  Lemnn.— 

O.  Y. 

Cebtain  craniological  proceedings    are  reported   to  have 
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taken  place  in  Dublin.  Every  one  who  has  read  the  paper, 
published  by  us  in  July,  1834,  entitled  "  Swift's  Mamiess ; 
a  Tale  of  a  Churn,"  must  know  that  Front's  parents  were 
the  Dean  and  the  accomplished  Stella.  Mr.  JBurke,  (now 
Sir  Bernard)  genealogist,  and  Ulster  king-atarms,  has  ad- 
mitted the  fact.  Now  it  appears  that  a  "  scientific  asso- 
ciation" (a  show  got  up  on  the  principle  of  Wombwell's 
travelling  menagerie)  nas  been  visiting  the  Irish  capital ; 
and  in  return  for  sundry  capers,  exhibited  in  the  Hotunda, 
has  requested  (out-Heroding  Herodias  !)  that  the  skulls  of 
Swift  and  Stella  should  be  presented  on  a  charger  for  in- 
spection. The  result  of  the  phrenological  inquest  is  an- 
nounced to  be  the  discovery  of  "  the  organ  of  combativeness^* 
in  Front's  father  "  very  large ;"  that  of  "  destructiveneu^* 
equally  so,  "  tw7"  being  at  a  very  low  mark — ^**  impercep- 
tible." We  cannot  let  this  pass ;  we  repel  the  implied  in- 
sinuation that  Front  inherited  from  the  Dean  these  combative 
and  destructive  bumps  along  with  the  "  imperceptible"  share 
of  wit  which  we  are  willing  to  admit  fell  to  his  lot,  and 
formed  indeed  (with  a  lock  of  Stella's  hair)  his  sole  patri- 
mony. Mild  and  tolerant,  ever  ready  to  make  allowance  for 
other  people's  prejudices,  sympathising  with  all  mankind, 
there  was  not  an  atom  of  pugnacity  in  nis  composition :  had 
an  autopsia  taken  place  at  his  death,  the  gall-bladder  would 
have  been  foimd  empty.  He  was  particularly  free  from 
that  epidemic,  which  nas  ever  raged  among  clergymen  of  all 
persuasions,  the  scurvy  disorder  called,  by  Gden,  Odi%m 
Theologicum,  This  immedicable  distemper  never  made  the 
slightest  inroad  on  his  constitution.  To  his  brethren  of  the 
cloth  he  recommended  the  belles  lettres  as  an  effectual  pro- 
phylactic :  one  of  his  innocent  superstitions  was  that  the 
Castalian  spring  possessed  an  efficacy  akin  to  the  properties 
Tertullian  ascribes  to  "  holy  water,"  and  that,  like  the  "  aqua 
lustralis"  it  could  equally  banish  evil  spirits,  chase  goules 
and  vampires,  and  lay  ths  ghost  of  bygone  dissension  wher- 
ever it  was  sprinkled. 

Having  thus  disposed  of  the  "  combative  bump,"  we  pass 
to  the  "  destructive"  protuberance  which,  it  is  hinted,  Suift 
transferred  to  his  venerable  child.  Ye  ^ods !  Front  a  de- 
structive !  No,  no,  the  padr^  was  no  pnestly  sansculotte ; 
and  Vinegar  Hill  was  not  the  mount  on  which  he  paid  his 
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political  adoratious.  Like  Edmund  Burke,  he  wished  to 
gee  '*  no  ruin  on  the  face  of  the  laud.'*  His  youthful  re- 
miniscences of  the  Jacobin  Club,  of  Marat,  of  Danton,  and 
of  Santerre  (who,  like  Dan,  kept  a  brewery),  had  given  a 
conservative  tone  to  his  feelings.  As  for  the  lay  abbot  of 
Derrynane  ''  Abbey,"  he  had  watched  his  early  proceedings 
with  a  certain  degree  of  interest ;  he  soon  smoked  the  char- 
latan, when  the  accounts  of  "  the  Association"  began  to  get 
somehow  "  unaccountably  mixed  up"  with  his  own  balances 
in  the  banker's  ledger ;  which  mistake  happened  as  early  as 
1827  :  aud  Prout's  prophetic  eye  foresaw  at  once  the  law- 
yer's bag  distending  itself  into  the  subsequent  dimensions 
of  the  beggar's  wallet.  In  one  of  his  sermons  to  the  faith- 
ful of  Watorgrasshill  (the  MS.  is  in  the  chest),  he  employs, 
as  usual  when  he  seeks  to  illustrate  any  topic  of  importance, 
a  quotation  from  one  of  the  holy  fathers  ;  and  the  passage 
he  selects  is  from  a  homily  of  St.  Augustin,  addressed  to 
the  people  of  IFyppo  in  Africa: — "  Proverbium  no  turn  e»t 
Puniciim  quod  quidem  LaiinS  vobis  dicam  quia  Punich  non  omnes 
nosiis  ;  ^ummum  qujsuit  P£stilentia  ?  duos  illi  d\,  et 
nucATSE!'  {Serm,  CLXVII,  Sfi,  Aug,  Opera,  tome  v.  p. 
801,  Benedictine  Ed.)  t.  e.  "  There  is  an  old  proverb  of  your 
Phauiician  ancestors  which  1  will  mention  in  Latin,  as  you 
<lou'i  ail  speak  the  Punic  dialect:  'Does  the  plague  put 

yOUTlI   ITS  HAND   FOU  ALMS  ?     INSTEAD    OF    A    PENNY    OITB 
TWO,  THAT  you    MAY   HE  MOKE  SPEEDILY  KID  OF  THE    GBIH 

APPLICANT.'  Now,  my  good  parishioners,  this  aphorism  of 
our  Carthaginian  forefathers  (I  am  sorry  we  haye  not  been 
favoured  by  St.  Augustin  with  the  original  Celtic)  would 
hold  good  if  the  mendicant  only  paid  us  a  fortuitous  visit ; 
but  it*  he  were  found  to  wax  importunate  in  propt)rtion  to 
the  peiu'c-otferiug  of  pence,  and  if  this  claimant  of  elee- 
mosynary aid  announced  to  us  a  perpetual  and  periodical 
visitation,  we  should  rather  adopt  the  resolution  of  one 
Laurence  Sterne  (who  has  written  sermons),  and,  buttoning 
up  our  pocket,  stoutly  refuse  to  giye  a  single  sou." — Sermon 
for  Tiibnte  Sunday,  in  MS. 

The  fits  of  periodical  stan-ation  to  which  the  agricultural 
labourers  throughout  Ireland  (farmers  they  cannot  be 
<»lled)  are  subject — the  screwing  of  rents  up  to  an  ad  tf* 
^itutn  pressure  by  the  owners  of  the  soil — the  "  clearing  of 
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estates,"  against  which  there  is  no  legal  remedy,  and  which 
can  only  be  noticed  by  a  Rockite  billet- doux — the  slow, 
wasting  process  of  inanition,  which  carries  off  the  bulk  of 
the  peasantry  (for  there  is  a  slow-fever  of  hunger  endemic 
through  the  land,  permanent  like  the  malaria  of  Italy)  ; — 
these,  in  Front's  view  of  things,  are  (and  have  been  since 
the  days  of  Swift)  the  only  real  grievances  of  the  country. 
The  ejected  peasant  of  the  Irish  hovel  Is  suffered  by  law  to 
die  in  a  ditch  ;  and  the  gratifying  of  sectarian  vanit}',  by 
what  are  called  liberal  measures,  gave  Prout  no  pleasure 
while  the  cottier  was  allowed  to  be  trampled  on  by  the 
landlord  (Popish  or  Protestant)  with  uniform  heartlessness 
and  impunity. 

"  Pellitur  in  sinu  ferens  DeoB, 
Et  yir  et  uxor  sordidosque  natos.*' — HoR. 

As  to  a  provision  for  the  poor,  Mr.  O'Connell  appears  to 
think  that  enforced  alms  are  only  desirable  in  his  own  case. 

**  Un  jour  Habpaook,  touchy  par  le  prAne 
De  son  Cur^,  dit :  '  Je  TaiB  m!amender ; 
Bien  n'est  si  beau,  si  touchant  que  Taumdne, 
Et  de  ce  pas,  je  yais — la  demakdeb  !' " 

Any  debt  due  to  him  by  his  co-religionists  for  oratorical  ex- 
ertions, was,  in  the  father's  estimate,  long  since  discharged. 
*A^a^t(rrog  6  bfjfji^og  ;  Prout  would  ask,  in  the  words  of  -^s- 
chines,  and  with  him  answer,  Ov^ !  a>.Xa  fLt^aXofPotv  (in 
Ctesiphont.) 

These  were  Prout's  politics ;  some  may  prefer  his  poetiy. 
We  like  both. 

OLITEE  TOBKE. 

Waiergrasihill,  Oct,  1826. 

Eesuming  to-night  the  subject  of  modem  attempts  at 
Latin  versification,  a  name  suggests  itself  sufl&ciently  dis- 
tinguished in  the  annals  of  ecclesiastical  warfare,  but  not 
as  familiar  as  it  deserves  to  be  in  literary  circles.  I  allude 
to  Beza.  Those  who  imagine  that  the  successor  to  John 
Calvin,  in  that  snug  little  popedom  Geneva,  would  influence 
my  judgment  as  to  his  poetical  merits,  don't  know  my  way 
of  doing  business.    To  those  of  our  cloth,  the  recollections 
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connected  \v'itb  that  neighbourhood  are  not  delectable.  I  can- 
not say  with  Byron — 

"  Lake  Leman  woos  me  with  her  crystal  face.** — (Canto  iii.  at.  68.) 

A  strange  attraction  seems  to  have  drawn  to  the  borders 
of  this  romantic  fishpond  Calvin  and  Madame  de  Stael, 
liousseau  and  Gibbon,  Beza  and  Sir  Egerton  Brydges,  Vol- 
taire and  Sir  Humphrey  Davy  (or,  as  the  Italians  called  him, 
Zot'om/rif/evi,)  John  Kemble,  St.  Francis  de  Sales,  Monsieur 
Necker,  Monsieur  de  Haller,  and  a  host  of  celebrities  in  re- 
ligion, politics,  and  literature. 

**  Lausanne  and  Femey  !  ye  have  been  the  abodea 
Of  names  which  unto  you  bequeatlied  a  name — 
Mortals  who  sought  and  found,  by  dangerous  roads, 
A  path  to  perpetuity  of  fame.** 

Whatever  was  the  fascination  of  this  lake  on  sensitive 
souls,  it  exercised  a  wholesome  influence  on  the  bodilv  health 
of  the  denizens  on  its  margin ;  for,  not  to  mention  toe  octo- 
genarian author  of  the  Ilemiade,  our  Theodore  himself  eked 
out  a  cancer  of  almost  a  full  century,  being  bom  in  1519, 
and  deferring  his  departure  from  this  life  to  the  protracted 
millesimo  of  1605 !  Vezelai,  a  village  of  Burgundy,  was  his 
cradle ;  in  infancy  he  was  transferred  to  the  house  of  an  old 
uncle,  Nich.  de  B^ze,  a  lawyer  in  Paris,  whence,  at  the  age 
of  ten,  he  was  removed  to  Orleans,  and  placed  under  the 
tuition  of  Melchior  Wolmar,  a  scholastic  luminary  of  the 
day :  from  him  the  embryo  reformer  imbibed  the  first  prin- 
ciples of  free  judgment  in  church  matters.  In  his  last  will 
and  testament  he  *'  thanks  Ood,  that  at  the  early  i^  of  six- 
teen ho  had  already,  in  his  si'cret  soul,  shaken  on  the  tram- 
mels of  popery."  This  did  not  prevent  him  from  accepting 
the  clerical  tonsure  and  netit  coUt-t  to  qualify  for  a  church 
living,  viz.  the  priory  of  Loncjuineau,  which  he  held  until 
the  year  1548.  lie  had  expectations  from  an  uncle,  who 
would  have  loft  him  ecclesiastical  revenues  to  the  amount  of 
15,00()  livres:  things  turned  out  otherwise.  He  mixed  for 
years  in  the  gaieties  of  the  French  capital,  publishing  in  the  in- 
tervals of  fun  aiid  frolic  Ins  Poemaia  Juvenilia  ;  when  a  serious 
attacliment  to  a  young  lady  of  gn'at  mental  accomplishments, 
and  also  n  fit  of  sickness,  caused  a  change  to  come  o'er  the  spirit 
of  his  life's  young  dream.     On  recovery  from  his  illness, 
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during  which  he  had  enjoyed  the  services  of  a  most  amiable 
nurse-tender,  he  renounced  his  priory,  bade  adieu  to  his 
avuncular  prospects,  and  fled  to  Geneva,  where  his  acknow- 
ledged scholarship  caused  him  to  be  received  with  acclama- 
tion. I  had  forgot  to  add  that  Candida,  the  lady  of  his  love, 
was  the  partner  of  his  flight.  If  we  are  to  judge  of  her 
beauty  and  sylph-like  form  by  the  standard  of  Beza's  glowing 
verses,  Adpedem  Candida, 

**  O  pes !  quem  gemins  premunt  cclumns,''  &c.  &o. 

she  must  have  been  a  fitting  Bgeria  to  supply  the  new  legis- 
lator of  divinity  with  graceful  mspirations.  He  was  made 
Greek  professor  at  Lausanne,  an  occupation  to  which  he 
devoted  ten  years ;  there  he  wrote  a  Latin  tragedy,  called 
the  Sacrijice  of  Abraham,  which  drew  tears  from  old 
Pasquier's  eyes.  At  Lausanne  he  also  published  a  French 
translation  of  the  New  Testament,  and  carried  on  a  contro- 
versy against  Sebastian  Castalio,  a  brother  reformer  and 
rival  translator.  This  Castalio  had  the  impudence  to  censure 
Calvin  for  burning  Servetus,  and  Theodore  wrote  a  book  in 
his  master's  defence,  which  was  printed  by  Bobert  Etienne 
(1  vol.  8vo.  Paris^  1554),  "  under  the  sign  of  the  olive," 
and  entitled  De  Hcereticis  a  civiii  Magistral u  puniendis.  The 
doctrine  of  putting  heretics  to  death  is  more  strenuously 
enforced  in  this  tract  than  even  in  Dens'  stupid  book  of 
theology.  Beza  little  thought  what  use  might  be  made  of 
his  own  doctrines ;  that  foresight  which  Horace  praises  in 
Kegulus  did  not  form  part  of  his  character :  he  did  not  look 
to  the  consequences. 

"  Hoc  caverat  mens  provida  Beguli 
DissoTiticntis  conditionibus 

SfBV'lS  et  EXEMPLO   TRAHENTI 

PeENICIEM   VENIENS   in   JEVUM." 

UoR.,  Ode  V.  lib.  iii. 

It  is  right  to  add,  that  Melancthon  differed  totally  from  the 
tenets  of  his  brethren  at  Geneva  on  this  matter. 

The  death  of  Calvin  left  him  the  recognised  chief  of  Eu- 
ropean Protestantism  in  1564,  previous  to  which  he  had  ap- 
peared as  the  representative  of  the  cause  at  the  famous 
CoUoque  de  Poissy ;  which,  ^like  all  such  exhibitions  of 
religious  wrangling,  ended  in  each  party  being  as  wise 
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ever.     He  presided  at  the  synod  of  Bochelle  in  1570,  and 
his  wife,  Candida,  dying  in  1588,  he  remarried  a  young  ^ 
spouse,  whom  he  calls  the  "  Shunamite  :**  a  gay  thought  for   • 
a  theologian  in  his  seventy-third  year.    This,  however,  is  no 
business  of  ours.     Let  us  have  a  stave  of  his  poetry. 

Most  of  his  verses  are  in  the  hendecasyllabic  metre,  the 
choice  of  which  indicates  who  were  his  favourite  authors 
among  the  poets. 


( 


Theodobus  Beza 
Musii  tineam  taerijieai. 

SI  TogiLt  Cereremque  Llb«nimqiM 
ViUe  Holllcitus  Mun  colonus ; 
Si  Mavortlii  opu;*  petit  cnientus 
Miles  sollicitiiii  sun  Malutiii; 
Ouidui,  Calliope,  tibi  tuiHqne 
•lure  Hacra  feram,  quibun  plaoere 
Eat  uiitim  atudium  inihl,  oninibutqae 
Qui  vatuiu  e  uumero  voluiu  hab«ri  f 

Vobi«  orgo  fcrenda  Racra,  rouiiw ! 
Sed  qiin  virtima  Rrata  ?  qua  Camenw 
Dioata  hoatla?  parcitti,  o  Norores; 
Nova  hMC  victima  scd  taiufin  »uavi« 
Futura  arbiimr,  admodnmqiie  ffraU. 
Accede,  o  tinoa !  ilia  qu«s  piulUo 
Ventrem  corpora  geria  voracem. 


Tene  Pieridnm  aggredi  roinistroB  f 
Tene  arro<lui-e  tani  Kacroa  laboreaP 
Nee  factum  mlhl  denega :  ecce  Airil 
Tut  exempla  turn  et  voracltatis ! 
Tu  hrt  inihl  "  PaaMrem"  Catulli. 
Tu  fer6  milii  "  l.ttitbiam"  abstuUaU. 

Nunc  ccrte  menu  lllo  Martialia 
Ima  ad  viiwera  n>tiiiii  «oco  langnet, 
Et  querit    incdicuni    Muum   "  Triph^ 

nern;" 
I  mo,  et  ipnu  Mar«i,  cut  pcpercit 
Olini  tiaiunia,  tuuin  taiiien  terebmm 
Nuper,  u  fnra  ter  Hceleitta,  aenait. 
Quid  dicam  innumeroa  bene  eniditoa, 
Quorum  tu  monumiMita  et  laborea 
Isto  peaaimo  ventre  devoraati? 

Prodi  Jam,  tunicam  rollnque  I  prodi  I 
Vail  I  ut  callida  HtriiiKit  ipita  aese 
Ut  mortem  Himulat !    HoeleRta,  prodI, 
Pro  t4)t  criminibiiH  datura  po»naa. 
Age,  iatum  iuguio  tuo  mucronem, 
Cnienta,  aocipe,  et  latum  I  et  latum  I  et 

latum  1 
Vide  ut  palpltet  I  ut  oruore  largo 
Anui  poUuerit  prufaua  aacraa. 


LlKZS  BT  BkZA, 
Suggeiied  by  a  moih-eaiem  Bo^k, 

The  aoldier  aoothea  in  his  behalf 
Bellona,  with  a  victim  calf; 
The  farmer'a  fold  vietlma  exhaustr^ 
Ceres  must  have  her  holocauat : 
And  Hhall  the  bard  alone  refuse 
A  votive  oifering  to  his  muae, 
Proving  the  only  uncompliant^ 
Unmindful,  and  ungrateful  client? 

What  gift,  what  ■aeriflce  aeleet, 
May  bent  betoken  hla  respect  P 
Stay,  let  me  tliink...0  happy  notion ! 
What  can  denote  more  true  devotion, 
What  victim  gave  more  pleaaing  odour, 
Than  yon  small  grub,  yon  wee  corroder, 
Of  slug^ifh  gait,  of  shape  uncouth, 
With  Jacobin  deatrueUve  tooth? 

l(o,  creeper !  thy  laat  hour  Is  conte ; 

I)e  thou  the  muses'  hecatomb  1* 

With  whining  trieka  think  not  to  gull  ua} 

Have  I  not  caught  thee  in  Catullus, 

Converting  Into  thy  vile  marrow 

His  matohlesa  ditty  on  "  the  Sparrow  Y* 

Of  late,  thy  stomach  had  been  partial 

To  sundry  tit-bits  out  of  Martial ; 

Nay,  I  have  traced  thee,  inaeot  keen-ey^d  I 

Through  the  fourth  book  of  Maro's  "iBiield.** 

On  vulgar  French  rould'st  not  thou  fatten, 

And  curb  thy  appetite  for  Latin? 

Or,  if  thou  wouid'st  take  I«atin  (Vora  ua. 

Why  not  devour  Duns  Scot  and  Thomaa? 

Might  not  the  "  Digest"  and  "  Decretala" 

Have  aerred  thee,  varlat,  for  thy  victuals? 

Victim  I  come  forth !  crawl  from  thy  nook  I 
Fit  alur  be  this  injured  book ; 
Caitiff!  'tia  vain  alyly  to  almulate 
Torpor  and  death;  thee  thla  shall  immo> 

late— 
This  penknife,  fitting  guillotine 
To  shod  a  bookworm's  olood  obioene  f 
Nor  can  the  poet  better  mark  his 
Zeal  for  the  muae  than  on  thy  oareaat. 


Quiere,  Hack,  a  tome  P — Prinitt't  DiviL 


» 


I  know  not  whetlier  Southey,  whose  range  of  rendiDg 
t&kra  in,  like  the  whirlpool  of  the  Imtian  ocean,  seft-weea 
and  etrawB,  as  well  as  nngates  and  mtrchtrntmen,  hu  not 
found,  in  tliis  obscure  poem  of  Be/a,  the  prototype  of  hia 
fimciflil  lines 

'■  On  0  JFb™  »  the  Nut." 


Tbc»li 


l-ob.  mnlBlil  DM  lwri!l>r: 


..•re 


ly  thing  tD  uwk  Dial  nut.      Up™  tlie  • 


r  lucgvi  htUi ;  ud  Vina  I 

im,  HiiliU«.  «4  tMn, 
:  kxiai  Bat,  Niclislu,  B» 


aamelunor  t  BlbFn-ilKir. 


null  HUun'a  idvloin 


But  perhaps  LafontniDe's  rat,  who  retired  from  the  world's 
tntercourac  to  the  hermitage  of  a,/riimage  d'HoUande,  wu  the 
real  source  of  Southey'a  inspiration. 

In  another  eftiiBion,  which  he  has  entitled  Ad  BiMi'ithreatn, 
Beza's  enthueiaam  for  the  writers  of  classic  iintitiuity  hrvatu 
out  in  iine  style ;  and  as  the  enumerntion  of  hie  luvoorites 
may  poasesa  some  interest,  insomuch  as  it  afTorcIs  a  vl%  to 
hia  early  course  of  reading,  I  insert  a  fragroent  of  thia  glo* 
nous  nomoudature.    The  catalogue  requires  QOtranslatioti: 


PUU.'nni<Hl 


«««.  wlClwm,  C•ta11^  Mn  1 

■■I**  nl  Muro,  ninlumqiM  nltnual 

Prfii,  tu<|t.«|i»n. 

HI  CM.  (jDlumdlt.  V4rK..  Llrt  J 

«•!«  nl  wmtit  PlMita,  In  Tarml!, 

(...D.,  Owllmill  q 

Et  In  MtTc  Oy^A\,  rulil.  Pni«tU ! 

lni:lii«inuiiur»;)i 
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The  lines  which  I  have  marked  in  italics  convey  the  theory 
subsequently  broached  by  Professor  Wo.iff,  and  maintained 
with  such  prodigious  learning ;  viz.  that  Homer  was  a  mere 
ens  rationis,  a  nomims  umbra,  representing  no  individual  of 
the  species — such  poet  never  having  existed — but  that  the 
various  rhapsodies  forming  Iliad  and  Odyssey  were  collected 
throughout  Greece,  and  the  authorship  ascribed  to  this  ima- 
ginary personage  about  the  time  of  Ly curg^s.  The  scepti- 
cism of  Beza  would  greatly  corroborate  the  Wolffian  doc- 
trine. 

We  have  no  list  of  his  favourite  authors  among  mqdem 
writers,  but  it  would  appear  that  he  had  a  partiality  for 
Frank  Rabelais,  and  relished  exceedingly  the  learned  buf- 
foonery of  that  illustrious  Theban.  Witness  the  following 
distich: 

"  Qui  BIO  nugatur,  traotantem  at  seria  rincat, 
Beria  cum  ccribet,  dio  modo  qualia  erit  P" 

If  jokea  and  fUn  he  shew  such  might  in, 
What  would  he  be  in  serious  writing  P 

Of  Besa  as  a  religionist,  it  does  not  become  me  to  say  a 
word. 

A  notice  of  the  Jesuit  Jacques  Vani^re  must  be  necessa- 
rily brief,  as  far  as  biographical  detail.  His  was  the  quiet, 
peaceful,  but  not  illiterate  life  of  the  cloister ;  days  of  calm, 
unimpassioned  existence,  gliding  insensibly,  but  not  unpro- 
fitably,  onwards  to  the  repose  of  the  grave  and  the  hopes  of 
immortality.  He  was  bom  in  the  south  of  France,  near 
Montpellier,  in  1664;  was  enrolled  among  the  Jesuits  at  the 
age  ot  sixteen ;  and  died  at  Toulouse  in  1739,  at  the  ad- 
vanced age  of  seventy-three. 

Schoolboys  are  not  aware  that  they  owe  him  a  debt  of 
gratitude ;  he  being  the  compiler  of  that  wondrous  ladder 
of  Jacob  yclept  Oradus  ad  Parnassum, 

His  great  work  is  the  Prtrdium  Rustieum,  a  poem  distin- 
guished by  a  brilliant  fancv,  a  kindly  feeling,  and  a  keen  relish 
for  the  pursuits  of  rural  life.  The  topics  are  "  vineyards," 
"fishponds,"  "poultry,"  "gardening,  "game-preserves," 
and  "  sheep-walKS ;"  nor  do  I  know  any  book  which  conveys 
such  a  detailed  picture  of  farming  operations  in  France 
before  the  Bevolution.     Since  that  event,  the  whole  system 
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of  landed  property  having  been  dashed  to  pieces,  a  totally 
different  state  of  society  has  supervened. 

There  are  several  singular  notions  broached  in  this  book : 
ex.  yr.  in  deprecating  the  destruction  of  forests,  our  poet 
points  out  the  value  of  fire-wood,  much  lamenting  over  the 
necessity  which  compels  the  English  to  bum  coals,  and  then 
resort  to  Montpellier  to  get  ciu^d  of  subsequent  consump^om : 

" . . . .  Antiquos  ferro  ne  dejice  lucos  ! 
Aspice  delbsso  terris  carbone  Britanni, 
Qu^  male  disBolvunt  frigus !  'jjpkm.  ducitur  flpgri 
Spiritus !  infesto  ni  labescentibuB  igne 
Monspeliensis  opem  tulerit  pulmoniboB  aer." 

The  digging  of  the  canal  of  Languedoc,  "  gemino  fadewt 
<:ommercia  pojito"  forms  a  glorious  episode  (lib.  i.) ;  as  also 
does  the  memorable  plague  of  Marseilles  (lib.  iii.),  celebrated 
by  Pope,  and  during  which  our  poet's  con/rh-es  distinguished 
themselves  by  their  heroic  devotedness.  The  description  of 
a  village-festival,  in  honour  of  the  patron-saint  (lib.  vii.),  has 
been  deservedly  admired,  and  has  been  translated  by  Delille. 
The  famous  year  of  the  hard  frost,  which,  towards  the  close 
of  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.,  destroyed  all  the  olive  planta- 
tions in  the  south  of  France,  is  also  fittingly  sung  (lib.  viii.) ; 
but  commend  me  to  a  cock-fight  (lib.  xii.) : 

"Colla  rigent  hlntuta  Jubis  — palearea  NeodtOn  odils  ineqne  datum  aatifl,  1m»> 

mento  [ambo  rida  necd&m 

Dira  rubent— piignaa  prseludia  nulla— Hed  Bella  cadunt,  domitum  rictor  dum  ttttr 
PartibuB  adversis facto  slmul Impete  duris  verit  hoatem ; 

Pectora  pectoribus  qnatiunt,  hostlUa  ros-  Dnctaque  pulaet  ovana  plaodentibus  ilia 

tris  penoia 

Rostra  petunt,  strictosque  repnlaant  un-  £t  anbUice  caput  cireumfiBrat  atqoa  tit* 

guibuD  ungues.  umphum 

AvulsK  volitant  pIumK!  cruor  iirigat  Occinat  et  vaesft  stdiu  Jam  rogast  te 

artus ;  auUU" 

The  various  habits  of  the  swan,  the  peacock,,  the  turkey, 
and  other  feathered  subjects,  are  capitally  int  off;  nor 
is  there  a  more  pathetic  passage  in  the  Sorrows  of  fFerter 
than  the  one  descriptive  of  a  hen's  grief.  This  hen  is  made 
to  "  sit"  on  a  batch  of  duck's  eggs,  and  when  the  ducklings 
have  appeared  she  still  believes  them  to  be  chickens,  and 
iU!ts  accordingly,  imtil,  bv  some  fatal  chance,  they  are  led  to 
the  brink  of  a  pond  ;  when  lo !  the  secret  of  their  birth  is 
revealed,  and  tney  rush  instinctively  into  the  deep.     Hie 
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passage,  however,  which  I  have  selected  for  translation  is  in 
a  higher  key. 

From  Yani]^bs*8  Pradium  JHuatieum,  lib.  xi. 


**  Haotenuft  in  aterili  latls  eluotatus  «ren4, 
£t  fodere  ft  ferro  ItottLB  compescere  vites 
Edooul,  falceiu  tmoUns  duiXMiqae  llirofles. 
Mono  cntert)  mauum  anaitus,  nunc  sor- 

dida  iniiato 
Yua  fferens,  cellaa  et  subtsrraDea  Racchi 
Hospitla  i  iiffredior.  Proh  quanta  ailentia I 

quantua 


Horrorinestl  latopendetcnrranilna fornix 
Luce  carens  fumoque  niger.  Slant  oi-din« 

longo 
Dolla,  qu»  culicum  globus  obiiidet,  atqne 

bibacl 
Gnttula  Ni  qua  meri  costis  dependeat  ore, 
Sugit  o^  In  Tarioa   circumvolat   ebriuM 

orbea,"  Ac.  &c. 


^ttlttationtf  in  a  SBtnr^Cellar. 

BT  THJE  JESUIT  VANIEBX. 

"  Introduxlt  me  in  callam  yinariam.*'— Sony  q/ Solomon,  cap.  if.  r.  4. 

(Vulgate  Veniion.) 


Tto  taught  thus  tar  a  ylneyard  how  to 

Itlant, 
ded  the  pmnlng*hook,  and  piled 
the  hoe, 
And  trod  the  grape ;  noir,  Father  Bac 
ohuK,  grant 
Entrance  to  where,  In  many  a  goodly 

row, 
You  keep  jour  treasures  safely  lodged 
below. 
Well  liaTe  I  earned  the  privilege  I  ask; 
Then  proudly  down  the  cellar-steps 

I  t(0' 

Fain  would  F  terminate  my  tnnefUl  task, 
Pondering  bt^fore  each  pipe,  communing 
with  each  cask. 

Hall,  horrors,  hall !   Welcome,  Cimme- 
rian cellar  I 
Of  liquid  bullion  Inexhausted  mine  I 
Cumeancavel...no  Hibylthy  Indweller : 
Sole  l*y  thonesM,tlie  witchery  of  wine  I 
Pleased  I  explore  this  sanetnary  of 
thine, 
An  humble  votary,  whom  venturons  feet 
Have  brought  into  thy  subterranean 

shrine ; 
Its  myntericn  I  reverently  greet, 
Pielng  tbenn  Rolemn  vaults  In  contem- 
plation sweet. 

Armed  with  a  lantern  though  the  >9oet 
walks. 
Who  dareii  upon  those  silent  halls  In- 
trude, 
Be  Cometh  not  a  pupil  of  Ott  Faux, 
O'er  treanonable  practices  to  bixwd 
Within  this  deep  and  awftl  solitude; 
Albeit  Loyola  claims  him  for  a  s\*n. 
Tet,with  the  kindliest  sympathiee 
Imbued 


For  every  human  thing  heaven  shines 
upon. 
Naught  In  his  bosom  beats  but  love  and 
benison. 

He  knows  nor  cares  not  what  he  other 
men's 
Notions  concerning  orthodox  belief: 
Others  may  seek  theology  in  "  Dbks, 
lie  in  this  grot  would  rather  take  a 

leaf 
From  Wisdom's  book,  and  of  exist- 
ence brief 
Learn  not  to  waste  in  empty  Jars  the 
span. 
If  jars  there  must  be  in  this  vale  of 
grief. 
Let  them  be  >WI  ones ;  let  the  flowing 
can 
Reign  umpire  of  disputes,  uniting  man 
with  man. 

Twere  better  thus  than  In  collegiate 
hall, 
Where  wrangling  pedants  and  dull 
ponderous  tomes 
Build  up  Divinity'H  dark  arspnal. 
Grope  in  the  gloom  with  controver- 
sial gnomes— 
Geneva's  gospel  still  at  war  with 
Rome's : 
Better  to  bury  discord  and  disMsnt 
In  the  calm  celiac's  peaceful  eata. 
eombs, 
Than  on  dogmatic  bickerings  intent. 
Poison  the  pleasing  hours  for  man's  en- 
joyment meant. 

Doth  yonder  cask  of  BnaoryoT  repine^ 
That  some  prefer  his  brother  of  Boa- 

DXAUX? 
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Is  old  Oabumna.  JealoDs  of  the  Rhine  ? 
GhiiI,  of  the  grape  Germaaic  vine- 

yardH  grow  t 
Doth  XRKKfldeem  bright  Lachbyxa 
hia  foe  ? 
On  the  calm  banks  that  fringe  the  blue 
Moselle, 
On  I  -kman's  margin,  on  the  plains  of 
Po, 
Pure  from  one  eommon  skj  these  deir- 
drops  fell. 
Hast  thou  preserved  the  Juice  in  parity  ? 
'Tis  ireU ! 

Lessons  of  love,  and  light,  and  liberty, 
Lurk  in  these  wooden  volumes.  Free- 
dom's code 
Lies  there,  and  pity's  charter.    Poetry 
And  genius   make   their  fisTOurite 

abode 
In  double  range  of  goodly  poncheoas 
stowed: 
.  Whence  welling  up  freely,  as  ftom  a 
fount. 
The  flood  of  fimcy  in  all  time  bae 
flowed, 
Oushiug  with  more  exubenuiee,  I  count. 
Than  from  Pierian  spring  on  Greece's 
fabled  mount. 

School  of  Athenian  eloqueu'se  I  did  not 
Demosthenes,  half-tonsured,  love  to 
pass 
Winterx  in  such  preparatory  grot, 
Hia  topics  there  in  fit  array  to  class. 
And    stores  of    wit   and  argument 
amass? 
liath  not  another  Greek  of  late  arisen, 
WhoHe  eloquence  partakelh  of  the 
glass, 
Whortt;  nose  and  tropes  with  rival  ra* 
diance  glisten, 
And  unto  whom  the  Peers  night  after 
night  mu«t  listen? 

Say  not  that  wine  hath  bred  dissen- 
sions— wars ; 
Charpre  not  the  grape,  calumnious, 
witli  the  hlame 
Of  murdered  Clytus.     Lapithce,  Cen- 
taiint, 
Drunkards  of  every  age,  will  aye 

defame 
The  innocent  vine  to  palliate  their 
Hhame. 
O  ThyrsuH,  magic  wand  I  thou  mak'st 
appear 


Man  In  his  own  true  oolouni — ^vloe 
proclaim 
Its  infamy— sin  its  foal  figure  rear, 
Like  the  recumbent  toed  touched  by  ltha> 
riel's  spear! 

A  sav«^  may  the  glorious  snn  revile,* 

And  ihoot  his  arrows  at  the  god  ef 

day; 

Th*  ungratefhl  ^thlop  on  thy  benke,  O 

Nile! 

With  barbarons  shout  and  Insnlt  may 

repay 
Apollo  for  bis  vivifying  ray. 
Unheeded   by   the  god,  whose  fleiy 
team 
Prances  aUng  the  sky's   immortal 
▼ay; 
While  flrom  his  brow,  flood-Uke,  tke 
bounteous  beam 
Borate  on  the  stapid  slaves  who  greee- 
lesely  blaspheme. 

Thatsavageoatcrysome  attempt  to  ape. 
Loading  old  Baochua  with   abstud 
abuse. 
Bat,  pitying  them,  the  latber  of  th* 

And  conecioas  of  their  intelleet  ob- 
tuse. 
Tells  them  to  go  (for  answer)  to  the 
Juice: 
Meantime  the  god,  whom  fools  would 
fain  annoy, 
Rides  on  a  casic,  and,  of  his  wine  pro> 
fuMe, 
Sends  up  to  earth  the  flood  without 
alloy. 
Whence  round  the  general  globe  circles 
the  cup  of  Joy. 

Hard  was  thy  fate,  mucli-injur'd  Ht> 
LAS  I  whom 
The  roguish  Naiads  of  tlie  fount  en- 
trapped; 
Thine    was,  in   sooth,  a   melancholy 
doom — 
In  liquid  robes  for  wint'ry  wardrobe 

wrapped, 
And  "in  Elysium"  of  spring-water 
"-  lapped !" 
Better  if  hither  thou  hadst  been  en- 
ticed. 
Where  casks  alwand  and  gcucrous 
wine  is  tapped ; 
Thou  would'st  not  feel,  as    now,  thy 
limbs  all  Iced, 


"  I^  Nil  a  vu  sur  ses  rivages 
Ja'»  noirs  haMtans  des  dieerta 

Insulter,  par  de  cris  nanvages, 
I/ai»tre  brillant  de  I'unlvers. 

Oris  impuissansl  fureurs  blsarresl 


Tandis  que  ces  monstres  barbares 
Pouasent  d'inutiles  claroeurs, 

Le  Dieu,  poursnivant  sa  can'i^rc. 

Verse  des  torrens  de  lumi<*re 
Sur  ses  obscurs  biasphemateurs." 

L^nmc  de  I'ompigntm, 
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But  deem  thvfielf  in  truth  blest  und  im-       Here  wonid  I  dwell !  Oblivioos  t*  my% 
pAntdised.  Nhut  out 

PasHions  and  pangs  that  plague  the 
A  Roman  king— the  second  of  the  8e>  human  heart. 


ritts—  Content   to    range   this   goodlj    grot 

NcMA.  who  reigned  upon  Mount  Pa-  throughout, 

i.ATiNK,                               [ria's;  Loth,  like    the   lotus-eater,    to  de* 

I*0ii<ngHed  a  private  grotto  called  E^t'  part. 

Where,  being  in  .hu  legiiilative  line.  Deeming  this  cave  of  J07  the  genuine 

He  kt>pt  au  oracle  men  deemed  di-  mart; 

vine.  Cbluab,  though  dark  and  dreary,  yet 

What  nyrauh  it  was  from  whom  his  I  ween 

"  law'^  he  got                 [of  wine,  D<p6t  of  brightest    intellect  thou 

None  ever  knew ;  but  Jars,  that  smelt  art  I 

Have  lately  been  discovered  In  a  grot  Calm  reservoir  of  sentiment  serene! 

Of  that  Egtrion   vale.     Wa<  this  the  MiseeUany  of  mind!  wit^s  olobious  MA- 

nymph  ?    God  wot.  oaximb  1 

Of  George  Buchanan  Scotland  may  be  iustly  proud; 
though  I  suspect  there  exists  among  our  northern  friends  a 
greater  disposition  to  glory  in  the  &me  he  has  acquired  for 
them  than  an  anxiety  to  read  his  works,  of  which  there  was 
never  an  edition  published  on  the  other  side  of  the  great 
wall  of  Antonine  save  one,  and  that  not  until  the  year  1715, 
by  Ruddiman,  in  1  vol.  folio.  The  continental  editions  are 
innumerable.  The  Scotch  have  been  equally  unmindful  of 
certain  earlier  celebrities,  such  as  John  Holybush,  known 
abroad  by  the  name  of  Sacrobosco,  who  flourished  in  1280 ; 
Duns  Scot  us,  who  made  their  name  famous  among  the  Gen- 
tiles in  1300,  and  concerning  whom  a  contemporary  poet 
thought  it  necessary  to  observe — 

"  Noil  Scorop  a  tenobris  scd  ^xutroQ  nomino  dictui, 
A  populo  cxtremum  qui  colli  oceanum.** 

Then  there  was  John  Mair,  a  professor  of  Sorbonne,  bom 
among  thetn  in  1446 ;  not  to  speak  of  Tom  Dempster,  pro- 
fessor at  Bologna,  and  Andrew  Melvin  the  poet,  on  whose 
patronymic  the  following  execrable  pun  was  perpetrated : 

"  Qui  non  mel  sed  fel  non  vinum  daa  sed  acotum 
Quam  mal^  tarn  belli  nominis  omen  habcfl.'* 

As  to  the  Admirable  Crichton,  the  pupil  of  Buchanau,  1 
don't  much  blame  them  for  not  making  a  fuss  about  Ai//i«  as 
the  only  copy  of  his  works  (in  MS.)  is  in  my  possession, 
discovered  by  me  in  an  old  trunk  in  Mantua.  To  return  to 
Buchanan,  he  has  taken  the  precaution  of  writing  his  own 

*  ''Q.uittcns  CO  lieu  oil  ma  roisou  s'cniyre.'*  — Bbhangeu* 


8G0 


T.VTIIBH  psottt'b  heuqttts. 


life,  (?i)nB(;ioua  tti»t  if  left  to  siyme  of  nntupe's  jiinni>'jTiren  it 
would  be  sadly  haadled.  Boru  in  150fi.  in  the  nWire  of 
IieDDox,  pcior  and  penniless,  tic  voatrived  in  get  Dvvr  to 
Pnrie,  wliere  having  narrowly  escaped  Btarvntioii  ut  thf.  nm- 
Terei^  (the  fare  must  haie  been  very  bad  on  which  a  Cale- 
donian could  not  tlrive),  he  returned  "  boek  agin,''  anil 
enlisted  at  Edinburgh  in  a  comjiatiy  of  French  auxiUariM, 
merely,  ae  he  aaya,  to  learn  "  mibtary  tnctica."  He  spmt  • 
winter  in  hospital,  which  sickened  him  of  martial  pursuits. 
So  to  Paris  he  sped  on  a  second  spree,  and  contrived  to  get 
appoiiiU'd  uiaster  of  gramniiir  at  the  college  of  St«.  IJarbe. 
Here  a  godaend  fell  iii  his  way  in  the  ahape  of  Kennedjf, 
Earl  of  Coasilis,  who  brought  iiiti  to  Scotland,  and  intn^ 
duced  him  at  Court,  Jamea  made  him  tutor  t"  one  of  his 
bastard  sons;  auother  being  pluceil  tuidcr  the  cure  of  Sroa- 
tnuB.  Tliese  lads  were  bom  with  a  silver  spoon !  Meantime 
Buclianan'a  evil  star  led  him  to  iumpoon  the  Franciscan 
friars,  at  the  request,  he  caya,  of  the  king,  who  detested  the 
fraternity ;  but  it  coBt  him  dear.  "Were  it  not  for  the  kind 
offices  of  the  young  princess  Mary  (whom  he  subsequcutlv' 
libeUed),  it  would  have  gone  hard  with  him.  Be  that  as  it 
may,  he  contrived  to  get  out  i>f  prison,  fled  from  the  vonge- 
ance  of  Cardinal  Beaton  into  England,  where  Heniy  was 
then  busy  bringing  to  tjie  stake  folks  of  ev«T  persuasifln; 
wherefore  he  crossed  the  Channel,  but  found  Beaton  befbra 
him  at  Paria :  so  he  proceeded  to  Bordeaux,  and  met  * 
friendly  reception  from  Andre'  Govea,  the  Portuguese  rector 
of  that  OadcoD  university.  While  in  this  city  be  cotnpoeed 
the  tragedy  of  Jepht^,  to  discourage  the  foolish  melodminet 
of  that  period  called  "  mysteries,"  of  which  Victor  Huga 
has  given  such  a  ludicrous  specimen  in  the  opening  diairt^n 
of  hia  Noire  Diime ;  he  also  presented  a  complimcntarr  ad- 
dress to  Churles  y.  on  his  passage  from  ilndri<l  to  Pari). 
Govea  subsequently  took  hun  to  Coimbra,  of  which  crits 
brated  academy  he  thus  became  one  of  the  early  promotera. 
But  the  friars,  who  never  yet  lost  sight  of  a  foe,  got  Iiim  at 
last  here  into  the  clutches  of  the  Inquisition  ;  and,  during  K 
long  captivity  in  Batten  St.  Domiuici,  he  was  at  leisure  to 
exeirute  hie  glorious  tntna.ntiou  of  the  psalms  into  Latin 
i  reree, 
1  Portugal  he  mmi^igf  d  to  escape  in  a  Turkish  vessel 
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bound  for  London,  and  thence  repaired  to  France,  for  which 
country  he  appears  to  have  had  a  peculiar  predilection.  He 
there  got  employment  as  tutor  in  the  Marechal  Brissac's 
family;  and  meantime  wrote  verses  in  honour  of  every 
leading  contemporary  event,  such  as  the  raising  of  the  siege 
of  Metz,  the  taking  of  Vercelles,  and  the  capture  of  Calais 
by  the  Due  de  Guise  in  1557.  This  latter  occurrence  is  one 
of  such  peculiar  interest  to  an  English  reader,  and  gives 
Buchanan  such  an  opportunity  of  expressing  his  real  senti- 
ments towards  England,  that  1  have  selected  it  for  transla- 
tion. It  is  strange  that  in  his  autobiography  he  abuses  the 
hero  whom  he  celebrates  in  his  ode,  and  who  was  no  other 
than  the  celebrated  Guise  le  Balafri  (so  called  from  a  scar 
on  his  left  cheek),  whose  statue  may  be  seen  in  our  own 
day  on  the  market-place  of  Calais,  and  whose  military  genius 
and  activity  much  resembled  the  rapid  conceptions  and 
brilliant  execution  of  Buonaparte.  The  allusion  to  the 
prevalent  astrological  mania  at  court  is  quite  characteristic 
of  the  philosophic  poet,  ever  grave  and  austere  even  in  the 
exercise  of  fancy ;  but  the  abuse  lavished  on  the  ex-cmperor 
Charles  V.  is  not  a  proof  of  Buchanan's  consistency. 

Jd  Franciit  Rfffem,  //enricum  11.^  Ode  on  the  taking  qf  Calait,  addreued 
pott  ictoa  Caleietf  Geouoius  to  Ifeitrg  If.,  King  qf  France,  by 
BuciiiNi.N,  Scotus.  Qeokok  Buchanan. 


Non  Paira  fatl  oi^nticia,  liibrlc» 
Non  •ortln  hx\n,  NliiU»re  iieNcliiM, 
Non  Rlderiim  Upniii.  Krd  itiiim 
Itoruin  opifcx  mod«rAtitr  orbem. 


Qnl  tdrnini  Inertom  sUre  loco  Jubet, 
ACqiior  perannen  Tolrcra  vorticfis, 
C<£lumque  nunc  liioem  tcnibris, 
Nnoo  t«n«brM  variare  luce. 


Qui  tampontn  Nceptnt  modontic, 
Dat  at  pmtanrn  fhi>na  NuperbliB. 
Qui  larhrymls  fuudat  tiiumphoi, 
£t  lachfjrmaa  hilarat  uiumpbU. 


Exempla  long^  ne  rep«tam ;  enl  Jaoet 
Fractnsque  et  exspei.  quem  irrenuo  fuo 
Fortuna  fotnin  uiipor  oronM 
Per  populoa  tumlduni  ferebat 


Henry  I  l«t  none  commend  to  thee 
Fatr,  Foktvvk,  I)(m>m,  or  Dkhtiny, 
Or  Star  iu  b«tavttii*!i  high  canopjr, 

With  maffio  rIow 
Shining  on  man' it  nativltj, 

For  weal  or  vo. 

Rather,  O  king  I  here  reeognlM 
A  Pboviurn<:k  all  Juiit,  all  wiae, 
Of  evrry  nnrthljr  enterpriM 

The  hidden  mover: 
Aye  casting  calm  coropiaoent  eyes 

Down  on  thy  Louvre. 

Prompt  to  auMume  the  right's  defence, 
Mercy  unto  the  meek  dUpenie, 
Curb  the  rude  JawM  of  inaolenoe 

With  bit  and  bridle, 
And  scourge  the  chi«l  whose  (hmkinceose 

Bums  for  an  idoU 

Who,  his  triumphant  course  amid. 
Who  smote  the  monarch  of  Madrid, 
And  bade  PaTla's  viotor  bid 

To  power  (krewell  f 
Onee  Europe'*  arbiter,  now  hid 

In  hermit's  oell. 

O  O 


TATHEK  PBOUT'S  BIXIQCES. 


BtnrlMl  Tlrfn*.— "fMUAI. 
UnbrlAnB  mnltun  proHllc-' 


rBlunl  Ihf  aUUIr  H 


UiulwdldtwilBrp. 


rUucltiiiiii  puri  tuiTEnUra. 
Ciftde  pul  UA^tAl  FUlippitni. 

T*  qat  minomn  In  lupcrii  garfai, 
Culyiniqu  naui  dilufo  •gnttain. 


1  libiu  prenit,      For  Ftuiir,  In 


■■llitrdukuijac 


The  .kr  Rill   . 
And  rfHiixt  hli  Kvire>ni>ii  gitlMn 
The  lumpHt  tuivl* 

Thnn.irhm  th'  AlsilihiT  n>l«ilMlt 

Tbo  tilowi  IhT  UDHdaii  UUIy  ttlt. 

ThF  liTUv  unbiliiHid.  Ill  Ixuad  iltr  Indl, 

Thji  lenmn.hal.  j^ 


Obncan  promU  ilmm.    Biiti  itlgkdo 
tcnrnn  inngi  imt- 


rariMtuI*  tuMlirii  picoiliu, 


pardon  And  hjum  Ikr  hdadoi  bcqwhl, 
Joyfii!  tl,.  wniA  jjircy  l>r»ORht 
TbooUte-lionBri.  ■ilh  faluilae  rnuBt 

FarUiHHidFiiiii^!— 
Cluu  rut  ihf  HpUv«  klUHdim  aioutki 

'TwHtdu-kinddrviirrKruwlBUKinlfBl 


Bqi  vlieii  a*  iriilUDt  Onm  illMlinri 
The  tlAg  of  Fum-M,  um  dn-»  tWWid*, 
Btn!^t  tbo  obuquloui  Huon  tede 

And.lowlf  ermiehloit,  honrng*  paid 
Th«  ^u.n»  bi  Crt, 


IJIi'inioiiy  o(  cluiiili  dlnpulkrd, 
And  bJiihFunniK  d>]>>uniNnntl«l 

r<ru  Uieu  Murnnnd  I'alili 
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Tot  Unreal,  ncc  bI  per  nthram 
PegaMeA*  vchorare  penni. 


Ceatere  aaltua  nlngiildi,  et  Alptnm 
Inaerta  coelo  culmina,  cum  pater 
KoroanuM  oraret,  pix>plii(iufe  ut 
SobJiceroB  humeroa  ruiiuB. 


Defenaa  Roma,  ct  capta  Valentia, 
Coacta  pacom  Parthenope  patl,  - 
Fana  tui  Seguaianiis 
Barbarica  face  liberatus. 


^qtior  proccIllK,  terra  paludibni, 
Annls  Bkit ANNUS,  moonla  siecuUa 
lovlcta  longia  Inaolentea 
Muaierant  anlmos  Caletum : 


fjonsna  virtiin,  sueta  per  Invia 
Non  iiBltatiim  carpcra  tnunltem, 
lavlcta  devlnc^ndo,  famam 
Laude  nova  Teterem  refelllt. 


Ferox  Rritannua  viribna  antehao 
Qalliiqufl  semper  claillhiis  immineni, 
Vlx  M  putat  Mecurtim  ab  lioste 
Fluctibus  Oceaui  dlromptua. 


Kegtna,  pacom  nescla  perpetl 
Jam  spreta  monret  fa'oera :  Jam  Dei 
Iram  tiinot  mox  imminentem 
Viiidicis  et  fiiria^  flagellum. 


Ilnle  luee  terror  Martina  aaaonat, 

Dinemie  raMlis  mens  nibi  conacla, 

Umbni'<itiA  noctiinia*.  qnletem 

Territlcis  RKitant  flKuris. 


Fame  In  her  narratt\*e  should  give 

Thee  magic  pinions 
To  ranffe,  with  free  preroKatire, 

All  earth's  dominions. 

What  were  the  vear^s  achieyementa  ?  first, 
Yon  Alps  their  barrier  saw  thee  burst. 
To  bruise  a  reptile's  head,  who  durst. 

With  viper  sting, 
Assail  (ingratitude  accurst !) 

Rome  s  Pontiff  King. 

To  rescue  Rome,  capture  Plainance, 
Make  Naples  yield  the  claims  of  Franee, 
While  the  mere  shadow  of  thy  lance 

O'erawed  the  Turk  :— 
Socb  was,  within  the  rear's  expanae, 

Thy  Journey-work. 

But  Calais  yet  remained  unwoo— 

Calaia,  stronghold  of  Albion, 

Her  Bone  begirt  with  blade  and  gun. 

In  all  the  pomp 
And  pride  of  war;  fierce  Amazon ! 

Queen  of  a  awamp ! 

Rut  even  she  hath  proven  tntt, 
Her  walls  and  awamps  of  no  avail; 
What  citadel  may  Guine  not  aoale, 

Climb,  Ktorm.  and  Heizef 
What  foe  before  thee  may  not  quail, 

O  gallant  Uulse! 

Thee  let  the  men  of  England  dread, 
Whom  Edward  crnt  victorious  led. 
Right  Joyful  now  that  ticean'it  bed 

Between  them  roIN 
And  thee!— that  thy  triumphant  tread 

Yon  wave  controls. 

Let  ruthless  Mabt  Inam  from  hence 

That  Perfidy's  a  foul  offence ; 

That  falsehood  hath  itii  recompense ; 

That  treaties  bn)k«>n, 
The  anger  of  Omnipotence 

At  length  have  woken. 

May  evil  counsels  prove  the  bane 
Ana  curse  of  her  unhallowed  reign; 
Remorse,  with  its  diMastrous  train, 

Infest  her  palace ; 
And  may  she  of  (ii>d't  vengeance  drain 

The  brimming  chalice ! 


Every  schoolboy  knows  that  this  event  broke  Queen  Mar}'« 
heart,  »o  inconsolable  was  she  for  the  loss  of  tliose  "  keys  of 
France"  which  the  monarchs  of  England,  from  Edward  to 
the  blufl*  Harry,  had  gloried  in  wearing  suspended  to  tlie 
royal  girdle. 

*  Bucliiinan  appears  to  have  tho  following  verse  of  Ilesipd  in  view ; 
'J'171'  fity  rii/yaoroc  fiXi  Katt99\o£  DiXXipo^wyrijc*— 7*A«0>^. 
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Of  Buchanan's  eareer  on  his  rerum  to  Scotland,  and  his 
conduct  SLB  a  politician  and  courtier,  I  shall  say  nothing. 
As  a  pocft,  his  career  tenriinated  when  the  gates  of  state 
intrii^e  were  thrown  open  to  him,  so  I  bid  him  farewell  on 
the  threshold.  Uis  3lffut  Calenda,  his  ^  Epicttdimm  on  the 
death  of  John  Cal\'in/'  his  poem  De  Sphntrd^  his  translations 
from  Euripides,  his  elegiac  poetry,  all  his  titles  to  renown 
were  already  won.  By  the  way,  John  ^lilton  has  translated 
his  tragedy  of  Bapti/fes,  if  we  are  to  credit  Peck.  Certain 
it  is  that  fiuchanan^s  Df  Jure  tUgni  apud  Sctdot,  a  wonderinl 
step  in  radicalism  for  that  day,  was  the  prototype  of  the 
Cromwell ian  secretary's  De/enno  pro  Popvlo  Anglieano,  It 
appears  that  Buchanan  had  some  share  in  the  education  of 
Michel  Montaigne, — a  glorious  feather  in  his  cap.  Crich- 
ton  was  cn-laivly  his  scholar :  and  no  better  proof  of  the  fact 
can  be  sifl'orded  than  the  following  h-ric  (from  the  MS.  in  mr 
possession),  a  copy  of  which  I  fanc}'  got  abroad  in  Bums  ■ 
time,  for  he  has  somehow  transferred  the  sentiments  it 
expresses,  most  literally.  Howeyer,  it  is  clear  that  Crich- 
ton's  claim  cannot  be  invalidated  by  any  ex  post  facto 
concern.     The  thin;^  speakrj  for  itself. 


Joannem  Andrfafilium  anus  tutor      Tfie  old  Houtevife^a  Jddreta  to  hef 
alloqnilur.  Gudeman. 


(From  thf.  unpuUinffd  J/SS.  of  the  "ad- 
miraUt"  CitH  inojc.; 

Benf-x  JnniiTii'H!  dtilciM  amor  tiiK 
Ariilin  SHI' ^  c  niii;;iH!  xnif.y^va 
Cum  ii'-i  jiiv4-TiiA  jun;{»-renuir, 
QiirfHi  Imik;  rii>NHrii?M  iiitebiitl 
Frf>nil-«  ipftriioqiiAlig  urat  iJfcor! 
Nimr,  liiMi !  nivHiiH  catiitifK  pn;mit. 
Nulla*  pfd  Ii{h  cnnia  capillia 
Iliecchre  mi  hi  carioresl 

Qiiando,  .loKtmoM  ml  bone !  primitfls 
Natura  nriini  fiiixlt  ima^n<:s 
Formaiii  elalxintvit  virilem, 
ll()c  lit  opiiH  rteret  maeihtrum. 
PM,  liitfr  oiniies  qMaH  opifex  pm 
Ktruxit  rif^iiran  aittfici  manii, 
CurHvic  lit  iiiembHa  et  ore 
Nulla  foret  tibi  par,  Joannes  1 

TIbi  nmariim  primitlas  dedi, 
VftriiOf'qtiH  vir»>:o  Candida  AohcuIm, 
Ner  tontH  niirHrin  quod  illo 
Deliciaa  repetam  perennes: 


'  TranakU^l  into  broad  ScnieA  hy  KoBKUT 
Buaxfl,  of  the  Hxeise.) 

John  Anderson  raj  Jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acqnent,  l 

Your  I'K'ks  were  like  the  raven,  1 

Your  bonnie  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  head's  tuni'd  bald,  John, 

Your  lockK  are  like  the  8now, 
But  blesiiingH  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  AudenH>n  my  Jo, 


V 


John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

W'iifn  Nature  first  bei^an 
To  try  her  cannie  hand,  John,**. 

Il«;r  master-work  was  man ; 
And  you  amang  them  all,  John, 

Sae  trig  frae  top  to  toe, 
Shn  proved  to  be  nae  Joumey-wark, 

John  Anderson  my  jo. 


John  Anderson  my  jo,  John,"] 

Ye  were  my  fimt  conceit. 
Anil  ye  need  na  think  it  strange,  John, 

That  I  ca'  ye  trim  and  neet : 
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Jam  te  nenilem,  jam  Teterem  Tocant ; 
Verura  neo  iUis  crediila,  neo  tibi, 
ObliU  v«'l  menseti,  fel  annoa, 
llaurio  perpetuoa  amores. 

Propai^  nobifl  orta  parentibna, 
Cravit  remotis  aucta  nepotlbua, 
At  nos  in  amborum  eaientea 
llMque  Minii  recreamur  ambo ; 
Ilyeinsamori  nulla  Hupenrenit — 
VeriHqne  nostri  floret  adhfic  roaa, 
Tibique  perduro  iittpenitea 
Qualis  eram  nitidi  JuventA. 

Patris  volnptaa  quanta  domestlciini 
(Dum  oorde  mater  pal  pi  tat  intinio) 
Videre  natorum  coronam 
DivittaM  huniiilit  ubenye! 
Videro  natOA  roddera  morlbun 
Mores  parenturo,  reddere  vnltibua 
VultuH,  v.t  exemplo  fldelen 
Scandere  cum  proarls  Ol7rapnro« 

Hen  I  ml  .loanncN,  Temporia  alite 
PmnA  quot  anni.  quotqiie  boni  die* 
Utruroquti  fuKorunt  I  Hnorema 
Jamque  bravi  properablt  hora.— 
Mortia  pmhendit  dextera  coi\|ugM 
Non  tmparatoN,  non  timidos  morl, 
Vltiqun  AinctoH  innocent!, 
Nee  sine  spe  melioris  nvi  I 

VitiB  labores  coniiociavimuB, 
Montana  Jiincti  vicimus  ardna, 
£t  nunc  itotiti  Ki^udiorum 
Culniine  quid  ramorarour  uUrk? 
DaztriN  ravinctiN,  p4>rque  vias  retru 
Lanes,  petamus  rallis  Iter  Hcnezl 
Quft  vir  et  uxor  dormiamus 
Unlus  in  gremio  sapttlcbrl. 


Thongh  some  folks  say  you're  old,  John, 

I  nuver  think  ye  so. 
But  I  think  you're  aye  the  same  to  nie, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 

John  Andomon  my  Jo.  John. 

We're  iteen  our  hairnie's  iMirnM, 
And  yet,  my  dear  John  Andenion, 

Tm  happy  in  your  arms: 
And  so  are  ye  in  mine,  John — 

I'm  RUi-e  you'll  n«V>.r  say  no, 
Thongh  thn  dayti  are  gane  that  ye  hare  seen, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

What  plcaiiure  does  it  gie 
To  S4)«  sae  many  sprouts,  John, 

Spring  up  'tween  you  and  me  I 
And  ilka  lad  and  lasM,  John, 

In  our  footsteps  to  go, 
Make  perfect  hearen  here  on  earth, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 

John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

Frae  year  to  year  wu've  past. 
And  soon  that  year  maiiu  come,  Johu, 

Will  briug  UN  to  nnr  last ; 
But  let  not  that  afTHght  ns,  John, 

Our  hearts  were  ne'er  our  foe. 
Whilo  in  innncent  delight  we  lived, 

John  AnderNon  my  Jo. 


John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

We've  riambed  the  hill  togtthor,  | 
And  monie  a  cantie  day,  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ano  anlther. 
Mow  we  maun  totter  down,  .lohn. 

But  hand  in  hand  we'll  go. 
And  we'll  wleep  toglther  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 


O 


When  Harrison  Ains worth,  then  a  younj^  writer  of  pro- 
mise, took  lip  James  Criehton  in  place  of  Dick  Turpm,  a 
noble  field  lay  before  him.  I  sketched  the  plan,  and  pointed 
out  to  him  that  the  story,  in  all  bioCTaphies,  of  Crichton*8 
having  been  killed  in  a  dninken  brawl  at  Mantua,  by  Duke 
Gonzaga,  on  the  3rd  July,  1583,  was  manifestly  untrue,  as 
there  was,  to  my  knowledge,  at  Paris,  in  the  Bibliothhqne  du 
Boi,  a  printed  broadsheet  of  verses  by  him,  on  the  death  of  St. 
Carlo  borromeo,  who  died  on  the  4th  November,  15S-1«  (a  fact 
he  was  able  to  verify  by  getting  another  copy  from  Milan). 
From  other  sources  I  showed  that  there  were  secret  reasons 
for  his  reported  death,  that  he  lay  concealed  at  Venice  aa 


TATBIB  PBOCT  «  ■Il.njOn. 

h  corrector  of  tlie  preaa  for  Aldus  Maautiua,*  ap  to  1585,  ma 

'  made  private  secreturj  at  Eome   to   Pope;  Peretti   wben 

"  SixtUH  Qiliiitus"  became  monarch  in  central  Italj,  and  tint 

he  was  the  lil'i'  and  soul  of  that  great  man's  short  reign;  I 

had  proof  tlmt  lie  was  at  Lisbon  in  1587,  and  that,  in  1588, 

[  he  sailed  thence  with  his  friend  Lope  He  Vega  on  board  the 

I  Invincible  Armada,  to  nvenge  the  death  of  Mary,  Queen  of 

L  Scots.     That  hia  galleon,  drirea  up  ^ihe  Gertuon  sea  and 

[  rounding  Scotland,  was  wrceked  in  the  winter  of  that  yvst 

on  the  coast  of  Ayrshire. 

Tliat  ilisgustrd  w-ith  the  triumphant  reign  uf  Elizabeth, 

tlie  revolt  of  the  Low  Countries  trom  Spuin,  the  edict  of 

Kantea  granted  to  the  Huguenots  by  Henri  Qimtre,  and  the 

general  aniKct  of  Europe,  he  gave  up  continental  afiSura, 

settled  down  as  a  truouuil  farmer,  married  a  highland  kaaie, 

and  lived  to  a  good  old  age,  as  evideuued  by  bia  weli-autben* 

ticated  aont;  of  John  Anderson  my  jo. 

,      This  etartling  narrative  of  what  was  tn  eomesort  tiiepost> 

I  humous  history  of  hia  hero,  Ainaworth  did  not  grapple  witb, 

\  but  stopped  al  Paris,  making  Lim  a  kind  of  fencing-master, 

rope-dancer,  and  court  dandy,  marrving  lum  to  some  incr^ 

dible  priui-t-ss  uf  the  blood,  and  so  tiirth. 

That  Critlituo,  during  his  long  life  in  Ayrshire,  under  on 

humbler  name,  was  author  of  most  of  the  popular  songs  and 

I  times  that  have  enriched  the  Land  o'  Cakes  is  known  to  a 

L  few  only ;  but  Kobert  Burns  waa  in  the  secret,  aa  the  reader 

y  has  already  discovered. 

In  1811,  on  returning  from  Hungary  and  Asia  Minor 
br  the  south  of  France,  I  learnt  that  Ainsworth  had  left 
the  tale  of  Crichton  half  told,  and  had  taken  un  with  Bluc> 
skin  and  Jncic  Sheppard,  Flitches  of  Bacon  una  Lancashire 
"Witches,  and  thought  such  things  were  "  literature,"  Uence 
tbia  balltid,  iii  which  I  have  endeavoured  to  e^iprcsa  what  I 
know  would  have  been  the  sentiments  of  old  Prout,  in 
language  ;is  near  his  own  as  I  can  command. 
Fori;  AW.  1,  1859.  F.  M. 

*  The  prctsM  of  Aldu^  and  Crichtoa's  tliaro  in  Iheir  rfflcignn, 
Aiggnt  to  me  thn  proprioty  of  acknowlcd),''ig  ">'  '^'^^  ^"^  ^7  *^  »■ 
I  fiiuct  Proiil  l<>  lli<-  keen  and  AMiarato  siipcrruion  of,  Mr.  W.  S.  Bohn 
lo  Iheaa  ■hccU  were  in  progrna.  Quick  perception,  and  inlimato 
_  uintano*  with  \\tu  Hncral  biMgiugea  n»cA  liy  IVuul,  rcctiStid  ma^ 
vof,  ami  happy  urttcslxiMAb.uileu.m-niaii'j  ^«»MC{,-ia. 
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THE  RED-BEEAST  OP  AQUITANIA. 


AN   HUMBLB  BALLAD. 


"  Ar§  not  two  fpmrrowt  iold/or  a  farthing  ?  ye/  not  one  qf  them  thtiU 
fall  to  tXe  ground  without  your  /Vi/Atr."— St.  Matthxw,  x.  29. 

"  Gallofl  ab  Aquitanis  Garumna  flumen.** — Julius  Cjssab. 

*'  Sermons  in  stonee,  and  good  in  eTerytbmg."-^SHAESPSBS. 

"  Oen«u»,  left  to  shiyer 
On  the  bank,  *tia  said. 
Died  of  that  cold  riyer."— -Tox  MooBS. 


BiTcr  trip 
€roni  TIkni* 
loaw  lo 
BoonUavs. 
Tharmomt- 
ttr  M  <a 
Snow  1  fbot 
and  •  half 

of  «oo4«a 


Oh,  'twas  bitter  cold 
As  our  steam-boat  roU'd 
Down  the  pathway  old 

Of  the  deep  Gbronne^ — 
And  tite  peasant  lank, 
While  his  tabot  sank 
In  the  snow-clad  bank, 

Saw  it  roll  on,  on. 


JlSii.ibii-'^^^^'^  *  stranger  drest 
!"!fJ2^*Jl5?  ^^  *  downy  vest, 

.  ""■  *Twa8  a  wee  Red-breast, 
(Not  an  **  Albutrou^') 
But  a  wanderer  meek. 
Who  fain  would  seek 
0*er  the  bosom  bleak 
Of  that  flood  to  cross.] 


alneicBt 
rintr  o\in 
Colciidiik 
bttta  poort 
roUa. 


T*  Qbmom 
BunMr  kicUi 
to  kit  CM. 
io«r,  •■«! 
driucih  • 
JUnooBo- 


And  he  hied  him  home      JiJS"^« 
To  his  loit  de  ehaume  ;       rivtr  mokcth 
And  for  those  who  roam   touM  of  um 

On  the  broad  bleak  flood  •••^»p- 
Cared  ho?  Not  a  thought; 
For  his  beldame  brought 
His  wine-flask  frauffht 

With  the  grapes   red 
blood. 

Hilir**'*  And  the  wood-block  blase  £J;»"J. 

irt^ohlp 
ntOBciii  10 
koouoa 
bowi  Ita 
BO  Ro  Airy* 


hlaeold         ,,   J  ,  . 

«hi»*  At  A     i^  ed  his  vacant  ffase 
Good  b'jo  lu  As  we  trod  the  maze 
Of  the  river  down. 
Soon  we  loft  beliinll 
On  the  frozen  wind 
All  farther  mind 

or  that  vacant  clown. 

But  tliere  came  anon,        ud^JJud. 
As  wo  journey'd  on  gooM  cImm 

Down  the  deep  Garonne,  St^'* 

An  acquaintancy, 
Which  we  deem' d,  I  count, 
Of  more  high  amount, 
For  it  oped  the  fount 

Of  sweet  sympathy. 


T*  Fatlifr 

MMltth  B 

•tray  Be< 

^BBUItBBeO 

IbbmbbU 
ted. 


And  we  watcb*d  him  oft 
As  lie  soar*d  aloft 
On  his  pinions  soft, 

Ppor  wee  weak  thing. 
And  we  soon  could  mark 
That  he  sought  our  bark. 
As  a  resting  ark 

For  his  weary  wing. 

But  the  bark,  flrc-fed, 
On  her  pathway  sped. 
And  shot  far  a-hcad 

Of  the  tiny  bird. 
And  quicker  in  the  van 
Her  swift  wheels  ran. 
As  the  quickening  fan 

Of  Ills  winglets  stirred. 

Vain,  vain  pursuit ! 
Toil  without  fruit ! 
For  his  forkM  foot 

Shall  not  anchor  there, 
Tlio'  the  boat  meanwhile 
Down  the  stream  beguile 
For  a  bootless  mile 

The  poor  child  of  air ! 


^^^ 

"^^^^H 

■ 

^^^^^H 

^^rscs 

'  And  'twas  plain  at  Ust 

T.l'~l». 

;    And  well  iroutd  it  Bi!«E.         1 

^H  a:H's 

,  He  wan  Bagging  brnt. 

■  That    o'er     Life'*     iaA      ■ 

"TliBthia  hour  had  paat 

SS""'        rt-™..               ■ 

^^^1    itu^' 

In  thai  c-Sbrl  Tain  ; 

Easy  tnek  for  Him                  ■ 

Far  from  cither  bwilc. 

In  bb  fUghl  of  PamB.         ■ 

S™  a  MTing  plank. 

Was  tl«-  Skyward  Path            ■ 

Slow,  9li>»  he  «u>k, 

O'er  the  hiUow's  wnOi, 

^M 

Nor  uprose  Bgnn. 

That  for  aonius  hath 
aver  been  tho  sMOe. 

^H  tSL""" 

&= 

„  And  I  saw  bini  soar 

JuBt  one  npple  garo 
In  its  bosom  notd, 

From  the  morning  iboni            i 

WliilehufrMh-ingilx.™           | 

Him  athwsrt  tUi)  tid<. 

An<l  he  sank  alone. 

Soon  with  powers  iinspait 

With  a  fE'eblE'  moan, 

\-i  iif  forward  went, 

In  that  deep  Qnronne. 

Uia  winga  lie  had  bent 

^^H 

And  than  aU  was  told. 

On  tht-songhl-roTBidi. 

But  oup  pilot  grty 
r  Wiped  H  tear  away  ; 

Bn!  wliitfl  thu*  lif  Hoir,          J 

KS 

In  Lo  r  a  riiion  new                   ■ 

'  In  the  broad  Bismje 

He  had  lost  hia  Soj ! 

Conebl  hii  wavwmrd  tU»      ■ 

^^H  ts^i" 

That  sight  broaglitbaek 
On  its  furrow'd  trsn'k 

Anil  that  new-fouinlwoMF     ■ 

Conld,»U.l  allure                 1 

ri>e  rememb^r'd  wreuk 

Frotn  his  pathway  mir*           T 

^^H 

OflonepBrisli'djoy! 

TlL«  bright  oMd  of  Mi                1 

^^H         (N.<»lo>is 

Ai>d  thu  tcur'half  liid 

I»..»II1.I 

•  For  he  tuni-d  ■adI^ 

^^ 

.  In  suft  BiBUly's  lid 

sbr" 

And  adown  the  tide 

'!  Stole  forth  unhid 

For  a  brief  hour  plied 

Far     that    red  -  breut 

Hisyrt  unfli)i»it  foToe. 

bird  J— 

And  Ifl  gtiu  tliat  goal 

And  the  foiling  crept,— 

QavB  the  powBrt  frsoul 

For  a  Warrior  vtept : 

Wliioli,  tinwastdd.  whole, 

And  tlie  ailenw  kept 

■ 

Pound  no  Dtling  ?ford. 

^ii?' 

■' But /muKsi  alone. 

ni>  i<  I- 

A  bright  Spirit,  yoimg.         ■ 

Forni.o.«htofone 

Unwept,  unsung.                    ■ 

Wiioni  I  well  had  knonri 

Lit 

Sank  thus  among                    ■ 

kMi. 

In  my  earlier  dajt. 

The  drift*  of  the  rtraun:     ■ 

Of»B<mtlBn.ind, 

Not  a  record  left,—               ■ 

or.  aoid  raUiied, 

Of  renown  bereft,                     1 

Ofdfserta  dnign'd 

By  thy  eruo!  theft. 

h 

FortlwPalmofPr.iM 

■ 

0  BBLtraiTM  t.iiB*M. 

THX   LEGEND   OF  ABETHUSA.  569 

LENVOY  TO  W.  H.  AINSWORTH,  ESQ. 

WBILOMB,  AUTBOB  OF  TBS  ADMIRADLB  "CRICHTOX,"  8UBSXQUKXT  CHBOITICLBB  OF 

"jack  8UBPPARO.'* 

SS.'.^     Thu»»dly  I  thought 
vmsiiKht  in   Ab  that  bird  unsought 
olmSfite  at  The  remembrance  brought 

And  I  penned  full  soon 
This  Dirge,  while  the  moon 
On  the  broad  Garonne 
Shed  a  wintiy  raj. 

E.  M. 
THE  LEGEND  OF  ARETHUSA- 

To  THK  RlOHT  HONOUBABLB  AbRTRITBA,  M— ^R  0 IT. 

A  8HSPHEBDS88  of  Arcadie, 

In  the  days  )nght  olden, 
Fed  her  wlute  flock  close  to  the  sea  ; 

*Twa8  the  age  called  golden. 

That  age  of  gold  !  yet  nought  availed 

To  save  from  rudeness, 
To  keep  unsullied — unassailcd 

Such  gentle  goodness. 

The  calm  composure  of  a  life 

Till  then  unchequercd, 
What  rude  attempt  befell  ?  'tis  rife 

In  Ovid*s  record. 

Poor  shrinking  maid — despairing,  IcH 

Without  reliance ; 
Of  brother's,  father's  aid  bereft. 

She  called  on  Dian*s. 

'*  Queen  of  the  spotless !  quick,  decree 

The  boon  I  asK  you ! 
To  die— ere  I  dishonoured  bo ! 

Speed  to  my  rescue." 


Sudden  beneath  her  footsteps  oped 

The  daisied  meadow ; 
The  passionate  arms  that  wildly  groped, 

Gbasped  but  a  shadow. 

Forth  fh>m  the  soil  where  sank  absorbed 

That  crrstal  virgin. 
Gushed  a  bright  brook — pure,  undisturbed- 

With  pebbly  racrgin ; 
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And  onward  to  the  eea-shore  sped, 

Its  course  fulfilling ; 
Till  the  yEgean's  briny  bed 

Took  the  bright  rill  in. 

When  lo !  was  wrought  for  aye  a  theme 

Of  special  wonder ; 
Fresh  and  untainted  ran  that  stream 

The  salt  seas  imder. 

Proof  against  eyery  ware's  attempt 

To  interfuse  it ; 
From  briny  mixture  still  exempt, 

It  flowed  pellucid. 

And  thus  it  kept  for  many  a  mile 

Its  pathway  single ; 
Current,  in  which  nor  gall  nor  guile 

Cotdd  ever  mingle. 

And  all  day  long  with  onward  march 

The  streamlet  glided ; 
And  when  night  came,  Diaoa*s  torch 

The  wanderer  guided ; 

Till  unto  thee,  sweet  Sicily, 

From  doubt  and  danger. 
From  land  and  ocean's  terrors  free. 

She  led  the  stranger ; 

And  there  gushed  forth,  the  pride  and  yaunt 

Of  Syracusa, 
The  bright,  time-honoured,  glorious  fount 

Of  iGethusa. 

O  ladye,  such  be  thy  career, 

Such  be  thy  guidance  ; 
From  eyery  earthly  foe  and  fear 

Such  be  thy  riddance ! 

Safe  from  the  tainted  eyil  tongue 

Of  foes  insidious ; 
Briueless  the  bitter  wares  among 

Of  "friends"  perfidious. 

.Such  be  thy  Ufe — live  on,  live  on ! 

Nor  couldst  thou  choose  a 
Name  more  appropriate  than  thine  own, 

Fair  Arethusa ! 

F.M. 
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THE  LADYE  OF  LEE. 


There's  a  being  bright,  whose  beams 
Light  my  dajs  and  gild  my  dreams, 
\  I    TiU  my  life  all  sunshine  seems — ^*tis  the  ladye  of  Lee. 

Oh  !  the  joy  that  Beauty  brings, 
Wliile  her  merry  laughter  rings. 
And  her  voice  of  silver  sings — how  she  lores  but  me ! 

There's  a  grace  in  every  limb, 
There's  a  charm  in  every  whim, 

^    But  there's  a  light  amid 
;    All  the  lustre  of  her  lid, 

That  from  the  crowd  is  hid — and  only  I  can  see. 

'Tis  the  glance  by  which  is  shown 
i    That  she  loves  but  me  alone ; 
t     That  she  is  all  mine  own— this  ladye  of  Lee. 

/     Tlien  say,  can  it  be  wrong, 

I      If  the  burden  of  my  song 

\    Be,  how  fondly  I'U  belong  to  this  ladye  of  Lcc  ? 

LIFE,  A  BUBBLE.- A  BIED'S-EYE  VIEWtTHEREOK. 


^ 


I 


La  pluie  au  bassin  fait  des  buHei ; 

Lea  hfrondellea  Nurje  toit 
Tl«nn«ut  dM  conoiUabulea 

Void  rhiverl  void  le  nroid* 

Ell«a  a'aaaemblant  par  ccntainea, 
8«  ooDoertant  pour  le  depart, 

L'unA  dit.  Oh  que  dan«  AtMnes 
II  fait  Don  sur  le  vieuz  rempart. 

Tons  lei  aim  J'jr  vai*,  et  le  nidie 
Anx  metop«H  dti  I'arthriKm; 

Mod  nid  bouclie  daiu  la  eomicba 
Le  troQ  d'un  boulet  de  canon. 


Down  eomea  rain  drop,  bubble  follows  ; 

On  the  bouse  top  one  by  one 
Flock  the  aynaffofpie  of  Hwallows, 

Met  to  vote  that  autumn'M  gone. 

There  are  hundreds  of  thoni  sitting. 

Met  to  vole  in  unison ; 
Thev  resolve  oo  general  flitting. 

"  I'm  for  Athens  off/'  sayn  one. 

**  Every  year  my  place  is  filled  In 
I'linth  of  pilUred  Parthenon. 

Whero  a  ball  has  struck  the  building. 
Shot  from  Turk's  besieging  gun." 


L*aiitre,  J'ai  ma  petite  cliambre  **  As  for  me,  Tve  got  my  chamber 

A  Smrme  au  plafond  d'uu  cafi:  O'er  a  Smyrna  coffMahop. 

Les  HadQis  onmptcnt  leur  grains  d^ambrs     Where  bis  beadrdl,  made  of  amber, 

Sur  le  seull  d'un  rayon  chaufll,  Ha^JI  connta,  and  sips  a  drop." 

Cclle  d.  J'hablte  un  triglipha 

Au  flponton  d'un  temple  a  Baalbeo, 
Je  m'y  suspends  par  nia  grlffe 

Bur  mes  petits  a  large  neo. 

A'  la  leoonde  cataracte.  While  the  last,  to  tell  her  plan,  says, 

Dlt  la  demif  re,  J'ai  mon  nid,  **  On  the  second  cataract 

J*en  ai  not4  la  place  exacte.  I've  a  Mtatue  of  old  iUmses, 

Dans  la  cou  d'un  roi  de  granit  And  his  neck  is  nicely  craek'd." 

,      ,  Thso.  Q  aUTIBE,  19a  Sept,  Mmiteur.   90th  Sept.  Giobt,  F.  M. 


"  I  prefer  Palmyra's  scantlings, 
Architraves  of  lone  BaalbM, 

Perched  on  which  I  feed  my  bantlings 
As  they  ope  their  bonnie  beak.** 
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A.  I 

Abblabd,  on  the  mistletoe,  879. 
Adrian's  death-song,  new  version  of,  112. 
Aerolite,  the  Blarney  Stone  an,  according 

to  Lardner,  65. 
Ainsworth,  author  of  "  Rookwood,**  403, 

619, 669. 
Anacreon.  226. 

Andres,  '^Storia  di  ogni  Letteratnra;*  290. 
Angel  rthe)  of  Poetry,  to  L.E.L.,  313. 
Animal  spirits,  378. 
Anne  Chovy  a  heroine,  20. 
Anne  (Queen)  accused  of  tippling.  258. 
Araohn^  the  nymph,  Ireland  compared  to, 

121. 
Arlosto  quoted,  48. 
Aristotle  quoted,  53. 
Aristophanes  quoted,  296. 
Ausonius  cited,  106. 
Autobiography  the  rage, 301;  that  of  Bf- 

ranger,  ib. 
Arlgnon,  seat  of  the  muses,  206 ;  of  the 

popedom,  ib. ;  visited  by  Front,  824. 

B. 
Bacon  an  admirer  of  Jesuit  colleges,  179. 
Barcarolle,  "  O  pescator,"  856. 
Barry  the  painter,  321,  489, 498. 
Bellev  (Jack),  editor  of  the  "Cork  Chro- 
nicle," 75;  his  song.  88. 
Bells— the  "Shandon  Bells,''  159;  Victor 

Hugo  on  the  bells  of  Paris,  158. 
Benedict  XIV.  (Prosper  LambertinI)  tends 

Voltaire  his  blessing,  321. 
B^ranger,  eulogy  of,  210. 

Song  of  BrennuH,  ib. 

Song  of  the  Cossack,  814. 

Ode  to  Lardner,  221. 

Song  of  Diogenes,  223. 

Le  Pigeon  Messager,  284. 

The  Dauphin's  Birthday, 841. 

Beoollectfons  of  Bonaparte,  848. 

The  Tri-coloured  Flag,  251. 

The  Painter's  Funeral,  a  Poem,  870. 

Lea  Etoiles  qui  flient,  281. 

Lea  Boh^miens.  293. 

Le  Dieu  des  bonnes  Qens,  897. 

Le  Qrenier,  299. 

Le  TallletiT  et  \a  ?««,  901. 

L*  Ange  ex\U,  318. 


Ben,  Theodore,  650;  lines  by,  658. 

Black  broth,  16. 

Black  earth,  /icXoiyo  xBt^v  (MeUnethoo), 

86. 
Black  Prince,  13. 
Blarney,  Castle  of,  86 ;   plundered  br  the 

Danes,  87 ;   song  of  Jack  Bellev  tlier»- 

npon,  88 ;  stormed  by  OUrer  Cromwell, 

as  per  song,  100. 
Blame V,  Groves  of,  in  Engliab,  FreDch, 

Greek,  Latin,  and  Irish,  56 ;  a  ooutio- 

verted  point  in  the  song,  84. 
Blarney  Stone,  true  history  of,  60. 
Blessington  (Lady),  her  "  Convenatlena 

of  Byron,"  81. 
Blindman's  bufl;  origin  of,  866. 
Blomfield,  Bishop,  1. 
Boethios  de  Consolatione  PhiloeophkA, 

203. 
Boilean  quoted,  109. 
Bonaparte.  "Popular  ReooUeetione  of/ 

248;  '•  Flight  of,"  366. 
Boscovich,  his  works,  180;  hts  wig,  838. 
Bowring  (Dr.),  knight-errantry  of,  801r 

208. 
Brennns,  song  of,  on  planting  the  vine  fa 

Ganl,  210 ;  ancestor  of  the  CBrennana, 

ib. 
Brougham,  Henry,  initiated  at  Blarney, 

65;  disputes  with  Front  on  dmnken- 

noss,  113 ;  his  letter  to  Lord  Lyodhon^ 

Nov.  1884, 188 ;  hU  modesty  at  the  Tul- 

leries,  161. 
Buchanan,  George,  661. 
Bnffon,  14 ;  cosmogony  of,  964. 
Bulwer  (V,.),  takes  to  pamphleteerfiiKr 

848. 
Bnrke  (Edmund),  on  fisheries,  888;  the 

"  protector"  of  Barry,  497 ;  oo  ehildrMB, 

600. 
Byron  eited,  8,  9,  89.  861,  878,  877,  «S^ 

hlB  Hebrew  Melodies,  844. 


C. 

Casat'rt  ComnentarleB,84t  his  stetiie,8i. 

Callaghan  (TerryX  his  eharaeter,  78;  kia 

song,  100;  brinn  **  the  chest**  to  Loai- 

dnn,  104 ;  la  made  a  pollcemaa  thiwgk 

\    Y«vt^ik  O'Connor,  11 JP.,  838. 
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Calvlnists  popalar  at  Bllltngiigate,  IV. 

CampbtiU  (Toin^  bound  in  Morocco,  343; 
hill  H«cond  sight,  346. 

Campbell,  his  "  llohenlinden"  done  into 
Latin.  92. 

Carew,  Molly  (Ang.  et  IxU.),  487. 

Carnival  anil  Ash  Wednesday,  S. 

Cervantes  fuuKlit.at  Lepanto.  353. 

Charlemagne,  capitularies  of,  S17. 

Charles  V.  viKits  the  torab  of  Bachelen, 
the  first  herring-barreller,  21. 

Charles  XII.  of  Sweden,  his  portrait  in 
Blarney  Castle,  90. 

Chateaubriand  (Comtesse  de),  her  Ronp:, 
•*Vaoi  laglolre  t'lnvite,"  147;  le  Vi- 
conite  do,  a  poom  by,  266. 

Chaucer,  and  Froissart,  239 ;  coptea  from 
Petrarch,  240;  couplaiut  of,  241;  Gri- 
seldis,  246. 

Chrysostom.  hii  remark  in  preaching 
from  a  ship,  81 ;  is  abused  by  Tom 
Moore,  144;  breaks  out  in  fine  style, 
204 ;  an  elegant  metaphor  from,  83. 

Cicero,  104 ;  a  plagiarist,  136 ;  quoted,  236, 
260,  263.  304,  316. 

Corbet,  the  great  Munster  dentist,  78; 
resembles  Sc^rron  and  Cadmus,  ib. ; 
song,  "the  Ivory  Tooth,"  93. 

Cornelius  a  I^pide,  6,  136.  169,  177,  181, 
200,601. 

Cresswell,  Frank,  his  forced  obsenrance  of 
Ijent,  6. 

Cmsswell,  Lady.  4. 

I'rlobton.  the  Admirable,  619, 664, 666. 

Croflon  Croker  well  acquainted  with 
Watergra<4Hhill,6  s  dlitcovers  the  ety.- 
mology  of  "  lllaniey/'  36 ;  also  the  like- 
ness of  a  fried  egg  to  a  daisy.  09 ;  ac- 
count of  Sliaudoii  steeple,  by,  169. 

Cromwell,  a  canting  thief,  968;  itormi 
HUrney  (Hstle.  60, 100. 

Crusades,  43,  207. 

1>. 

Dagobert,  song  about,  217 ;  educated  In 

Ireland,  218. 
Danae,  lament  of.  130. 
Dante  dlsNUsded  by  the  monks  of  Bobbio 

fh)ni  trriiimff  in  fxttiH,  323;   his  "Porch 

of  llfU.'  3:M;  his  (trru  rima,  336. 
Dannhe,  lines  on  the,  47. 
Dauphin,  why  so  called,  16 ;  in  utum  Del- 

pkini  •Icsuits'  editions,  176;    song  on 

the  Dauphin's  birth.day,  241. 
David  the  painter,  a  regicide.  270;  the 

funeral  of.  a  poem  by  H^franger,  ifr. 
Deann,  Sir  Thomas,  knight  and  builder, 

87  80. 
Do  La  Vigne  (Caslmir).  his  "  Dog  of  the 

Three  Dayi,"  a  ballad,  277. 
Democritns  cited.  114. 
Demosthenes  quoted,  347. 
Denis  (St.)  walked  keadlfMtirt  milM,S8& 
Denks  I)idorot,  l^enis  Lardner.  Denit  the 

critic,  Diouytius  HaUcaraatMnals,  SBB^ 


Diderot  saw  no  difference  between  himself 
and  dog  but  the  clothes,  2B7,  279. 

Diogenes,  song  of,  about  hin  tub  and  hii 
lantern,  223. 

Dionysius,  tyrant  of  CecUy,  a  song  about, 
221. 

Dowden,  inventor  of,  "  pyrol  igneous  acid," 
his  opinions,  76;  his  Kong,  96;  his  so- 
briety, 118. 

Doyle  of  Carlow  (J.  K.  L.),  106. 

Drink,  five  reasons  why  people  should, 
206. 

Drunkenness,  113. 

Dryden,  a  sad  fellow,  .%8;  why  called 
glorious,  ih. 

Diincombe  (Tom)  and  Juck  Iteevo,  224. 

Dupuis,  "  Origine  des  Cultes,"  par,  268; 
absurdity  of,  ib. 


E. 

Eggs,  praise  of,  08. 

Elisabeth,  her  sutute  on  fisludiet,  11.      : 

Eloy,  St.,  a  tinker  and  poet,  218. 

Epictetus  quoted.  48. 

Erasmus,  his  oplnion.on  Patrick's  purga- 
tory, 48;  pun  on  his  name.  86;  his 
aversion  to  clerical  idlers,  87. 

EiihtacA  (Iter.  John  Chetwode),  his  Claa 
sical  Tour,  317. 


F. 
Father  Tom,  499. 

Fathers,  Moore's  attack  on  the.  143. 
Fiddler's  (the  French)    Lauientation,   a 

song,  276. 
Filicaia's  Italia!    Italia!   "To  prostrate 

Itnly,"  330;  II  Mose  di  Michel  Aiiguk) : 

"  HUtue,  whose  giant  limbs,"  832. 
Fishenuan.  Maaaniellua,  IH) ;  the  Apoatlea 

wer«  tishermen,  10;  *'  I)  pencator,"  :I66. 
Foundling  Hospital  at  Cork,  reflections 

on. 126. 
Fracastor,  Jerome,  646. 
France,  Pn)Ut's  travels  thn>ugh.  6,  108, 

204:   language  of,  how  esNential,  236; 

influence  <if  French  writers  ou  those  of 

England,  %h.\    Songs  of.  201.  231,  267, 

2tj7 ;  adieu  to  the  Songs  of,  313. 
Free-trade,  theory  of,  292. 
Frogs,  French  food,  12;  quotation  firom 

Aristi»phanes,  266. 
Frolssart  a  priest,  239 ;  sketch  of,  ib. 


G. 

Ganganelli  a  rogue,  186,  320 ;  interview 

with,  600. 
Garret  (the)  of  IMranger,  299. 
Gaul,  landing  of  the  I'hoceans  In  (ialliti 

Sarbon^nHiM  described,  291  \  planting  uf 

the  vine  tn,  210. 
neeS4«,  a  |ianegyric  on,  283. 
Germanlo    ooufederacj   of    quacks    and 

dunoea,  944. 
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God  (the),  of  B^rangcr,  a  deistical  poem, 
297. 

Godericta  (Lord),  known  as  a  goose,  189. 

Goldsmith  in  France.  205;  robs  a  French- 
man, 237;  and  a  French  ladf,  Madm. 
Blaise,  ib. 

Good  dry  Lodgings,  a  song  by  Diogenes, 
223. 

Griselda,  original  Norman  ballad  of,  S46. 

Guy  d'Arezzo,  his  narratire,  349. 

Gypsies,  political  economy  ;,of  the,  a  song, 
by  Stranger,  293. 


H. 
Hardonin*s  discoveries,  188, 139 ;  and  bis 

epitaph,  140. 
Hastings,  battle  of,  13. 
Hayes  (Joe),  master-spirit  of  the  Glen 

distillery,  72;  his  worm  never  dies,  t&. 
Herbert,  his  Nimrod,  146. 
Herl)ert,  George,  430. 
Herrings — lajoumee  dea  harengs,  13;  sale 

of,  in   Greece,   17 ;    warlike  food,  20 ; 

foundation  of  Amsterdam  laid  on  her- 

rlng.bones,  21.  - 
Homer  quoted,  39,  66,  80, 108, 280,247, 263. 
Horace,  Songs  of,  870,  393,  415, 435,  460. 
Horace  cited,  9, 12, 18,  63, 79, 97,  102, 126, 

131,  189,  184,  201, 318,  822,  827, 397, 560. 
Hndibras,  16. 
Htms,  cookery  of  the,  16 ;  king  of  the,  215, 

318. 
Huss  TJohn),  anecdote  concerning,  289. 

I. 
IriRh  exports,  their  chief  item,  2S. 
Irish  nameii,  75. 
lUly,  Songs  of,  815,  342. 

J. 

James  I.,  a  patron  of  Scotch  herrings.  11. 

Jeffers,  Lady,  35. 

Jerome  (St.)  quoted,  136, 2SS. 

Jesuits,  massacre  of,  at  Madrid,  164;  ever 
in  hot  water,  165;  not  understood  lur 
Robertson,  168;  Cerutti's  "Apologie,^* 
171;  Gresset'H'-Adleux,'*  172;  founded 
by  an  old  soldier,  178;  InstUutum  Soc. 
Jesu.  175;  rapid  progress  of,  176;  dis- 
tinguishable from  other  monks,  ib. ;  ratio 
studiorum,  178;  their  pupils,  179;  their 
learned  men,  180,  182;  their  ill-treat- 
ment, 183 ;  their  missionH,  ih. ;  conduct 
during  the  plague  at  Marseilles,  185: 
fell  like  the  Templars,  183 ;  defence  of, 
609. 

Juvenal  cited,  18,  203,  236, 346. 


K. 

Kidnappers,  cat-o'-nine-tail-villains,  185. 
Kingsborough's  (VIsct.)  "  Mexican  Anti- 

qulties,"  344  \  maVbetr;  v^&ntation  on 

e8Uieof,517. 


Knapp,  mayor  of  Cork,  a  foe  to  mad  d(^^ 
38;  theknapp's  sack,  86;  Froufs  foa- 
ter.brother,  155. 

L. 

Ladies,  three  cheers  for  the,  6. 

Lake  Leman,  its  attractions,  651. 

Lamartine.  a  poeci  by,  on  th«  exik  of 
Manoei,  272L 

Lame  heroes  and  writers,  175. 

Landon  (Miss),  given  her  name  to  a/V«s» 
IoAm,  183 ;  lines  addressed  to,  314. 

Larduer  (Dr. |Denis^,  a  compiler,  SI;  a 
man  of  letters,  50,  83;  never  vislled 
Blarney,  68;  his  pnrgatory,  66;  his 
tract  on  the  potato,  83 ;  ideas  on  astro- 
nomy, 132 ;  U^rangei's  Ode  to,  SSL 

Larry,  ''The  night  before  Larry  was 
stretched,"  a  song,  267. 

Laura,  Prout  in  love  with,  346. 

Lee,  Nat,  the  dramatist.  114J 

Leipsic,  the  annual  book- fair  of,  84S. 

Lent,  npology  for,9;  oldasTertuUiaB,10; 
traced  to  Lentulus,  18. 

Leonidas,  not  president  of  a  beef-aleak- 
club,  17. 

Lepanto,  song  on  the  battle  of,  853. 

Literary  renegades,  punishment  foi^  85ft. 

Loyola  (Don  Igna^io  de),  an  old  MUlier, 
has  a  leg  Khattered  at  Pampelnna,  173; 
his  chivalrous  vigil  at  Montaerrat,  174 ; 
lame  heroes.  175. 

Lucan  {Pharaalia,  v.  28),  20a 

Lucretius  quoted,  114. 

If. 

Macroblus  quoted,  81. 

Madness,  thoughts  on,  110 ;  mad  anthocSr 

116. 
Maginn.  Dr.,  a  literary  embalroer,  516. 
Malbrouck,  song  of,  219;  elCscts  of,  oa 

South  Sea  Islanders,  221. 
Marchangy,  "laGaulo  Poetiqne.'*  206. 
Margaret.  Front's  servant,  72 ;   s<mg  in 

honour  of,  96;   makes  the  punch  too 

strong.  346. 
Marot  (ClementX  poem  by.  263. 
MarselUais  hymn,  original  of,  258.** 
Martial  quoted,  81. 

Martineau,  Hairlet,  able  to  defend  her- 
self, 141. 
Masaiiiello,  20. 

Maaarin,  a  saying  of  Cardinal,  8^. 
Medical  theories  in  verse,  546^  647. 
Melancthon's  real  name.  86. 
Menslni's  "  II  Capw,"  ♦'There's  a  gnat  io 

the  vineyaM  1"  359. 
Michel  Angelo,  his  "Statue  of  Moses," 

his  «  Farewell  to  Sculpture,*"" o^  cn- 

eifisto^"  366. 
Miller  (Joe),  Josephus  Molitor,  218. 
Millevove,  a  tme  poet,  254 ;  **  La  Cbnt* 

des  Feuilles,"  256 ;  "  Priez  pour  mol,'* 

a  ballad,  227. 
Modem  Latin  poets,  618. 
VtfLVMJnra"  Let  Erin  remember  Uie  days  of 
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old,**  a  transUtion  from  Front,  05 ;  hU 
ropieries,  136;  hU  "Travels  in  8«aroh 
of  Kelij^on;*  143 ;  atUwk  oa  "  the  Fa- 
then."  144;  his  visits  to  Blarney,  146 ; 
*  Go  whero  glory  vatts  thee/'  from  the 
Fnnch.  147 ;  "  O  'twas  all  but  a  dream," 
from  dittOrl49 ;  "  Lesbla  hath  a  beam- 
ing eye,'*  from  the  Laitln,  with  a  portrait 
of  Mooru,  taken  in  Hagrante  dMieto,  IfiO ; 
"  The  ShamiXKsk,"  from  the  French,  154 ; 

\  "Wreath  the  bowl."  from  the  Groek, 
156 ;  his  "  Historv  of  Ireland,"  343 ;  robs 
Petrarca,  337;  '^appropriates"  Horace, 
430;  robs  Fontenelle,  546. 

Mora  (Sir  T.)i  his  Joke  on  Erasmus,  87 ; 
his  poetry,  166. 

Morgan  ( i^dy )  and  PttcUer  Muskaw,  165; 
her  "  iuly,"  313. 

Mullins  (Denny),  patriot  and  braaehes- 
maker,  the  Aristides  of  Cork,  171. 


N. 
Nebuehadncssar,  stntne  of,  00, 89. 
Mioodemo  Lermil,  a  JiiUnese  Poet,  his 

■ong  on  the  Battle  of  Waterloo,  850. 
NighU  passed  in  study,  810, 846. 
Noctes  Atticw,  845. 
Moll,  old,  a  canting  thief,  366;   storms 

BUmey  Castle,  56,  lUO. 
Normans,  a  glorious  race,  S44 ;  terror  they 

spreao,  247. 


O. 

l.>'Brien  (Henry),  his  various  acquire- 
ments, l4l;  his  death  and  character, 
19IL 

O'Connell  got  no  rint  from  WatergrawhfU, 
78;  an  (Miemy  to  poorlaws,  1S7;  advo- 
eates  a  grhna  mUionnl  cfim^terff  in  Dublin, 
1S8:  d«nouneed  by  l)oyl*>,  1U6;  resem- 
bles Wooil,  of  copper  celebrity,131 ;  his 
"  Abbey,'  299. 

O' Pagans,  a  hungry  race,  85;  origin  of 
the  name,  ib. 

O'KeUy.  an  Irish  iMwt,  435. 

Olden,  inventor  of  a  shaving  oil  CAllod 
EukeiroKunuion,  77 ;  his  song  in  praise 
of  the  same,  in  Greek  and  KnglUn,  91. 

0*Meara,ni>t  the  "Voice  from  St  Helena," 
79 ;  a  Franciscan  friar :  pleasant  man, 
ih. ;  sioKi*  tlie  praise  of  eggs,  98. 

Oriental  poetry,  decline  and  fall  of,  98. 

Ovid  quoted.  290,  343. 

Owen  Gleudower  fed  on  leeks,  18. 


P. 
Pancakes  of  Greek  origin,  86. 
Pascal's  "  I^ttros  Provinclalcs,"  184 ;  a 

hypochoudriac,  186. 
Pasquinade,  a  Roman,  233. 
Peter  the  (ireat  cho|)s  off  the  bterds  of 

the  Kussians,  90. 
Pttrarca,  his  sonnets  not  condemned  by 


the  Papal  court,  235 ;  meets  Chaucar  In 
Provence,  210;  communicates  to  him 
the  tale  of  Griselda,  ift.;  his  exquisite 
Platonism,  324 ;   his  "  Addross  to  the 
Founuin  of  Vaueluse,"  385;  is  robbed 
by  Tom  Moore,  327  :  a  passage  *n  his 
will,  t2>.;  Prout  envies  him  his  death, 
346;  hisopiUph,34S;   his  trinmph  at 
the  Capitol,  349;   he  dances  amw  «eNf' 
in  the  palaxBo  Colonna,  350 ;  his  vision 
of  a  whtte  doe,  351 ;  his  connexion  with 
Cola  m^nzi,  352 ;  his  "  Dream,"  868 ;  his 
"  I\ilmodiar  369. 
Petranius  Arbiter  quoted,  77. 
PlisBdnix,  157,  203. 838, 287. 
Pigs  in  Iraland,  25. 
Pilgrimages,  a  plea  for,  29. 
Pindar  quoted.  96. 
Plantagenet.  derivation  of,  49, 
Plato  quoted.  263. 
PIkny  the    Killer's  etymology  of  ttater- 

cre*$f»,  260. 
Pliny  the  Younger  quoted,  81.] 
PluUrch  quoted,  17,  114. 
PoKTKV— Songs: 
Groves  of  Blarney  (poltfglol),  56. 
The  nniHO  sited  a  teur,  W. 
Come,  list  to  my  stave  {Angli^  H  Orad), 

91. 
On  IJnden  when  the  Mun  (AuglM  Lat.),92, 
IJelieve  ine,  dear  Prout,  JW. 
I#et  Krin  remember  (Ahj/1.  H  Lot.),  90. 
I  Hing  tiie  fount  of  soda,  90. 
Wiiy  then.  Hiiru  it  was  made  by  a  learn* 

ed  owl  (Amjl.  rt  Ijat.\  98. 
O,  Hlnmev  Cnntle,  my  darlint,  100. 
Adrian'ii  desth.Moni;,  112. 
Stella's    lament.    "  While    round   the 

churn,"  (r/r.  H  Ang.\  181. 
A  Chancellor's  song  {Galiici).  1.12. 
Go  when)  glory  {Am^.  H  (iall.),  147. 
O  'twns  all  but  a  draam  {Ang.  ei  ihtU,  , 

14!). 
Lesbia  hath  a   beaming  eye  lAng,  et 

hu.),  ifjO. 
Msrie  8tunrt  UJall),  153. 
Through  Krin^s  isle  {Ang?H  (Ml\  154. 
Wrestli  the  bowl  {Ang.  et  Gr.\  156. 
The  Shandon  bells,  159.    -  ■ — >      —    ' 
When  at  thy  shrine,  most  holy  maid 

{Ang.  *t  l^t.'u  174. 
Wlieii  HrennuN  rame  back  here  from 

Home  {Gall,  rt  AngL),  210. 
"Ilpleut,  il  pleut  enfin,"— Rain  best 

doth  nourish,  &c.,  212. 
The  song  of  the  Cossack  {Attgl.H  OallX 

214. 
I.e  l)on  Roy  Dagobert,  217. 
Mslbrouck  s'en  vs-t-en  guenre,  819. 
L'e|)^e  de  DanioclcH  —  The    dinner  of 

Dionysius  {UaU.  H  Angt.\  821. 
My  dwelling  is  ample.  228. 
"  Le  pigeon  meBsager,"--Helen  aat  by 

my  side,  224. 
"  Dans  la  solitaire  boargade,"— Pra^  Coic 
mo,  227. 
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Professloii.  the   MiliUiy,  in  Fnneey  a 
aong,  810. 

Prout,  Father  Andrew,  his  character,  5; 
gallantry,  t^ ;  fond  of  angling,  6;  his 
lihraiT,  ib. ;  death  and  burial,  7 ;  ge- 
nius, 83;  knowledge  of  the  world,  70; 
condemns  potiuien^  71 ;  confessor  to  Joe 
Hayes,  72;  his  song,  05;  secret  of  his 
birth  and  parentage,  124 ;  is  kidnapped, 
ib. ;  a  lock  of  his  mother's  hair,  126 ; 
Royal  Cork  Foundling  Hospital,  ib. ; 
escapes  fW>m  it  in  a  chum,  129 ;  a  com- 
pound of  Sancho  Panaa  and  the  Vener- 
able Hede.  167 ;  travels  through  France, 
5, 106,  204  ;  cares  not  a  fig  for  his  ma- 
ligners ;  attacked  by  the  "  Sun"  news- 
paper, 268;  his  frugal  life.  200;  his 
tunefUl  soul,  288:  his  recollections  of 
Italy,  890;   resolves  to  mix  his  own 

{tunch  for  the  future,  345 ;  hopes  to  die 
ike  Fctrarca,  316 ;  free  from  the  odium 
theolnglcum,  548 ;  his  sermon  for  Tri- 
bute Sunday,  649. 
Purgatory,  St.  Patrick's,  47 ;   Dr.  Lard- 
ner's,  66. 

Q. 
Qnintilian  quoted,  229, 406. 
Quintus  Curtius  quoted,  328. 

R. 

Raleigh  (Sir  W.)  planter  of  the  poUto, 

26,82. 
Ren^  d'AnJon,  le  bon  roy,  207 ;   long  re- 

menibvrod  in  Provence,  ih. 
Rhyme,  au  apology  for,  by  ha  Faye,  861. 
Richard  C<i>ur  du  Lion,  44,  122,  207. 
Rienzi,  862. 
Roche  (James,  Esq.  of  Cork),  a  friend  of 

Prout,  jtmusim, 
Ronsard,  the  hour-glawt  of,  228. 
Round  towors  ^Irisli)  of  Oriental  origin, 

62, 82 ;  described  by  l^uciau,  142. 
Rymer's  Futdora,  13,  47. 


S. 

Sftlvator  Roiia.  couplet  fW)m,  231. 

Balvian,  of  Marseilles,  quoted,  206. 

Bannaxar,  642. 

SarbiewHki,  (-asimir,  636. 

Bauce  Roliert,  tlie  inventor  of,  16. 

Bcarron  quntoil.  126. 

Scott  (Sir  W.).  his  visit  to  Iflamey,  137; 
Prout's  panogyric  on,  40;  kisses  the 
Blarney  stone.  64. 

Bevfgne,  Madame,  said  to  be  the  au- 
thoress of  Malbrouck,  221. 

Shells  on  the  l^yrenees,  Voltaire's  opinion 
of,2(». 

Sillus  I  talicus.  40,829. 

Siroonides  of  Cos,  his  Lament  of  DanaC, 
tramtlatod,  131. 

Socrates,  the  death  of.  a  song,  by  Dean 
Burrowes,  267. 

Songs,  see  Poetry. 


Spartan  bUck  broth,  16. 

Spenser,  his  aooonnt  of  Irish  diet,  aj). 
1618,  200. 

Stael  (Madame  de),  847. 

Stars— the  shooting  itara,  a  poem  by  B^ 
ranger,  281. 

Stella,  the  mother  of  Front,  IM;  her  la- 
ment {Or.  et  AnffL),  180. 

Sterne  accused  of  deliberate  fkleehood  (a 
lie  repeated  in  Grose's  "  Antiquities  of 
England,"  at  "Gisbome  Abbey,  York- 
shire." J.  Jtoehf),  848. 

Strabo  quoted,  17,  61. 

"  Sun"  newspaper,  quarrel  with,  867. 

Swill,  eulogy  of,  106 ;  his  madness  a  my- 
stery, 116;  not  oocasioned  by  too  ranch 
learning,  116;  nor  by  unrequited  love, 
117;  nor  loss  of  fortune,  118;  nor  in- 
temperance, 119 ;  nor  loss  of  friends,  ih. ; 
nor  love  of  country,  120 ;  notwithstand- 
ing, his  fffnuine  patriotism,  ib.\  true 
cause  of  his  insanity,  123:  his  proposal 
for  eating  children,  127. 


T. 
Tacitus,  140.    TV  Mnrib.  Germ.,  244.* 
Talleyrand,  a  schoolfellow  of  Protit,  103 ; 

gives  a  death.blo#  to  the  old  Qallican 

church,  820, 
Tasso,  madness  of,  118;  begs  his  eat  to 

lend  him  the  light  of  her  eyes  to  write 

by.  i7*. ;  his  melancholy  death,  348 ;  epi- 
taph quoted,  ih. 
Templars,  tribute  to  the,  186. 
Tertultian  (quoted ;  defended,  144. 
Thi^bault  (Comte  de  Champagne),  907. 
Tiber,  ode  to  the,  by  Guidi,  333. 
Time  and  I^ove,  an  allegory,  by  Count 

Segur,  284 :  ode  to  Time,  by  Thomas, 

286. 
Thomas  k  Rempis,  his  sajring  on  pilgrim- 

age.H,  46;  his  relish  for  salmon,  81 ;  his 

maxims,  100. 
Tolomei's  "  Non  ml  far,  o  Vulean,"— The 

winccup  benpoken,  829. 
Tricolor  flag,  song  ou  the,  961. 
Troubadours,  a  queer  set,  241, 944. 

II. 
University  at  Blarney,  projected,  66. 
University,  the  London,  132. 

V. 

Van  lire,  Jacques,  656. 

Venice,  origin  of,  20;  Jesuits  expelled 
fVom,  184. 

Venetian  gondoliers  severe  critics,  865. 

Vert- vert,  the  parrot,  a  poem,  188;  hyt 
originall  Innocence,  ih.;  hys  fatall  re- 
nowne,  100;  hys  evil  voyage,  193;  the 
awful  discoverie,  106. 

Victor  Hugo  praised,  168;  his  oriental 
poem,  "The  Veii,'^  306;  his  ballad, 
^'  The  bride  of  the  cymbaleeK;'  «n . 
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